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QUENTIN DURWARD.

CHAPTER L
THE CONTRAST,

Look here upon this picture and on this,
The counterfeit presentment of two brothers,
Hamlet,

'HE latter part of the fifteenth century prepared a train

of future events, that ended by mising France to that
state of formidable power, which has ever since been, from
time to time, the principal object of jealousy to the other
Eutopean nations.  Beforn that period, she had to struggle for
ber very existence with the English, already possessed of her
fairest provinces; while the utmost exertions of her King,
134 the gallantry of her people, conld scarcely protect the
femainder from o foreign yoke. Nor was this her sole
danger, The princes who possessed the grand fiefs of the
o, and, in particular, the Dukes of Burgundy and
Bretsgne, had come to wear their feudal bonds so lightly,
that they had no scrople in lifting the standard aganst their
Lege and sovereign lord, the King of France, on the shghtest
preence. When at peace, they reigned as absolute princes
i their own provinces; and the House of Burgundy, pos-
wezed of the district so called, together with the fairest and
Tichest part of Flanders, was itself so wealthy, and so power-
ful, 13 10 ield nothing to the crown, cither in splendour or

!;-rmglh.
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In imitotion of the grend feudateries, each Inferior wassa
of the crown assumed as much independence as his distance
from the sovereign power, the extent of his fief, or the
strength of his chateay, enabled him to maintain ; and these
peity tyrants, no longer amenable to the exercise of the Ia\}',
perpetrated with impunity the wildest excesses of fantastic
oppression and cruelty. In Auvergne alone, 2 rcport was
made of more than three hundred of these independent
nobles, to whom incest, murder, and rapine, were the most
ordinary and familiar actions.

Besides these evils, another, springing out of the long-
continued wars betwixt the French and English, added no
smali misery to this distracted kingdom. Numerous bodies
of soldiers, collected into bands, under officers chosen by
themselves, from among the bravest and most successful
adventurers, had been formed in various parts of France
out of the refuse of all the other countries. These hireling
., combatants sold their swords for a time to the best bidder;

and, when such service was not to be had, they made
war on their own account, scizing castles and towers,
which they used as the places of their retreat—making
prisoners, and ransoming them—cxacting tribute from the
open villages, and the country around them—and acquiring,
by every species of rapine, the appropriate epithets of Zon-
deurs and Ecorclenrs, that is, Clippers and Flayers.

‘In the midst of the horrors and miseries arising from so
distmicted & state of public affairs, reckless and profuse ex-
pense distinguished the courts of the lesser nobles, as well
as of the superior princes ; and their dependents, in imitation,
expanded in rude, but magnificent display, the wealth which
th:‘:y extorted from lhe. people. A tone of romantic and
chivalrous gn}lnntry (which, however, was often disgraced by
unbounded licensz) chameterised the intercourse between
the enxes ; and the langusge of Inightermntry was yet used.
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nnd its observances followed, though the pure spirit of

ble love, and b ! ise, which it in-
culcates, had ceased to qualify end atone for lu extrarma-
gances. ‘The jousts and the and

tevels, which each petty court displayed, invited to France
every wandering adventurer; and it was seldom that, when
amived there, he failed to employ his rash courage, and
headlong spirit of enterprise, in actions for which his happicr
native country efforded no free stage.

At this period, and as if to save their fair realm from the
variouy woes with which it was menaced, the tottering throne
was ascended by Louis X1, whose chamcter, evil ns it was
in ftself, met, combated, end in & great degree neutralised,
the mischicfs of the tim poisons of ing qualities

are sid, in ancient books of medicine, to have the power of
counteracting each other.

Brave enough for every useful and political purpose, Louis
had not a spark of that romantic valour, or of the pride
generally essociated with it, which fought on for the point of
honour, when the point of utility had been long gained.
Calm, crafty, and profoundly attentive to his own interest,
Le made every sacrifice, both of pride and passon, which
could interfere with it He was careful in disgusing his
real sentiments end purposes from all who approached him,
and frequently used the expressions, “that the king knew
not how to reign, who knew not how to dissemble; and that,
for himself, if he thought his very cap knew his secrets, he
would throw it into the fire.™ No man of hus own, or of any
other time, better understood how to awail himsell of the
frailties of others, and.when to avoid giving eny sdvantage
by the untimely indulgence of bis ovn

He w2 by mature vindictive and cruel, even to tha extent
of finding pleasure jn the frequert executions which be
commanded Pt #9 no touch of mexcy crer jndnaat R
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to spare, when he could with safety condemn, so no sen-
timent of vengeance ever stimulated him to a premature
violence. He scldom sprung on his prey till it was fairly
within his grasp, and till all hope of rescue was vain; and
his movements were so studiously disguised, that his suc-
cess was gencrally what first announced to the world the
object he had been manceuvring to attain.

In like manner, the avarice of Louis gave way to ap-
parent profusion, when it was necessary to bribe the favourite
or minister of a rival prince for averting any impending
attack, or to break up any alliance confederated against him.
He was fond of license and pleasure; but neither beauty
nor the chase, though both were ruling passions, ever with-
drew him from the most regular attendance to public busi-
ness and the affairs of his kingdom. His knowledge of
mankind was profound, and he had sought it in the private

. walks of life, in which he often personally mingled ; and,
though naturally proud and haughty, he hesitated not, with
an inattention to the arbitrary divisions of society which was
then thought something portentously unnatural, to raise from
the lowest rank men whom he cmployed on the most im-
portant duties, and knew so well how to choose them, that
he was rarely disappointed in their qualities.

Yet there were contradictions in the character of this
artful and able monarch; for human nature is rarely uni-
form. Himself the most false and insincere of mankind,
some of the greatest errors of his life arose from {oo rash a
confidence in the honour and integrity of others. When
these crrors toak place, they suem to have arisen from an
overrefing d system of policy, which induced Louis to assume
the appearance of undoubii ing confidence in those whom it

w35 his object to overreach ; for, in his geneml conduct,
h" was as jealous and suspicious as any tyrant who cver
breathed,
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Two other points may be noticed, to complete the sketch
of this formidable chamcter, by which he rose among the
tude chivalrous sovereigns of the period to the rank of 2
keeper among wild beasts, who, by superior wisdom and
policy, by distnbution of food, and some discipline by blows,
comes finally to predominate over those, who, if unsubjected
by his arts, would by man strength have torn him 10 pieces.

The first of these attnbutes was Lows's excessive super-
stition, a plague with which Heaven often afflicts those
who refuse to listen to the dictates of religion.  The remorse
arising from his evil actions, Louis never endeavoured to
appease by any relaxation 1n his Mach
but Liboured, in vain, to soothe and silence that pmnful
fecling by superstiious observances, severe penance, and
profuse gifts to the ecclesiastics. The second property,
with which the first is somcnm:s found strangely tnited,
was a disposition to low p and obscure debauch
The wisest, or at least x)-c most crafty Sovereign of his ume,
be was fond of low life, and, being himself a man of wt,
enjoyed the jests and repartees of soci:d conversation mare
than could have been cxpected from other pownts of his
chanacter,  He even mingled in the comic adventures of
obscure intngue, with a freedom little consistent with the
habittal and guarded jealousy of his character; and he was
so fond of this species of humble gallantry, that he caused a
number of its g1y and hcentious anecdotes to be enrolled in
2 collection well known to book-collectors, in whose eyes
(and the work 1s unfit for any other) the righ? editson is very
preciocs.®
* T editiy primarpr, which, when fa good preservasion, is much
Les Crnt NowreZier Newselins,
contonant Cont Jiistovras Nowvosux, gus semt molt plsssans 3 racenter
O Lentrs Newwes dompiin a1 par manire e yayruxcid. Faris, Antoiee

Virerd  Sans dan dswnts Limpresiion, 1 frhve potigue, | Sce Dz
Eixe
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By means of this monarch’s powexful end prudent, though
most unamiable character, it pleased Heaven, who works by
the tempest as well as by the soft small rain, to restore to
the great French nation the benefits of cwil government,
which, at the time of his accession, they had nearly lost.

Ere he succeeded to the crown, Louis had given evidence
of bis wvices rather than of s talents. His first wife,
Margaret of Scotland, was “done to death by slanderous
tongues” in her husband's Court, where, but for the en-
couragement of Louis himsell, not a word would have been
breathed against that amiable and injured princess. He
had been an ungrateful and a rebellious son, at one time
conspiring 1o seize his father’s person, and at another, levying
open war against him.  For the first offence, he was banished
to his appanage of Dauphiné, which he governed with much
sagacity—for the second, he was driven into absolute exile,
and forced to throw himself on the mercy, and almost on
the charity, of the Duke of Burgundy and his son, whero
he enjoyed hospitality, afterwards indifferently requited, until
the death of his father in 1461,

In the very outset of his reign, Louis was almost over-
pawered by a league formed against him by the great vassals
of France, with the Duke of Burgundy, or rather his son,
the Count de Charalois, at its head.  They Jevied a powerful
army, blockaded Paris, fought a battle of doubtful issue
un‘dz:r it3 very walls, and placed the French monarchy on the
brink of actual destruction. It wusually happens in such
cases that the more sagacious general of the two gains the
teal It it, though !r:r)xz;).s not the martial fame, of the dis-
pu@d fickl.  Louis, who had shown great personat bravery
dnnng{ th‘c baule of Montihery, was able, by his prudence,
to :.r.ml hxmsv:lf' o{ its undecided character, as if it had been
a n’mmy on h'm side.  He temporised until the cnemy had

broken up their Jeaguer, and showed so much dexterity in
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genius of the Duke was entirely different. .He rushed on
danger because he loved it, and on difficulties because he
despised them.  As Louis never sacrificed his it}ter&t 3;0 his
passion, so Charles, on the other hand, never sacrificed his pas-
sion, or even his humour, to any ather consideration. Not-
withstanding the near relationship that existed between them,
and the support which the Duke and his father had afforded
to Louis in his exile when Dauphin, there was mutual con-
tempt and hatred betwixt them. The Duke of Burgundy
despised the cautious policy of the King, and imputed to
the faintness of his courage, that he sought by leagucs, pur-
chases, and other indircct means, those advantages, which,
in his place, the Duke would have snatched with an armed
hand. He likewise hated the King, not only for the ingrati-
tude he had manifested fos former kindnesses, and for per-
sonal injuties and imputations which the ambassadors of
Louis had cast upon him, when his father was yet alive, but
also, and especially, because of the support which he afforded
in secret to the discontented citizens of Ghent, Licge, and

ther great towns in Flanders.  These turbulent cities, jealous
of their privileges, and proud of their wealth, were frequently
in n state of insurrection against their licge lords the Dukes
of Burgundy, end never failed to find underhand counte-
nance at the Court of Louis, who embraced every opportunity
of fomenting disturbance within the dominions of his over-
grown vaesal.

The contempt and hatred of the Duks were retaliated by
Louis with equal energy, though he used n thicker veil to
conceal his rentiments, It was impossible for a man of his
profound sagacity not to despise the stubbomn obstinacy
w..nch never resigned its purpose, however fatal perseverance
might prove, 2nd the headlong impetuosity, which com-
menced {ts carcer without allowing a mement’s consideration
for the obitacles 10 bz encountared Vet the King hated
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Giades even more than he contemned him, and bis scora
st fatred were the more intense, that they were mingled
ik fraz; for e knew that the onset of the mad bull, to
siom he likened the Duke of Burgundy, must ever be
formidatle, though the animat makes it with shat eyes. 1t
was ot alone the wealth of the Burgundian-provinces, the
&scihne of the warkike inhabitants, and the mass of their
eoxdad population, which the King dreaded, for the per-
sceat qualities of their leader had also much in them that
w1 dangerous. ‘The sery sout of bravery, which he pushed
t the verge of rashness, and beyond it—profuse in expends-
fuze, splendid in his court, his person, and his retinue, in
21 wtich e displaged the hereditary magmificence of the
Eouse of Bargmdy—Charles the Bold drew into his service
2ot 2] the fiery spirits of the age whose tempers mere
coepecial; 20d Louis saw too clearly what might be as-
gezsted and executed by such atram of resolute adventarers,
falowing 2 leader of a character as ungovernable as thewr
oF

’.ﬁxf: was yet ‘zamhcr circumstance which increased the
aimesiny of Logis towards hus overgrown vassal; be owed
I’f: ferours which be never meant to tepay, and was wnder
=] i’:qn':.: pecessity of temponsing with him, and even
of enéoring bazsis of petslant insclence, injunous to the
el &ty without being able 1o treat hum otherwise than
21 Hg “bXr comsin of Burgundy.”

e was about the year 1468, when their feuds
Eztes, Iﬁc’;::'h 2 dubious and hollow truce, n:::q:;:::;
Eagpened, existed for the time betwxy them, that the present
s2msre cpes, The penon first introduced on the sia
*Z br fomed tndeed 10 e of 2 mnk and coaditn o0
Extetion of whose characser e condition, the
, . o scarcely called for a dissarts
Bom en the salative position of :
FA3ens of the preat. thet © great princes 5 but the

great, their quartefs, and their recenciliations,
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the only charitable action which I ever sa‘zr-hit'n ;f-{orm, or
attempt to perform, in the whole course of his life. '

Thees a5 some reason to angur such a conclusion of the
edventure, for the bonny Scot had already accosted the
younger Samaritan, who was hastening to his assistance,
with these ireful words—* Discourteous dogl why did you
not answer when I called to know if the passage was fit to
be attempted? May the foul fiend catch me, but I will
teach you the respect due to strangers on the next occa-
gion}” :

This was sccompanied with that significant flourish with
his pole which i3 called /e sonlinet, because the artist,
holding it in the middle, brandishes the two ends in every
dircetion, like the mils of a windmill in motion. His op-
ponent, reeing himself thus menaced, iaid hand upon his
sword, for he was one of those who on all occasions are
more ready for action than for speech; but hit more con-
. siderate comrade, who came up, commanded him to fotbear,

‘and, turning to the young man, accused him in tum of pre-
cipitation in plunging into the swollen ford, and of intem-
perte violence in quarrelling with a man who was hastening
to his assistance.

The young man, on hearing himself thus reproved by a
man of advanced age and respectable appearance, imme-
diately Jowered his weapon, and said he would be sorry if he
had done them injustice ; but, in reality, it appeared to him
23 if they had suffered him to put his life in peril for want of
@ word of timely waming, which could be the part neither of
honeat men nor of good Christians, far less of respectable
burgesses, such as they eeemed 1o be.

“Fair son,” mid the elder person, *you scem, from your

aceent end complexion, 2 stranger ; and you should recollect
your dinlect is not £0 easily comprehended by us, as perhaps
ity br ettered oy you™
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the only charitable action which I ever saw him pesform, ot
attempt to perfcrm, in the whole course of his hfe.""

There was come reason to augur such a conclusion of the
edventure, for the bonny Scot had already accosted the
younger Somaritan, who was hastening to his assistance,
with: these ireful words—* Discourteous dogi why did you
not answes when I called to know i€ the passage was fit to
be attempted? May the fonl fiend catch me, but I will
teach you the respect due to strangers on the next occa-
sion1” :

This was eccompanied with that significant flourish with
his pole which is called /e rmowlinet, because the artist,
holding it in the middle, brandishes the two ends in every
dircetion, ke the mils of a windmill in motion. His op-
ponent, secing himself thus menaced, iaid hand upon his
sword, for he was one of those who on all occasions are
more ready for action than for speech; but his more con-
. siderate comrade, who came up, commanded him to forbear,
 and, turning to the young man, accused him in tum of pre-

cipitation in plunging into the swollen ford, and of intem-
perate violence in quarrelling with a man who was hastening
to his assistance.

The young man, on hearing himself thus reproved by 2
man of advanced age and respectable appearance, imme-
diately kowered his weapon, and said he would be sorry if he
ha(} done them injustice; but, in reality, it appeared to him
£s if they had sufiered him to put his life in peril for want of-.._
o word of timely vaming, which could be the part neit™
henest men nor of good Christians, far less of resp
burgesses, such rs they seemed 1o be,

“¥Fair son,” said the clder person, “you scem, I~

recent und complexion, 2 stranger ; and you should
your dialect is not eo easily comprehended by us, &
1L may by vitersd by pow” )
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“Well, father,” answered the youth, “1 do not care much
about the ducking I have had, and I will readily forgive your
being partly the cause, provided you will direct me to some
place where I can have my clothes dried ; for it is my only
wit, and I must keep it somewhat decent.”

“For whom do you take us, fair son?” said the elder
stranger, in answer to this question,

“For sub ial burg questionably,” said the
youth ; “or, hold—you, master, may be 2 money-broker, or
a com-metchant ; and this man a butcher, or grazier,”

“You have hit our capacities r_arefy,\' said the elder,
snuling.  * My business is indeed to trade in as much money
231 can; and my gossip’s dealings are somewhat of kin to
the butcher's. As to your accommodation, we will try to
serve you 3 but I must first know who you are, and whither
you are going ; for, in these times, the roads are filled with
travellers on foot and horseback, who have anything in their
head but honesty and the fear of God.”

The young man cast another keen and penetrating glance
on him who spoke, and on his silent companion, as if doubt-
ful whether they, on their part, merited the confidence they

* demanded ; and the result of his abservation was as follows.

The eldest, and most remarkable of these men in dress
nd app bled the merchant or shopkeeper of
the period His jerkin, hose, and cloak, were of a dark
uniform calour, but womn so threadbare, that the acute young
Scot conceived that the wearer must be either very rich or
very poor, probably the former. The fashion of the dress
¥as close and short—a kind of garments which were not
kber'n Peld decorous among gentry, or even the superior class

of citizens, who generally wore loose gowns which descended
below the middle of the leg.

The, expression of this mav’s countenance was panly
ttructive and partly fothidding. His strong features, sunk
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cheeks, and hollow eyes, had, nevertheless, an expression of
shrewdness and humour congenial to the character of the
yong adventurer. But then, those same sunken eyes, from’
under the shroud of thick black eyebrows, had something in
them that was at once commanding and sinister. Perhaps
this effect was increased by the low fur cap, much depressed
on the forehead, and adding to the shade from under which
those cyes peered out; but it is certain that the young
stranger had some difficulty to reconcile his looks with the
meanness of his appearance in other respects. His cap, in
varticular, in which all men of any quality displayed either
a brooch of gold or of silver, was ornamented with a paltry
image of the Virgin, in lead, such as the poorer sort of
pilgrims bring from Loretto,

His comrade was a stout-formed, middle-sized man, more
than ten years younger than his companion, with a down-
Jooking visage, and a very ominous smile, when by chiance
he gave way to that impulse, which was never, except in

-reply 10 certain secret signs that s emed o pass between

" and the clder eranger. ‘This man was armed with a
we « and dagger; and, undemeath his plain habit, the
Scotsman observed that he concerled a jaceran, or flexible ~
shirt of linked mail, which, as being often womn by those,
cven of peaceful professions, who were called upon at that
perilous period to be frequently abroad, confirmed the young
man in his conjecture, that the wearer was by profession a
butcher, grazier, or something of that description, called
upon to be much abroad,

The young stranger, comprehending in one glance the
result of the obeervation which has taken us same time to
express, answered, after 2 moment's pause, “I am jgnorant
whom I may have the honour to address,” making a slight
reverence 8t the eame time, “but 1 am indificrent who
knows that I sm a cadet of Scotland ; and that 1 come ta
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hand? Know you not there is no hawking permitted in a
royal chase?”

“J was taught that lesson,” answered the youth, “by a
rascally forester of the Duke of Burgundy. I did but fly
the falcon I had brought with me from Scotland, and that I
reckoned on for bringing me into some note, at a heron
near Peronne, and the rascally schelm shot my bird with an
arrow.”

“YWhat did you do?” said the merchant.

«Beat him,” said the youngster, brandishing his staff, “as
near to death as one Christian man should belabour another
—1I wanted not to have his blood to answer for.”

“Know you,” said the burgess, “that had you fallen into
the Duke of Burgundy’s hands, he would have hung you up
like a chestnut?”

“ Ay, I am told he is as prompt as the King of France for
that sort of work. But, as this happened near Peronne, 1
~ made a leap over the frontiers, and laughed at him. If he
" had not been so hasty, I might perhaps have taken service

woJt him.”

“He will have a heavy miss of such a paladin as you are,
if the truce should break off}” said the merchant, and threw
a look at his own companion, who answered him with one
of the downcast, lowering smiles, which gleamed along his
countenance, enlivening it as a passing meteor enlivens a
winter sky. :

The young Scot suddenly stopped, pulled his bonnet over
his right cycebrow, as one that would not be ridiculed, and
said firmly, “My masters, and especially you, sir, the elder,
and who should be the wiser, you will find, I presume, no
round or safe jesting at my expense. I do not altogether
like the tons of your conversation. I can take a jest with
any man, and a rcbuke, too, from my elder, and say thank
you, sir, if { know it 10 be daserved ; but I do pot like being
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for this youth will do as much honour to it as a starved
* mouse to a housewife’s cheese.  And for the Bohemian—
hark in thy ear—-"

His comrade answered by a gloomy, but intelligent smile,
and set forward at a round pace, while the clder man con-
tinued, addressing young Durward,—*You and I will watk
leisurely forward together, and we may take a mass at Saint
Hubert’s Chapel in our way through the forest; for it is
not good to think of our fleshly before our spiritual wants.”

Durward, as a good Catholic, had nothing to object against
this proposal, although he might probably have been de-
sirous, in the first place, to have dried his clothes and re-
freshed himself, Meanwhile, they soon lost sight of their
downward-looking companion, but continued to follow the-
same path which he bad taken, until it led them into a wood
of tall trees, mixed with thickets and brushwood, traversed
by long avenues, through which were scen, as through a
vista, the deer trotting in little herds with a degree of
security which argued their consciousness of being com-

" pletely protected.

“You asked me if I were a good bowman,” said the young
Scot—" Give me a bow and a briace of shafis, and you shall
have a piece of venison in 2 moment.”

“ Pasquesdiee! my young friend,” said his companion,
*“take care of that ; my gossip yonder hath a special eye to the
deer ; they are under his charge, and he is a strict keeper.”

“ He hath more theair of a butcher, than of a gay forester,”
answered Durward.  “T cannot think yon hang-dog look of his -
belongs to any one who knows the gentle rules of wood-craft.”

*Ah, my young friend,” answered his companion, “my
vossip hath somewhat an ugly favour to look upon at the
first ; but those who become acquainted with him, never are
known to complain of him."

Quentin Durward found something singularly and dis
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agreeably significant in the tone with which this was spoken ;
and, looking suddenly at the speaker, thought he saw in his
countenance, in the slight smile that curled his upper lip,
and the accompanying twinkle of his keen dark eye, some-
thing to justify his unpleasing surprise._ I haye heard of
robbers,” he thought to himself, “andwgﬁ “mgg}"cfleats and
cut throats—what if yonder fellow be a murderer, and this old
.raseal his decoy-duck? I will be on iy guard—they will
get lutle by me but good Scottish knocks ”

While he was thus reflecting, they came to a glade, where
the large forest trees were more widely separated from each
other, and where the ground beneath, clcared of underwood
and bushes, was clothed with a carpet of the softest and
most lovely verdure, which, screened from the scorching heat
of the sun, was here more beautifully tender than it is usually
to be seen in, Erance,, The frees -in this secluded spot were
chiefly beeches “Shidelms of huge magnitude, which rose
kike great hills of leaves into the air.  Anudst these magni-
ficent sons of the earth, there peeped out, 1n the most open
spot of the glade, a lowly chapel, near which trckled a small
nvulet, Its architecture was of the ru‘desf}i\'n%'most"}imp]e

kind; and there was a very small lodge beside 1t, for the
accommodation of a hermit or solitary priest, who remamed
there for regularly d)scHa}gln'g the ﬂuty of the altar. Ina
small niche, over the arched doormay, stood a stone image
of Saint Fubert, with the bugle-horn around his neck, 2nd a
leash of greyhounds at his feet. The situation of the chapel
in the midst of a park or chase, so nchly stocked with game,
made the dedication to the Sainted Huntsman peculiarly
b -

appr'opda'lé_’ P

L -
" . . ,
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. Towards this little devotional structure the old man
directed his steps, followed by young Durward ; and, as they
approached, the priest, dressed in his sacerdotal garments,
made his appearance, in the act of proceeding. from his cell
to the chapel, for the discharge, doubtless, of his holy office.
Durward bowed his body reverently to the priest, as the
respect due to his sacred office demanded ; whilst his com-
panion, with an appearance of still more deep devction,
kneeled on one knee to receive the holy man’s blessing, and
then followed him into chwch, with a step and manner
cxpressive of the most heartfelt contrition and humifity.

The inside of the chapel was adomed in a manner
adapted to the occupation of the patron-saint while on earth.
The richest furs of such animals as are made the objects of
the chasein different countries, supplied the place of tapestry
and hangings round the altar and elsewhere, and the charac-
teristic emblazonments of bugles, bows, quivers, and- other
emblems of hunting, surrounded the walls, and were mingled
with the heads of deer, wolves, and other animals considered
beasts of sport.  The whole adomments took an appropriate
and silvan character ; and the mass itsclf, being considerably
shortened, proved to be of that sort which is called a
kunting-mass, because in use before the noble and powerfu),

who, while assisting at the solemnity, are usually impatient
to commence their favourite sport.

while in the secular state, was a courtier of King Pepin. Ile was pas-
sionately fond of the chase, and used to neglect attendance on divine
worship for this amusement.  While he was once engaged in this pas-
time, & stap appeared before him, having  crucifix bound betwixt his
hores, and he heard a voiee which menaced him with eternal punish-
ment il he did not repent of his sins,  1e retired from the world and
tock orders, Lis wife having nlso retreated into the cloister, Hubert
:z!':c:v.:uls' beeame Bishop of Maesirecht and Liege ; and from his zeal
in destroying remnants of idolatey, is called the Apostle of Ardennes and
of Bralant. Those wio were descended of his race were supposed to
Paseers the power of curiny pemony bittea by med doge.
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Yet, emicg i bid Durward’s pani
wemed to pay the most nigid and scrupulous attention;
vhile Durward, not quite so mueh occupied with relizicus
thoughts, could not forbear blaming himself in his own
od, for having ined suspici derogatory to the
character of s0 good and 30 humble 2 man,  Far frem now
belding him 29 2 eompanion and eccomplice of robbers, he
bed srach 5 do to forbear regarding him as 2 caintlike

When mess was ended, they retired tegether from the
chapel, and the elder said o his young comrade, “Jtis but
2short walk from hence to the villsgs—yos mey now break
your fast with an unprejudiced eonscience—follow me”

Tuming to the right, and procesding along a path which
szemed gradually to ascend, he reccmmended to his com-
0100 by no means to quit the track, b, on the contrary,
tokeep the middle of it 2= nearly as he could Durward
could not help asking the canse of thes precaution.

“You are now near the Court, young man,” answered his
g¥ide ; “and, Pasques-dien / there is some difference betwixt
walking in this region and on your own heathy hillh  Every
y2rd of this ground, excepting the path which we now occupy,
Is rendered dangerons, and well-nigh impracticable, by snares
and traps, armed with scythe-blades, which shred off the
IAwary passenger’s fimb as sheerly 2s 2 hedge-bill Jops a
bawthom-aprig—and calthrops that would prerce your foot
through, and pitfalls deep enough to bury you in them for
;’“’; for you are now within the precincts of the royal

tmcmc,' and we shall presently see the front of the

“Were 1 the King of France,® =ud the young man, “1
*ould not take so much trouble with traps and gins, but
would try instead to govern so well, that no man should dare
10 onma near my dwelling with & bxd ntent; oA for those
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who came there in peace and goodwill, why, the more of
them the merrier we should be.”

His companion looked round affecting an alarmed gaze,
and said, “Hush, hush, Sir Varlet with the Velvet Pouch!
for I forgot to tell you, that one great danger of these-pre-
cincts is, that the very leaves of the trees are like so many
cars, which carry all which is spoken to the King’s own
cabinet.”

«¥ care little for that,” answered Quentin Durward; “1
bear a Scottish tongue in my head, bold enough to speak
my mind to King Louis’s face, God bless him—and, for the
cars you talk of, if I could see them growing on a human
head, I would crop them out of it with my wood-knife.”

CHAPTER IIL

THE CASTLE.

Full in the midst & mighty pile arese,

Where iron-grated gates their strength oppose

To each invading step—and, strong and steep,

The battled walls arose, the fosse sunk deep.

Stow raund the fortress roli'd the slugpish stream,

And high in middle air the warder's turrets gleam.
Anoryrmous,

WLy Durward and his new acquaintance thus spoke, they
came in sight of the whole front of the Castle of Plessis-les-
Tours, which, even in those dangerous times, when the great
found themselves obliged to reside within places of fortified
strength, was distinguished for the extreme and jealous care
with which it was watched and defended.

Trom the verge of the wood where young Dunward halted
with his companion, in order to take a view of this myal
residence, extended, or rather arose, though by a very gentle
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elevation, an open esplanade, devoid of trees and bushes of
every description, excepting one gigantic and half-withered
cdcak.  This space was left open, according to the rules of
lrtification in all ages, in order that an enemy might not
approach the walls under cover, or unobsened from the
batdernents, and beyond it arose the Castle itsell.

There were three external walls, battlemented and turreted
fom space 1o space, and at each angle, the second enclosure
rising higher than the first, and being built 50 s to command
the exterior defence in case it was won by the enemy;
12d being again, in the tame manner, jtself commanded
by the third and innermost barrier. Around the external
wall, as the French informed his young companion (for,
a3 they stood lower than the foundation of the wall, he could
pot see it), was sunk & ditch of about twenty feet in depth,
sepplied with water by a damrhead on the river Cher, or
nther on one of its tributary branches. In front of the
sccond enclosure, he said, there rap another fosse; end a
third, both of the same unnsual dimensions, was led between
the second and the innermost enclosure.  The verge, both
of the outer nnd inner circuit of this triple moat, was strongly
fenced with palisades of iron, serving the purpose of what
2z¢ called chepaux-defrite in modern fortification, the top of
each pale being divided into 2 cluster of sharp spikes, which
sezmed to render any attempt to climb over an act of self-
destruction,

_ Trom within the innennost enclosure arose the Castle
B, containing buildings of different periods, crowded
tound, and united with the ancent and grim-looking
dmfon-k:cp, which was older than any of them, and which
fe, Ike a black Ethiopian giant, high into the air, while
the abeenice of any windows larger than shot-holes, irregularly
Esposed for defence, gave the spectator the same unpleasant

ling which we experience on lockeyg at 8 bind moa,
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The other buildings seemed scarcely better adapted for the
purposes of comfort, for the windows opened to an inner
and enclosed courtyard; so that the whole external front
looked much more like that of a prison than a palace. The
reigning King had even increased this effect; for, desirous
that the additions which he himself had made to the forti-
fications should be of a character not easily distinguished
from the original buildings (for, like many jealous persons,
he loved not that his suspicions should be observed), the
“darkest-coloured brick and freestone - were employed, and
soot mingled with the lime, so as to give the whole Castle
the same uniform tinge of extreme and rude antiquity.

This formidable place had but one entrance, at least
Durward saw none along the spacious front, except whete, -
in the centre of the first and outward boundary, arose two
strong towers, the usual defences of a gateway; and he
could observe their ordinary accompaniments, portcullis and
Arawbridge—of which the first was lowered, and the last

ised. Similar entrance-towers were visible on the second -
and third bounding wall, but not in the same line with those
on the outward circuit; because the passage did not cut
right through the whole three enclosures at the same point,
but, on the contrary, those who entered had to proceed
nearly thirty yards betwixt the first and sccond wall, ex-
posed, if their purpose were hostile, to missiles from both ;
and again, when the second boundary was passed, they must
make a similar digression from the straight line, in order to
attain the portal of the third and innermost enclosure ; so
that before gaining the outer court, which ran along the fronr
of the building, two narrow and dangerous defiles were to be
traversed, under a flanking discharge of artillery, and three
gates, defended in the strongest manner known to the age,
were to be successively forced.

Coming from a country wliks desolated by foreipn war
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12d Internal feuds—2 comntry, too, whose tmequal and

surface, ab 1z in precipices and tomrents,
2%rds' 50 many situations of strength,—jyoung Darward was
suiciently acquainted with all the various contrivances by
which men, in that stern age, endeavoured to secure their
dwellings ; but he frankly owned to his companion, that he
&d not think it had been in the power of art to do so
vrch for defence, where nature had done so little; for the
fitmation, as we have hinted, was merely the summit of 2
g=tle elevation ascending upwards from the place where
they were standing
To enhance his surprise, his companion told him that the
exvirons of the Castle, except the single winding-path by
which the portal might be safely approached, were, like the
tickets through which they had passed, surrounded wath
erery species of hidden pitfall, snzre, and gin, to entrap the
wetch who should venture thither without a guide; that
tpom the walls were constructed certain cradles of iron, ealled
szalloxs nests, from which the sentinels, who were regu-
Iuly posted there, could, withaut being exposed to any risk,
tiks deliberate aim at any who should attempt to enter with-
ot the proper signal or password of the day ; and that the
Archers of the Royal Guard performed that duty day and
2k, for which they received hizh pay, nch clothing, and
cuch bonourand profit at the hands of King Lowms.  *And
now tell me, young man,* he continued, “did you eser see
® srong a fortress, and do you think there are men bold
eoxgh to storm 27
younz man looked long and fixedly on the place,
e bt of which interested him so much, that he had
5X1en, in the eagemness of youthful cunosity, the wetness
d.h:-‘ dress.  His eye glanced, and his coloor mounted
B b5 cheek Tike that of a daring man who meditates an
crable action, as he replied, It 15 a strong castle,
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and strongly guarded; but there is no impossibility to
brave men.”

 Arc there any in your country who could do ‘such a
feat?” said the clder, mther scomfully.

1 will not affirm that,” answered the youtl; “but there
arc thousands that, ina good cause, would attempt as bold
a deed.”

“Umph {"—said the senior, “perhaps you are yourself
such a gallant?”

1 should sin if I were to boast where there is no danger,”
answered young Durward; “but my father has done as
bold an act, and I trust I am no bastard.”

“Well,” said his companion, smiling, “you might meet
your match, and your kindred withal in the attempt; for
the Scottish Archers of King Louis’s Life-guards stand
sentinels on yonder walls—three hundred gentlemen of the
best bleod in your country.”

“And were T King Louis,” said the youth, in reply, “I
would trust my safety to the faith of the three hundred
Scottish gentlemen, throw down my bounding walls to fill
up the moat, call in my noble peers and paladins, and live
as beeame me, amid breaking of lances in gallant tourna-
ments, and feasting of days with nobles, and dancing of
nights with hdies, and have no more fear of a foe than I
have of a fiy.”

His companion again smiled, and turmng his back on the
Castle, which, he observed, they had approached a little too
nearly, he led the way again into the wood by a more
broad and beaten path than they had yet trodden, ¢ This,”
he said, “leads us 1o the village of Plessis, as it is called,
where you, 25 a simnger, will find reasonable and honest
accommodation.  About two miles onward lies the fine city of
"Tours, which gives name to this rich and beautiful earldom.
But the village of Plessis, or Plessis of the Park, as it is
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sometimes calied, from its vicinity to the royal residence.
and the chase with which it is encircled, will yield yo2
nearer, and as convenient hospitality.”

1 thank you, kind master, for your information,” said
Scot; “but my stay will be so short here, that, if T fadl
in 2 morsel of meat, and a drink of something better thex
water, Ty mecessities in Plessis, be it of the park ot the poel.
will be amply satisfied.”

“Nag,” answered his companion, “I thought yoo R=2
some fniend to see in this quarter.”

“And so I have—my mother’s own brother,” z=sv==z
Durward ; “and as pretty a man, before he left the b= =
Angus, 35 ever planted brogue on heather.”

“What is his name?” said the senior; *we wis
him out for you ; for it is not safe for you to g2 =
Castle, where you might be taken for a spy”

“Now, by my father's hand |” said the yoooz —2 ==
for a spy 1—By Heaven, he shall brook cold rec
me with such a charge [—But for my undes =
not who knows it—it is Lesly, Lesly—an bemas 2 ==t
name,”

“And so it is, I doubt not,” said te i = -=
there are three of the name in the Scottush G==

“My uncle's name is Ludovic Lesly,” sz == ==

“Of the three Leslies,” answered the mm—= =3 =
alled Ludavie.”

“They call my kinsman Ludotic v= = =
Quentin.— Our family names are so ===
bouse, that, where there is no bed = == == *
gvea loname”

A nomme de guerse, 1 supposs =2 = z==
s companion ; “and the ma= z

Gl Lt Balafrs, from that sprez

3 good soldier. I wish? ey ze

e
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interview with him, for he belongs to a set of gentlemen
whose duty is strict, and who do not often come out of
garrison, unless in the jmmediate attendance on the.King,fs
person.—And now, young man, answer me one question. I
will wager you are desirous to take service with your uncle
in the Scottish Guard. It is a great thing, if you propose
so; especially as you are very young, and some years’ ex-
perience is necessary for the high office which you aim at.”

“Perhaps 1 may have thought on some such thing,” said
Durward carelessly ; *“but if I did, the fancy is off”

“ How so, young man?” said the Frenchman, something
sternly—* Do you speak thus of a charge which the most
noble of your countrymen feel themselves emulous to be
admitted to?”

“1 wish them joy of it,” said Quentin composedly.—* To
speak plain, I should have liked the setvice of the French
King full well ; only, dress me as fine, and feed me as high
as you will, I love the open air better than being shut up in
a cage or a swallow’s nest yonder, as you call these same
grated pepper-boxes.  Besides,” he added, in a lower voice,
“to speak truth, I love not the Castle when the covin-tree *
bears such acorns as I see yonder.” :

“T guess what you mean,” said the Frenchman; “but
speak yet more plainly.” .

“To speak more phinly, then,” said the youth, “there
grows a fair cak some flightshot or so from yonder Castle—
and on that cak hangs & man i a grey jerkin, such as this
which I wear,”

"‘ Ay and indeed!” said the man of France—** Pasgues-
dien ! ce what it i to have youthful eyes] Why, I did see

* The large trze 1z front of & Seottis

It s difical % ¢ h castle was sometimes called so.
¢ 15 diflicule to trace the derivation 5 but ar that distancs from the castle,

e 1yt o . :
e Ialed recelve guesty of mak, x0d thithey Lo ponveyed thers on their

depastr=o,
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my geod chance has thiown us together; for I want a word
of seasonable advice, and can be thankful for it.”

While they spoke thus, the tower of ¢he church, and a tall
. wooden crucifix, rising above the trees, showed that' they

were at the entrance of the village. ‘

But Maitre Pierre, deflecting a little from the road, which
had now joined on open and public causeway, said to his
companion, that the inn to which he intended to introduce
him stood somewhat secluded, and received only the better
sort of travellers.

“If you mean those who travel with the better-flled
purses,” answered the Scot, “I am none of the number,
and will rather stand my chance of your flayers on the high-
way, than of your flayers in the hostelrie.” ‘

“ Lasques-dien!” said his guide, “how cautious your
countrymen of Scotland are!  An Englishman, now, throws
himself headlong into a tavern, eats and drinks of the best,
and never thinks of the reckoning till his belly is full. But
you forget, Master Quentin, since Quentin is your name, you
forget T owe you a breakfast for the wetting which my mistake
froc’x'xrcd you—It is the penance of my offence towards

ou.

“In tru.th,” said the light-hearted young man, “I had
forgot wetting, offence, and penance and all. I have walked
ny C_YOtth dry, or nearly so, but I will not refuse your offer
in kindness; for my dinner yesterday was a light one, and
;uppcr I had none. Vou scem an old and respectable

wrgess, and I see no reason why I should not accept your
couriesy,”

‘The Frenchman smiled
youth, while he was
difficulty to recon
5Tanger’s cost, a
pride by the

aside, for he saw plainly that the
L pr.obably half famished, had yot ‘some
cile himself to the thoughts of feeding at a
nd was endeavouring to subduc his inward
reflection, that, in such slight obligations, the
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Beaxlne.  So many good things might have created appetite
“under the 1ibs of death, What effect, then, must they have
produced upon & youngster of scarce twenty, who {for the
truth must be told) had eaten little for the two last days,
save the scucely npe fruit which chance afforded him an
of plucking, and a very mod portion of
I'mley bread? He threw humsell upon the ragout, and the
plate was presently vacent—he attacked the mighty pasty,
marched deep into the bowels of the land, and, seasoning
his enormous meal with an occasional cup of wine, retumed
to the charge again and again, to the astonishment of mine
host, and the amusement of Maitre Plerre,

The latter, indeed, probably becanse he found himself the
author of a kinder action than he bad thought of, scemed
delighted with the appetite of the young Scot ; and when, at
length, he observed that his exertions began to languish,
endeavoured to stimulate him to new eflorts, by ordering
confections, darivles, and any other Yight dainties he could
think of, to entice the youth to continue his meal While
thus engaged, Maitre Pierre’s countenance expressed a kind
of good-humour almost amounting to benevolence, which
appeared remote from its ordinary sharp, caustic, and severe
character. The aged almost always sympathise with the
enjoyments of youth, and with its exertions of every kind,

~ when the mind of the spectator restx on ms natural poise,
and is not disturbed by inward envy or idle emulation.

Quentin Durward also, while thus agreeably employed,
could do no otherwise than discover that the countenance
of his entertainer, which he had at first found 5o unpre-
possessing, mended when it was seen under the influence
of the Vin dr Beaulne, and there was kindness in the tone
with which he reproached Maitre Plerre, that he amused
bimsell with lavghing zt hiv appetite, without eating any-
thing himeelf,
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T am doing penance,” said Maitre Pierre, **and may not
¢at anything before noon, save some comfiture and a cup
of water.—Bid yonder lady.” he added, turning to the inn
keeper, “bring them hither to me.”

The innkeeper left the room, and Maitre Pierre procceded,
—5Well, have T kept faith with you concerning the break-
fast T promised you?”

«The best meal T have caten,” said the youth, “since I
left Glen-houlakin.”

«Glen—what 2” demanded Maitre Pierre 3 “are you going
to raise the devil, that you use such long-tailed words?”

“ Glen-hontakin,” answered Quentin good-humouredly,
tywhich is to say the Glen of the Midges, is the name of our
ancient patrimony, my good sit.  You have bought the right
to laugh at the sound, if you please.”

“1 have no: the least intention to offend,” said the old
man; “but T was about to say, since you like your present
meal so well, that the Scottish Archers of the guard cat as
good a one, or a better, every day.”

“Ne wonder,” said Durward, *for if they be shut up in
the seallomws’ sests all night, they must needs have a curious
appetite in the morning.”

' And plenty to gratify it upon,” said Maitre Pierre. “ They
need not, like the Durgundians, choose a bare back, that they
may have a full belly—they dress like counts, and feast like
abbots”

1t s well for them,” said Durward.

“ And wherefore will you not take szrvice here, young man ?
\'fmr uncle might, 1 dare =ay, have vou placed on the file
‘.Tir'cl\‘:}l'.‘_ij should 2 yaeancy occur. ;\.nd, hark in your car, I
nyceif have some littde interest, and might be of some yse 1o
you.  You can ride, T prosume, as well as draw the bow P

Yy, e e ooyl -
Our race are as geod harsemen as ever put a plated shoo

3 etirrun - o 0w Aot ;
< simup; and 1 know not but T might accept of

-

*
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your kind offer.  Yet, look you, food and raiment are need-
ful things, but, in my case, men think of honour, and ad-
vancement, and brave deeds of arms. Your King Louis—
God bless him, for he 15 a friend and ally of Scotland—but he
lies here in this castle, or only rides about from one fortified
town to another; and gains cities and provinces by politic
embassies, and not in fair fighting. Now, for me, I am of
the Douglases’ mind, who always kept the fields, because they
loved better to hear the lark sing than the mouse squeak.”

“Young man,” said Maitre Pierre, “ do not judge too rashly
of the actions of sovereigns. Louis seeks to spare the blood
of his subjects, and cares not for his own  He showed him-
self a man of courage at Montlhéry.”

Ay, but that was some dozen years ago or more,” an-
swered the youth —*1 should hke to follow a master that
would heep his honour as bright as his sheeld, and always
venture foremost n the very throng of the battle.”

“Why did you not tarry at Brussels, then, with the Duke
of Burgundy? He would put you in the way to have your
bones broken every day ; and, rather than fail, would do the
job for you himself—especially if he heard that you had
beaten his forester.”

“Very true,” said Quentin, “my unhappy chance has
shut that door against me.”

“Nay, there are plenty of dare-devils abroad, with whom
mad youngsters may find service,” said his adviser.  * What
think you, for example, of Willlam de la Marck?”

“What1” exclaimed Durward, “serve Hum with the Beard
—serve the wild Boar of Ardennes—a captain of pillagers
and murderers, who would take a man's life for the value of
his gaberdine, and who slays priests and pilgrims as 1f they
were so many lance-knights and men-atarms? It would be
a blot on my father’s scutcheon for ever.”

“Well, my young hot-blood,” replied Mait  1emre, “if
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you hoid the Sanglier too unscrupulous, wherefore not follow
the young Duke of Gueldres?”*

W Follow the foul fiend as soon,” said Quentin.  * Hark in
vour ear—he is 2 burden too heavy for earth to carry—hell
:gapcs for him! Men say that he keeps his own father
imprisoned, and that he has even struck him—Can you
believe 1t#”

Maitre Picrre scemed somewhat disconcerted with the
naive horror with which the young Scotsman spoke of filial
ingratitude, and he answered, “ You know not, young man,
hovw short a while the relations of blood subsist amongst those
of elevated rank ;” then changed the tone of feeling in which
he had begun to speak, and added gaily, * Besides, if the
Duke has beaten his father, I warrant you his father hath
beaten him of old, so it is but a clearing of scores.”

7 marvel to hear you speak thus,” said the Scot, colour-
ing with indignation; “grey hairs such as yours ought to
have fitter subjects for jesting., If the old Duke di< beat his
son in childhood, he beat him not enough ; for better he had
died under the rod, than have lived to make the Christian
world ashamed that such a monster had ever been baptized.”

“At this rate,” said Maitre Pierre, “as you weigh the
charcters of each prince and leader, I think you had better
become a capiun yourself ; for where will one so wise find a
chiefiain fit to command him?”

iy was Adolphue, son of Amold and of Catherine de Bourbon.
The preseny stery bas litle to do with him, though one of the most
areocises charcters of kis time. He made inst hi ;i
ot s o t ! ¢ war egainst his father; in
Lich ¢11if2 he mads the old man prisoner, and veed him with
" i tam . PR
the m~t ezl violents, procesd : is w=2id, even 1o the length of
:J:nﬂf_‘; }":: with Liy hand. Amold, in reszntment of this usage, disin-
3w I e Le e o o
Lorited Eh‘: esprizaiplad wretch, and s0ld to Charles of Buergundy what-
ererrihisbe had over the duchy of Gusldres and earidom of Zutphen.
Mary nf Turperde, Ganmlier of Charles tored thes ]
NG =305, retiored thess poseecsions to the
ranatzral Adsiphus, who was shis ia 1477,

Fool
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“You laugh at me, Maitre Pierre,” said the youth good-
humouredly, “and pethaps you are right ; but you have not
named 2 man who is a gallant leader, and keeps a brave
party up here, under whom a man might seek service well
enough.”

3 "I cannot guess whom you mean.”

“Why, he that hangs ke Mahomet’s coffin (a curse be
upon Mahomet |) between the two loadstones—he that no
man can call either French or Burgundian, but who knows
to hold the balance between them both, and makes both of
them fear and serve him, for as great princes as they be.”

“] cannot guess whom you mean,” sud Matre Prerre
thoughtfully,

“Why, whom should I mean but the noble Louis de
Luxembourg, Count of Saint Paul, the High Constable of
France? Yonder he makes his place good, with his gallant
little army, holding his head as high 2s either King Louis or
Duke Charles, and balancing between them, hike the boy
who stands on the midst of a plank, while two others are
swinging on the opposite ends.” *

“He is in danger of the worst fall of the three,” said
Maitre Pierre.  ** And hark ye, my young friend, you who hold
pillaging such a crime, do you know that your pelitic Count
of Saint Paul was the first who set the example of burnmng
the country during the time of war? and that before the shame-
ful devastation which he commutted, open towns and villages,
which made no resistance, were spared on all sides?”

st e, e -
“ .

ended by drawing npon humself the animosity of all the powerful neigh

Bours whom be had In their turn smused and decerved  He was delivered

5p by the Duke of Burgundy to the King of France, tried, and l;nsnl

&xecuted for troavsn, AD, 1475 -
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“Nay, faith,” said Durward, “if that be the case, I shall
begin to think no one of these great men is rnuc13 better th.an
another, and that a choice among them is but like choosing
a tree to be hung upor.  But this Count de Saint Paul, this
Constable, hath possessed himsclf by clean conveyance of
the town which takes its name from my honoured saint and
patron, Saint Quentin”* (here he crossed himsclf), “and
methinks, were I dwelling there, my holy patron would keep
some look-out for me—he has not so many named after him
as your more popular saints—and yet he must have forgotten
me, poor Quentin Durward, his spiritual god-son, since he
lets me go one day without food, and leaves me the next
moming to the harbourage of Saint Julian, and the chance
courtesy of a stranger, purchased by a ducking in the re-
nowned river Cher, or one of its tributaries.”

* Blaspheme not the saints, my young friend,” said Maitre
Pierre  “Saint Julian is the faithful patron of travellers 5 and,
peradventure, the blessed Saint Quentin hath done more and

etter for thee than thou art asare of.”

As he spok , the door opened, and a girl, rather above
than under fifteen years old, entered with 2 platter, covered
with damask, on whi_h was placed a small saucer of the dried
plums which have always added to the reputation of Tours,
and a cup of the curiously chased plate which the goldsmiths
of that city were anciently famous for executing with a deli-
cacy of workmanship that distinguished them from the other
cities of France, and even excelled the skill of the metropolis.
The form of the goblet was o elegant, that Durward thought
not of observing closely whether the material was of silver,
or, like what had been placed before himself, of a baser
meal, but so well bumished as to recamble the richer ore.

* It was by Ms pomocion of this town ef Salnt Ouertin that the
Ca-::':::b:e was ehie o exrry oo thase politieal intrirees, whish finally
ot B oo dewre
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But the v@z of Lu- young person by wham this service
w1s 3 Durward’s i fay more than
the petty minntiz of the duty whizh she performed.

He spredly made the dacovery, that 2 quantity of long
black tresses, which, in the maiden fachion of his own enuntry,
were pmadorned by z:x7 omnamest, except 2 single chaplet
Lv‘"y worea out of ny leaves, formed 2 vell zmu.f‘ 2

countenance, which, in its regular fentures, dark eyey, 2nd

p::ve exprestion, bled that of Melp s, though
there was 2 faint Zlow on the cherl, and zn inte 1uz"‘ff o
the Lps 2nd in toe eye, which made xz seem that gz).‘.] wzs
net Lr::gn toa 0 Ithough it might
rct be fts most habumal cx;"*"m" Quentin even thought
ke could dacem thar depressing cirumeanoes were the
case why 2 countemancs 2o yourng 2nd o lovely was
gzver than belongs to early br:m:y, znd 23 the omantic
imagimation of youh it epd in dawmng owrcusions from
gkt premises; he was pleased to infer, fm'-n what follews,
L:“.’L_:fz..c of this b-zzm.’.lr'mmvnpped in zileren
ard mystery.

“Haw neew, Jacrquelina!™ sud Manre Pierre, when the
ectered the 2partmant— Wherelore thu?  Did 1ot desire
teat Dame Peratte shonld g what 1 wared 2— Pazques
digu |15 ste, cr does she thik herslf, too good 10 serve
ma”

“My Hoowoman s 11l 22 e29n” 2nswered Jaequelne, ina
bomied yet 2 bumble tone; “il 22 e2ve, 2nd kerpn Ber
Camber?

“She keeps it alonr, § bigp 27 poplied Mactre Prarre, with
some exspiasis; % am roex routier, 2o roma of o Tpon
whom feipmed dsorlers pavs for apologes”

Jazrizelina tormed pale, 20d even tovrered 2t the 2oower of
Valze Parre; for i muet be owned, that Bis wionaod bk,

2l tmes bank, cazwle, 2od enplessing, had, when ke
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expressed anger o suspicion, :a efiect both sinister ana
alarming,

The mountain chivairy of Cuentin Durward wac instantly
awakencd, and he hastened to approack Jacqueling, and
relieve her of the burden she bore, and whick che passively
resigned to him, while, with a timid and anxions look, she
watched the countenance of the engry buargess. It was not
in nature to resist the piercing and pity-craving expression of
her looks, and Maitre Fierre proceeded, not merely with an
air of diminished displeasure, but with as much gentleness as
he counld assume in countenance and manner, * ¥ blame not
thee, Jacqueline, and thou art too yoong to be, what it s pity
to think thoua must be one day—a false and treacherous thing,
like the rest of thy giddy sex. No man ever lived to man’s
estate, but he had the opportunity to know you all*  Herc
is a Scottish cavalier will tell you the same.” .

Jacqueline Jooked for an instant on the young stranger, as
i to obey Maitre Pierre, but the glance, momentary as it
" was, appeared to Durward a pathetic appeal to him for
support and sympathy ; and with the promptitude dictated
by the feclings of youth, and the romantic veneration for
the female sex inspired by his education, he answered
hastily, “That he would throw down his gage to any
antagonist, of equal rank and equal age, who should pre-
sume o zay such a countenance, as that which he now
lonked upon, could be animated by other than the purest
and the truest mind.”

The young woman grew deadly pale, and cast en appre-
hensive glance upon Maitre Pierre, in whom the bravado of
the young gallant sc'cmcd only to excite laughter, more
ccomful than applausive.  Quentin, whose second thoughts

. - ey (4 33’8 Lo 3
Jtwas = pan of Locis's very unamiable eharacter, and not the best

fart ef i that Yo entertzined 2 grest contempt fo understandi
14 t the 2
e 0t Jenz for tha el xrazter, of thy fait g w andiog.
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generally corrected the first, though sometimes after they had
found utterance, blushed deeply at having uttered what might
be construed into an empty boast, in presence of an old man
of a peaceful profession ; and, as a sort of just and appro-
priate penance, resolved patiently to submit to the ridicule
which he had incurred. He offered the cyp and trencher
to Maitre Pierre with @ blush in his cheek, and a humiliation
of which end d to disguise itself under
an embarrassed smile.

“You are a foolish young man,” said Maitre Pierre, “and
know as little of women as of princes,—whose hearts,” he
said, crossing himsel{ devoutly, “God keeps in His right
hand.”

“And who keeps those of the women, then?” said
Quentin, resolved, if he could help it, not to be borne
down by the d superiority of this dinary old
man, whose lofty and careless manner possessed an influence
over him of which he felt ashamed,

“1 am afraid you must ask of them in another quarter,”
said Maitre Pierre composedly.

Quentin was again rebuffed, but not utterly disconcerted,
‘“Surely,” he said to himself, “I do not pay this same
burgess of Tours all the deference which I yield him, on
account of the miserable obligation of a breal though
it was a right good and substantial meal. Dogs and hawks
are attached by feeding only—man must have kindness, if
you would bind him with the cords of affection and obliga-
tion.  But he is an extraordinary person ; and that beautiful
emanation that is even now vamshing—surely a thing so
fair belongs not to this mean place, belongs not even to
the money-gathering merchant humself, though he seems to
exert authority over her, as doubtless he does over all whom
chance brings within his little arcle. It is wonderful what
ideas of consequence these Flemings and Frenchmen attach
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expressed anger o susplcies, 1 cfiezt both sinister and
alarming,

The mountain chivairy ¢f Guentin Durward was instantly
awakened, and he hostened to approach Jacqueling, and
relieve her of the barden che bore, and which £he passively
resigned to him, whils with » timid and anxions look, she
watched the countenance of the angry burgess. It vas not
in mature to resist the piereing and pity-craving expression of
her looks, and Maitre Fierre proceeded, not merely with an
air of diminished displeasure, but with 23 much gentleness as
he conld assume in countenance and mannet, “1 dlame not
thee, Jacqueline, and thou art too young to be, whot it is pity
to think thou must be one day—a false and treacherous thing,
like the rest of thy giddy sex No man ever lived to man’s
estate, but he had the opportunity to know you all.* Here
is a Scottish cavalier will tell you the same.”

Jacqueline looked for an instant on the young stranger, as
if 1o obey Maitre Pierre, but the glance, momentary as it
was, appeared to Durward a pathetic appeal to him for
" support and sympathy ; and with the promptitude dictated

by the feelings of youth, and the romantic veneration for

the female sex inspired by his education, he answered |
hastily, “That he would throw down his gage to any
antagenist, of equal rank and equal age, who should pre-
sume to say such a countenance, as that which he now
looked upon, could be animated by other than the purest
and the truest mind.”

The young woman grew deadly pale, and cast an appre-
hensive glance upon Maitre Pierre, in whom the bravado of
the young gallant zeemed only to excite laughter, more
scomful than applausive.  Quentin, whose second thoughts

* Itvas a pzrt of Losis's vory unamiabls ehamcter, end not the best

fatt ef it that he enternained a prest contempt for the undertanding,
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generally corrected the first, though sometimes after they had
found utterance, blushed deeply at having uttered what might
be construed into an empty boast, in presence of an old man
of a peaceful profession ; and, as a sort of just and appro-
priate penance, resolved patiently to submit to the ridicule
which he had incurred. He offered the cyp and trencher
to Maitre Pierre with a blush in Ius cheek, and 2 humiliation
of which end d to disgwse 1tsell under
an embarrassed smile,

“You ate a foolish young nmn,” said Maitre Pierre, “and
know as Ittle of women as of princes,—whose hearts,” he
said, crossing himself devoutly, “God keeps in His right
hand.”

“And who keeps those of the women, then?” said
Quentin, resolved, xf he could help it, not to be bome
down by the p ity of this dinary old
man, whose lofty and careless manner possessed an influence
over him of which he felt ashamed.

“I am afraid you must ask of them in another quarter,”
said Mastre Pierre composedly.

Quentin was again rebuffed, but not utterly disconcerted.
“Surely,” he said to himself, I do not pay this same
burgess of Tours all the deference which I yield him, on
account of the miserable obligation of a breakfast, though
it was 2 right good and substantial meal. Dogs and hawks
are attached by feeding only—man must have kindness, if
you would bind him with the cords of affection and obliga-
tion. But he is an extraordinary person ; and that beauttful
emanation that is even now vamshing—surely a thing so
fair belongs not to this mean place, belongs not even to
the money-gathering merchant himself, though he seems to
exert authority over her, as doubtless he does over all whom
chance btings within hus little circle. It is wonderful what
ideas of q these Flemings and Frenct attach
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to wealth—so much more than wealth deserves, that I
suppose this old merchant thinks the civility I pay to his
age is given to his money—TI, a Scottish gentleman of blood
and coat-armour, and he a mechanic of Tours1”

Such were the thoughts which hastily traversed the mind
of young Durward ; while Maitre Pierre said, with a smflc,
and at the same time patting Jacqueline’s head, from which
hung down her long tresses, *“This young man will serve
me, Jacqueline—thou mayst withdraw. I will tell thy negli-
gent kinswoman she does il fo expose thee to be gazed on
unnecessarily.”

“It was only to wait on you,” said the maiden. “I trust
you will not be displeased with my kinswoman, since—-""

% Pasques-dien ] " «aid the merchant, interrupting her, but
not harshly, “do you bandy words with me, you brat, or stay
you to gaze upon the youngster here?—Begone—he is noble,
and his services will suffice me.”

Jacqueline vanished ; and so much was Quentin Durward

*interested in her sudden disappearance, that it broke his
previous thread of reflection, and he complied mechanically,
when Maitre Pierre said, in the tone of one accustomed to
be obeyed, as he threw himself carelessly upon a large easy
chair, ¥ Place that tray beside me”

The merchant then let his dark eyebrows sink over his
keen eyus, <o that the last became searce visible, or but shot
forth occasionally a quick and vivid ray, like those of the
sun setting behind a dark cloud, through which its beams
are occasionally darted, but singly, and for an instant.

*That was a brautiful ereature,” said the old man at last,
wising his head, and looking steadily and firmly at Quentin,
when he gmt the question—*ia lovely girl to be the servant
of an aulercef—she might grace the board of an honest
burges 3 but "tis a vile education, a base origin.”

It sametimes happens that a chance shot will demolish a
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noble castle in the air, and the architect on such occasions
eatertains little good-will towards him who fires it, although
the damage on the offender’s part may be wholly unin-
tentional. Quentin was disconcerted, and was disposed to
be angry—he himself knew not why—with this old man, for
acquainting him that this beautiful creature was neither more
cnor less than what her occupation announced—the servant of
the auberge—an upper servant, indeed, and probably 2 niece
of the landlord, or such like ; but still 2 domestic, and obliged
to comply with the humour of the customers, and particularly
of Maitre Pierre, who probably had sufficiency of whims, and
was rich enough to ensure their bemng attended to.

The thought, the bingering thought, again retumned on him,
that he ought to make the old gentleman understand the
difference betwixt their conditions, and call on him to mark,
that, how nch soever he might be, s wealth put him on no
level with a Durward of Glen-houlakin, Yet, whenever he
looked on Maitre Pietre’s countenance with such a purpose,
there was, notwithstanding the downcast look, pmched
features, and mean and muserly dress, something which pre-
vented the young man from asserting the supenorty over
the merchant which he conceived himself to posscss. On
the contrary, the oftener and more fixedly Quentin looked at
him, the stronger became his curiosity to hnow who or what
this man actually was; and he set hin down mternally for
at least a Syndic or high magstrate of Tours, or one who
was, in some way or other, 1n the full habit of exacting and
receiving deference,

Meantime, the merchant seemed again sunk into a reverie,
from which he rused tumsell only to make the sign of the
cross devoutly, and to eat some of the dried fruit, with a
morsel of biscuit.  He then signed to Quentin to give him
the cup, adding, however, by way of question, as he presented
it—"You are noble, you say? "
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“Y sureiy am,” replied the Scot, “if fifteen’escents can’
make me so—So I told you before. But do not constrain
yourself on that account, Maitre Pien'e-.—I have always bi;n
taught it is the duty of the young to assist the more agt;d.

# An excellent maxim,” said the merchant, availing hlmse}f
of the youth’s assistance in handing the cup, and filling it
from a ewer which seemed of the same maferials with the
goblet, without any of those scruples in poipt of propriety
which, perhaps, Quentin had expected to excite. ‘

“The devil take the ease and famibiarity of this old me-
chanical burgher,” said Durward once more to himself; “he
"uses the attendance of 2 noble Scottish gentleman’ with as
little ceremony as I would that of a gillie from Glen-isla.”

The merchant, in the meanwhile, having finished his cup
of water, said to his companion, * From the zeal with which
you seemed to velish the Vin de Beaulne, 1 fancy yon would
not care much to pledge me in this elemental liquor. But I

*, have an elixir about me which can convert even the rock

water into the richest wines of France.”

As he spoke, he took & large purse from his bosom, made
of the fur of the sea-otter, and streamed & shower of small
silver pieces into the goblet, until the cup, which was but a
small one, was more than half full,

“You have reason to be more thankful, young man,” said
Maitre Pierre, “both to your patron Saint Quentin, and to
Saint Julian, than you seemed tobe but now. I would advise
you to bestow alms in their name. Remain in this hostelry
until you see your kinsman, Le Balafré, who will be relieved
from guard in the afternoon. I will cause him to be ac-
quainted that he may find you here, for I have business in
the Castle.”

Quentin Durward would have said something to have ex-
cused himself from accepting the profuse liberality of his new
friend ; but Maitre Pierre, bending his dark brows, and erect-
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ing his stooping figure into an attitude of more dignity than
he had yet seen him assume, said, in a tone of authority,
“No reply, young man, but do what you are commanded.”

With these words, he left the apartment, making a sign as
he departed, that Quentin must nat follow him.

. The young Scotsman stood astounded, and knew not
what to think of the matter. His first most natural, though
perhaps not most dignified impulse, drove him to peep into
the silver goblet, which assuredly was more than half full of
silver pieces, to the number of several scores, of which per-
haps Quentin had never called twenty his own at one time
during the course of his whole life, But could he reconcile
it to his dignity as o gentleman, to accept the maney of this
wealthy plebeian ?—This was 2 trying question; for, though
he bad secured a good breakfast, it was no great reserve
upon which to travel either back to Dijon, in case he chose
to hazard the wrath, and enter the service, of the Duke of
Burgundy, or to Saint Quentin, if he fixed on that of the
Constable Saint Paul; for to one of those powers, if not
to the King of France, he was determined to offer his

- services. He perhaps took the wisest resolution n the cit-
cumstances, in resolving to be guided by the advice of his
uncle; and, in the meantime, he put the money into his
velvet hawking-pouch, and called for the landlord of the
house, in order to restore the silver cup—resolving, at the
same time, to ask him some questions about this Iiberal and
authoritative merchant.

The man of the house appeared presently ; and, if not
mote communicative, was at least more loquacious, than he
had been formerly. He positively declined to take back the
silver cup. It was none of his, he said, but Maitre Pierre’s,
who had bestowed it on his guest. He had, indeed, four
silver Aanaps of his own, which had been left him by his
grandmother, of happy memory, but no more like theseay’

R
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ful carving of that in his guest’s hand, than a peach was
like a turnip,—that was one of the famous cups of Tours,
wrought by Martin Dominique, an artist who might brag all
Paris. ‘ :

# And, pray, who is this Maitre Plerre,” said Durward,
interrupting him, “who confers such valuable gifts on
strangers?”®

«Who i3 Maitre Pierre?” said the host, dropping the
words as slowly from his mouth as if he had been distilling
them,

“ Ay,? said Durward hastily and peremptorily, “who is this
Maitre Pierre, and why does he throw about his bounties
in this fashion? And who is the butcherly-looking fellow
whom he sent forward to order breakfast?”

“Why, fair sir, as to who Maitre Pierre is, you should
have asked the question of himself; and for the gentleman
who ordered breakfast to be made ready, may God keep us

", from his closer acquaintance ! ”

“There is something mysterious in all this,” said the
young Scot. “This Maitre Pierre tells me he is a mer-
chant.”

“And if he told you so,” said the innkeeper, “surely he 1s
a merchant.”

“What commodities does he deal in?®

*Oh, many a fair matter of traffic,” said the host; “and
especially he has set up silk manufactories here, which
match those rich bales that the Venetians bring from India
and Cathay. You might see the rows of mulberry-trees as
you came hither, all planted by Maitre Pierre’s commands,
to feed the silk-worms,”

“And that young person who brought in the confections,
who is she, my good friend ?” said the guest.

“ My lodger, sir, with her guardian, some sort of aunt or
kinswoman, as I think,” renlird the innkeeper,
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“And do you usually employ your guests in waiting on
each other?” said Durward; “for I observed that Maitre
Pierre would take nothing from your hand, or that of your
attendant.”

“Rich men may have their fandies, for they can pay for
them,” said the landlord; “this is not the first time that
Maitre Pierre has found the true way to make gentlefolks
serve at his beck.”

Thc young felt at the in-

ion ; but, disguising his he asked whether
he could be accommodated with an apartment at this place
for a day, and perhaps longer,

#“Certamnly,” the innkeeper replied; *“for whatever time
he was pleased to command it.”

#Could he be permitted,” he asked, “to pay his respects
to the ladies, whose fellow-lodger he was about to become?”

The innkeeper was uncertain. “They went not abroad,”
he said, “and received no one at home.”

“With the exception, I presume, of Maitre Pierre?” said
Durward.

“1 am not at liberty to name any exceptions,” answered
the man firmly, but respectfuily,

Quentin, who carned the notions of his own importance
pretty high, considering how destitute he was of means to
support them, being somewhat mortified by the innkeeper's
reply, did not hesitate to avail himself of a practice common
enough in that age  “Carry 1o the ladies,” he said, “a flask
of verndf, with my humble duty, and say, that Quentin
Durward, of the hause of Glen-houlakin, a Scottish cavaher
of honour, and now their fellow-lodger, ‘desires the per-
mission to dedicate his homage to them in a personal
interview.”

The messenger departed, and retumed, almost instantly,
with the thanks of the ladies, who declined the proffered

h Fanded
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refreshment, and, with their acknowledgments to the Scottish
cavalier, regretted that, residing there in privacy, they could
not receive his visit.'

Quentin bit his lip, took a cup of the rejected verud,
which the host had placed on the table. “By the mass, but
this is a strange country,” said he to himself, “where mer-
chants and mechanics exercise the manners and munificence
of nobles, and little travelling damsels, who hold their court
in a eadaret, keep their state like disguised princesses!” I
will sea that black-browed maiden again, or it will go hard,
however;” and having formed this prudent resolution, he
commanded to be conducted to the apartment which he was
to call his own. 4

The landlord presently ushered him up o turret staircase,
and from thence along a gallery, with many doors opening
from it, lika those of cells ina convent ; a resemblance which
our young hero, who recollected, with much ennui, an early

™. specimen of a monastic life, was far from admiring. The
host paused at the very end of the gallery, selected a key
from the large bunch which he carried at his girdle, opened
the door, and showed his guest the interior of a turret-
chamber, small indeed, but which, being clean and solitary,
and having the pallet bed, and the few articles of furniture,
in unusually good order, seemed, on the whole, a little
palace,

“1 hope you will find your dwelling agreeable he i
sir,” said the landlord—“1 am bound to pleasumrtv?;;
friend of Mnaitre Pierre.”

* O happy ducking 1” exclaimed Quentin Durward, cutting
a caper on the floor, 50 soon as his host had retired ; “ Never
came good luck in a better or a wetter form. T have been
fairly deluged by my good fortune.”

1_&5 he spoke thus, he stepped towards the little window,
which, as the turret projected considerably from the principal
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line of the building, not only commanded a very pretty
garden, of some extent, belonging to the inn, but overlooked,
beyond its boundary, a pleasant grave of those very mulberry-
trees, which Maitre Dierre was said to have planted for the
support of the silk-worm.  Besides, turning the eye from
these more remote objects, and looking straight along the
wall, the turret of Quentin was opposite to another turret,
and the little windaw at which he stood commanded a similar
little window, in & corresponding projection of the building.
Now, it would be difficult for & man twenty years older than
Quentin, to say why this locality interested him more than
either the pleasant garden or the grove of mulberry-trees;
for, alas! eyes which have been used for forty years and up-
wards, look with indifference on little turret-windows, though
the lattice be half apen to admit the air, while the shutter is
half closed to exclude the sun, or perhaps a too cunous eye
~—rnay, even though there hang on the one side of the case-
ment a lute, partly mantled by a light veil of sea-green silk.
But, at Durward’s happy age, such acidents, 85 a painter
would call them, form sufficient foundation for a hundred
airy visions and mysteri at recollection of
which the fullgrown man smiles while he sighs, and sighs
while he smiles.

As it may be supposed that our friend Quentin wished to
leamn a little more of his fair neighbour, the owner of the lute
and veil,—as it may be supposed he was at least interested
to know whether she might not prove the same whom he
had seen in humble attendance on Maitre Pierre, it must of
course be understood, that he did not produce a broad
staring visage and person in full front of his own casement.
Durward knew better the art of birdeatching ; and it was
to his keeping his person skilfully withdrawn on one sid¢
of his window, while he peeped through the lattice, ‘:j'

be owed the pleasure of seeing & white, roun, el
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arm, take down the instrument, and that h.is ears had
presently after their share in the reward of his dexterous
management. .

The maid of the little turret, of the veil and of the lute,
sung exactly such an air as we are accustomed to suppose
floved from the lips of the high-born dames of chivalry,
when knights and troubadours listened and languished.
The words had neither so much sense, wit, or fancy, as'to
withdraw the attention from the music, nor the music so much
of art, as to drown all feeling of the words. The one seemed
fitted to the other; and if the song had been recited without
the notes, or the air played without the words, neither would
have been worth noting. It is, therefore, scarcely fair to
put upon record lines intended not to be said or read, but
only to be sung. But such scraps of old poetry have always
had a sort of fascination for us; and as the tune is lost for
ever—unless Bishop happens to find the notes, or some lark
teaches Stephens to warble the air—we will risk our credit,
and the taste of the Lady of the Lute, by preserving the
verses, simple and even rude as they are,

*Ah ¢ County Guy, the hour is nigh,
The sun has left the lea,

The orange flower perfumes the bower,
The breeze is on the sca.

The lark, his lay who thril’'d all day,
Sits hush’d his partner nigh ;

Breeze, bird, and flower, confess the hour
But where is County Guy?

*The village maid steals through the shade
Her shepherd’s suit to hear ;

To beauty shy, by lattice Ligh,
Sings high-born Cavalicr.

The star of Love, all stars above,
Now reigns o’er earth and sky

And high and low the influence know—
But where is County Guy 2
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Whatever the reader may think of this simple ditty, it had
a powerful effect on Quentin, when married to heavenly airs,
and sung by a sweet and melling voice, the notes mingling
with the gentle breezes which wafted perfumes from the
garden, and the figure of the songstress being so partially
and obscurely visible as threw a veil of mysterious fasci-
nation over the whole.

At the close of the air, the Kstener could not help showing
himself more boldly than he had yet done, in a rash attempt
to see more than he had yet been able to discover. , The
music instantly ceased—the casement was closed, and a dark
curtain, dropped on the inside, put a stop to all farther
observation on the part of the neighbour in the next turret,

Durward was ified and surprised at the
of his precipitance, but comforted himself with the hope, that
the Lady of the Lute could neither easily forego the practice
of an instrument which seemed so familiar to her, nor cruelly
resolve to renounce the pleasures of fresh air and an open
window, for the churlish purpose of preserving for her own
exclusive ear the sweet sounds which she created There
came, perhaps, a little feeling of personal vanity to mngle
with these consolatory reflections. If, as he shrewdly sus-
pected, there was a beautiful dark-tressed damsel inhabitant
of the one turret, he could not but be conscious that a hand-
some, young, roving, brightlocked gallant, a cavalier of
fortune, was the tenant of the other; and romances, those
prudent instructors, had taught his youth, that if damsels
were shy, they were yet neither void of interest nor of
curiosity in their neighbours’ affairs.

Whilst Quentin was engaged 1n these sage reflections, a
sort of dant or chamberlain of the inn i d
that 2 cavalier destred to speak with lum below.
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arm, take down the instrument, and that h_is ears had
presently after their share in the reward of bis dexterous
management. :

The maid of the littie turret, of the veil and of the lute,
sung exactly such an air as we are accustomed to suppose
floved from the lips of the high-born dames of chivalry,
when knights and troubadours listened and languished.
The words had neither so much sense, wit, or fancy, as'to
withdraw the attention from the music, nor the music so much
of art, as to drown all feeling of the words. The one seemed
fitted to the other; and if the song had been recited without
the notes, or the air played without the words, neither would
have been worth noting. It is, therefore, scarcely fair to
put upon record lines intended not to be said or read, but
only to be sung. But such scraps of ald poetry have always
had a sort of fascination for us; and as the tune is lost for
ever—unless Bishop happens to find the notes, or some lark
teaches Stephens to warble the air—we will risk our credit,
and the taste of the Lady of the Lute, by preserving the
verses, simple and even rude as they are,

“Ah{ County Guy, the hour is nigh,
The sun has left the lea,

The orange flower perfumes the bower,
The breeze is on the sea,

The lark, bis lay who thrill'd all day,
Sits hush’d his partner nigh ;

Breeze, bird, and flower, confess the hour
But where is County Guy?

*The village maid steals through the shade
Her shepherd’s suit to hear ;

To beauty shy, by lattice Ligh,
Sings high-born Cavalier.

The star of Love, all stars above,
Now reigns o’er carth and sky ;

And high and low the influence know—e
But where is County Guy
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Whatever the reader may think of this simple ditty, it had
a powerful effect on Quentin, when married to heavenly airs,
and sung by a sweet and melting voice, the notes mingling
with the gentle breezes which wafted perfumes from the
garden, and the figure of the songstress being so partially
and obscurely visible as threw a veil of mystenous fasci-
nation over the whole.

At the close of the air, the listener could not help showing
himself more boldly than he had yet done, in a rash attempt
to see more than he had yet been able to discover. , The
music instantly ceased—the casement was closed, and a dark
curtain, dropped on the inside, put a stop to all farther
observation on the part of the neighbour in the next turret.

Durward was ified and surprised at the q
of his precipitance, but comforted himself with the hope, that
the Lady of the Lute could neither easily forego the practice
of an instrument which seemed so familiar to her, nor cruelly
resolve to renounce the pleasures of fresh air and an open
window, for the churlish purpose of preserving for her own
exclusive ear the sweet sounds which she created There
came, perhaps, 2 little feeling of personal vanity to mingle
with these consolatory reflections If, as he shrewdly sus-
pected, there was a beautiful dark-tressed damsel ihabitant
of the one turret, he could not but be conscious that a hand-
some, young, roving, bright-locked gallant, 2 cavaher of
fortune, was the tenant of the other; and romances, those
prudent instructors, had taught his youth, that if damsels
were shy, they were yet neither void of interest nor of
curiosity in their neighbours’ affairs,

Whilst Quentin was engaged in these sage reflections, 2
sort of attendant or chamberlain of the mn mformed him
that 2 cavalier desired to speak with hun below
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with the brethren of the joyous science—and my poor sister
is dead !—And your father, fair nephew, hath he married
again?” . .

And, ere the youth could reply, he read the answer in his
surprise at the question, and said, “What! no?—I would
have sworn that Allan Durward was no man to live without
a wife,: He loved to have his house in order—loved to look
on a pretty woman too; and was somewhat strict in life
withal—matrimony did all this for him. Now, I care little
about these comforts ; and I can look on a pretty woman
without thinking on the sacrament of wedlock—1I am scarce
holy enough for that.” '

“Alas| dear uncle, my mother was left a widow a year
since, when Glen-houlakin was harried by the Ogilvies.
My father, and my two uncles, and my two elder brothers,
and seven of my kinsmen, and the harper, and the tasker,
and some six more of our people, were killed in defending
the castle ; and there is not a burning hearth or a standing
stone in all Glen-houlakin.”

* Cross of Saint Andrew!” said Le Balafré; “that is what
I call an onslaught! Ay, these Ogilvies were ever but sorry
neighbours to Glen-houlakin—an evil chance it was; but
fate of war—fate of war.—When did this mishap befall, fair
nephew?” With that he took a deep draught of wine, and

. shook his head with much solemnity, when his kinsman
replied, that his family had been destroyed upon the festival
of Saint Jude last by-past.

“Look you there,” said the soldier; “I said it was all
chance—on that very day I and twenty of my comrades
carried the Castle of Roche-noir by storm, from Amaury
Bras-defer, a captain of free lances, whom you must
ha}'e heard of. I killed him on his own threshold, and
gained as much gold as made this fair chain, which was
once twice as long as it pow is—end that minds me to
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rend part of it on an holy errand.— Here, Andrew—
Andrew 1*

Andrew, his yeoman, entered, dressed like the Archer
himself in the general equipment, but without the armour
for the limbs,—that of the body more coarsely manufactured
—his cap without a plume, and his cassock made of serge,
or ordinary cloth, instead of rich velvet, Untwining his
gold chain from his neck, Balafré twisted off, with his firm
and strong-set teeth, about four inches from the one end of
it, and said to his attendant, *Here, Andrew, carry this to
my gossip, jolly Father Boniface, the monk of Saint Martin’s
—greet him well from me, by the same token that he could
not say God save ye when we last parted at midnight—Tell
my gossip that my brother and sister, and some others of my
house, are all dead and gone, and I pray him to say masses
for their souls as far as the value of these links will carry
him, and to do on trust what else may be necessary to free
them from Purgatory. And hark ye, as they were justliving
people, and free from all heresy, it may be that they are
well-nigh out of limbo already, so that a little matter may
have them free of the fetlocks; and in that case, look ye,
ye will say I desire to take out the balance of the gold in
curses upon a generation called the Ogilvies of Angus-shire,
in what way soever the Church may best comé at them
You understand all this, Andrew?”

The coutelier nodded.

“Then look that none of the links find their way to the
winchouse ere the monk touches them; for if 1t so chance,
thou shalt taste of saddlegirth and stirrup-leather, till thou
art as raw as Saint Bartholomew,—VYet hold, I see thy eye
has fized on the wine measure, and thou shalt not go without

ing ®

So saying, he filled him a brimful cup, which the couteher
off, and retired to do lus patron’s commission,
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« And now, fair nephew, iet us hear what was your own
fortune in this unhappy matter.” '

“ 1 fought it out among those who were older and stouter
than I was, till we were all brought down,” said Durward,
“and 1 received a cruel wound.” :

« Not a worse slash than I received ten years since myself,”
said Le Balafré.—* Look at this now, my fair nephew,” trac-
ing the dark crimson gash which was imprinted on his facé
- An Ogilvy’s sword never ploughed so deep a furrow.” <

“They ploughed deep enough,” answered Quentin sadly ;
“but they were tired at last, and my mother’s entreaties pro-
cured mercey for me, when I was found to retain some spark
of life ; but although a learned monk of Aberbrothick, who
chanced to be our guest at the fatal time, and narrowly
escaped being killed in the fray, was permitted to bind my
wounds, and finally to remove me to a place of safety, it was
only on promise, given both by my mother and him, that I
should become a monk.”

. “A monk!” exclaimed the uncle—*“Holy Saint Andrew!
" that is what never befell me. No one, from my childhood
upwards, ever so much as dreamed of making me a monk—
And yet I wonder when I think of it ; for you will allow that,
bating the reading and writing, which I could never learn, and
the psalmody, which I could never endure, and the dress,
which is that of a mad beggar—Our Lady forgive me I—[here
he crossed himself}—and their fasts, which do not suit my
appetite, I would have made every whit as good a monk as my
little gossip at Saint Martin’s yonder. But I know not why,
none ever proposed the station to me—~—Oh so, fair nephew,
you were to be a monk, then—and wherefore, I pray you?”
“That my father's house might be ended, either in the
cloister or in the tomb,” answered Quentin, with deep
fecling,

“Isee,” answered his uncle—“1 comprehend. Cunning
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rogues—very cunning !—They might have been cheated,
though ; for, look ye, fair nephew, I myself remember the
canon Robersart who had taken the vows, and afterwards
broke out of cloister, and became a captain of Free
Companions. He had a mistress, the prettiest wench I ever
saw, and three as beautiful children—There 15 no trusting
monks, farr nephew,—no trusting them—they may become
soldiers and fathers when you least expect it—but on with
your tale.”

“I have httle more to tell,” said Durward, “except that,
considering my poor mother to be 1n some degree a pledge
for me, I was induced 16 take upon me the dress of a povice,
and conformed to the cloister rules, and even leamed to
read and wnte.”

“To read and write!” exclaimed Le Balafré, who was
one of that sort of people who think all knowledge is mira-
culous which chances to exceed their own—* To write, say’st
thou, and to read! I cannot believe it—never Durward
could write his name that ever I heard of, nor Lesly either.
1 can answer for one of them—1I can no more write than
Teanfly. Now, m Smunt Lows’s name, how did they teach
ityou?”

“Tt was troublesome at first,” said Durward, “ but became
more easy by use; and I was weak with my woands and
loss of blood, and desirous to gratfy my preserver, Father
Peter, and 50 I was the more easily kept to my task. But
after several months’ languishing, my good kind mother died,
and as my health was now fully restored, I communicated
to my benefactor, who was also Sub-Prior of the Convent,
my xeluctznce to take the vows; and it was agreed between
us, since my vocation lay not to the cloister, that I should
be sent out into the world to seek my fortune, and that, to
save the Sub-Prior from the anger of the Ogilvies, my depar-
ture should have the appearance cf flight; and to colour it
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1 brought off the Abbot’s ha\vk with me, But I was regularly
dismissed, as will appear from the hand and seal of- the
Abbot himself.” .

“ That is right—that is well,” said his uncle. * Our King
cares little what other theft thou mayst have made, but hath
a horror at anything like a breach of the cloister. And, I
warrant thee, thou hadst no great treasure to bear thy
charges?” .

“QOnly a few pieces of silver,” said the youth “for to you;’
fair uncle, I must make a free confession.”

“ Alas | ” replied Le Balafré, ¢ that is bard. Now, though
T am never a hoarder of my pay, because it doth ill to bear
a charge about one in these perilous times, yet I always
have (and I would advise you to follow my example) some
odd gold chain, or bracelet, or carcanet, that serves for the
ornament of my person, and can at need spare a superfiuous
link or two, or it may be a superfluous stone for sale, that
can answer any immediate purpose.—But you may ask, fair

™, kinsman, how you are to come by such toys as this?”—(he -
"shook his chain with complacent triumph)—*They hang
not on every bush—they grow not in the fields like the
daffodils, with whose stalks children make knights’ collars,
What then?—you may get such where I got this, in the
service of the good King of France, where there is always
wealth to be found, if a man has but the heart to seek 1t,
at the risk of a little life or s0.”

“] understood,” said Quentin, evading a decision to whxch
he felt himself as yet scarcely competent, “that the Duke of
Burgundy keeps a more noble state than the King of France,
and that there is more honour to be won under his banners

~that good blows are struck there, and deeds of arms done ;
while the most Christian King, they say, gains his victories
by his ambassadors’ tongues,”

“You £peak like s foolish boy, feir nephew,” enswered he
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with the Scar; “and yet, I bethink me, when I came hither
1 was nearly as simple: I conld never think of a King but
what T supposed him either sitting under the high deas, and
feasting amid his high vassals and Pahdins, eating élane
manges, with 2 great gold crown upon his head, or else
charging at the head of his troops like Charlemagne in the
romaunts, or like Robert Bruce or William Wallace in our
own true histories, such as Barbour and the Minstrel Hark
in thine ear, man—it {3 all moonshine in the water. Policy
—policy does it all. Bat what is policy, you will say? It is
an art this French King of ours has found out, to fight with
other men's swords, and to wage his soldiers out of other
men's purses. Ah! it is the wisest Prince that ever put
puwple on his back—and yet he weareth not much of that
neither—1 see him often go plainer than I wonld think be-
fitted me to do.”

“But you meet not my exception, fair uncle,® answered
young Durward ; #I would serve, since serve I must in &
foreign land, somewhere where a brave deed, were it my hap
to do one, might work me & name.”

*I understand you, my fair nephew,” said the royal man-
atarms, “1 understand you passing well ; but you are unripe
in these matters. ‘The Duke of Burgundy is 2 hot-brained,
impetuous, pudding-headed, iron-ribbed dareall.  He charges
at the head of his nobles and native knights, his liegemen of
Artois and Hainault; think you, if you were there, or if T
were there myself, that we could be much farther forward
than the Duke and all his brave nobles of his own land? if
we were not up with them, we bad & chance to be turned on
the Provost-Marshal’s hands for being slow in making to; if
we were abreast of them, all would be called well, and we
might be thought to have deserved our pay ; and grant that I
was a spear’slength or so in the front, which is both difficult
and dangerous in such & mé&s where all do
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my lord duke says, in his Flemish tcrgae, when he sees a
good blow struck, ‘Hal guf geirqfe'ﬂl a good lance—-a
brave Scot—give him a florin to drink our bealth;’ but
neither rank, nor lands, nor treasures, come to the stranger
in such a service—all goes to the children of the soil.”

« And where should it go, in Heaven’s name, fair uncle?”
demanded young Durward.

“To him that protects the children of the soil,” said -
Balafré, drawing up his gigantic height. “Thus says King
Louis :—* My good French peasant—mine honest Jacques
Bonhomme—get you to your tools, your plough and your
harrow, your pruning-knife and your hoe—here is my gallant
Scot that will fight for you, and you shall only have the
trouble to pay him—And you, my most serene duke, my
illustrious count, and my most mighty marquis, €’en rein
up your fiery courage till it is wanted, for it is apt to start
out of the course, and to hurt its master; here are my
companies of ordonance—here are my French Guards— -
here are, above all, my Scottish Archers, and mine honest
Ludovic with the Scar, who will fight, as well or better than
you, with all that undisciplined wvalour, which, in your
fathers’ time, lost Cressy and Azincour” Now, see you not
in which of these states a cavalier of fortune holds the
highest rank, and must come to the highest honour?”

“I think I understand you, fair uncle,” answered the
nephew ; “but, in my mind, honour cannot be won where
there is no, risk.  Sure, this is—1I pray you pardon me—an
casy and almost slothful life, to mount guard round an elderly
man whom no one thinks of harming, to spend summer day
and winter night up in yonder battlements, and shut up all
the while in ivon cages, for fear you should desert your posts
—uncle, uncle, it is but the hawk upon his perch, who is
never carried out to the fieldst” :

“Now, by Saint Martin of Tours, the boy has sume spirit]
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a right touch of the Lesly iz him; H much like myself, though
always with a little more folly in it Hark ye, yauth—-
Long live the King of France l—scarce a day but there is
some commission in hand, by which some of his followers
may win both coin and credit. Think not that the bravest
and most dangerous deeds are done by daylight. I could
tell you of some, as scaling castles, making prisoners, and
the Iike, where one who shall be nameless hath run higher
1isk, and gained greater favour, than any desperado in the
train of desperate Charles of Burgundy, And if it please
his Majesty to remain behind, and in the background, while
such thigs are doing, he hath the more leisure of spint to
admire, and the more liberality of hand to reward the adven-
turers, whose dangers, perhaps, and whose feats of arms, he
ean better judge of than if he had personally shared them.
Oh, 'is a sagacious and most politic monarch 1”7

His nephew paused, and then said, in a low but impressive
tone of voice, * The good Father Peter used often to teach
me there might be much danger in deeds by which hittle
glory was acquired. I need not say to you, fair uncle, that I
do in course suppose that these secret commussions must
needs be honourable?”

“For whom or for what take you me, fair nephew ?" said
Balafi€ somewhat sternly ; I have not been trained, indeed,
in the cloister, neither can I write orread. But I am your
mother’s brother ; 1 am a loyal Lesly. Thmk you that T am
like to d to you y? The best
knight in France, Du Gueschn hnmself if he were alive
again, might be proud to number my deeds among his
achievements.”

“I cannot doubt your warmanty, fur uncle,” said the
youth; “you are the only adviser my mishap has left me.

,But is it true, as fame says, that this King keeps a meagre
Court hiero at hia Castls of Flessis? No repair of nobles ar
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courtiers, none of his grand feudatories in 2ttendance, none
of the high officers of the crowm; half-solitary sports, shared
only with the menials of his household ;. secret councils,
to which only low 2nd obscure men are invited ; rank and
nobility: depressed, and men raised from the lowest origin
to the kingly favour—all this seems unregulated, resembles
not the manners of his father, the noble Charles, who tore
from the fangs of the English lion this more than- half-
conquered kingdom of France.”

“You speak like a giddy child,” said Le Balafré; “and
even as a child, you harp over the same notes on a new
string. Look you: if the King employe Oliver Dain, his
barber, to do what Oliver can do better than any peer of
them all, is not the kingdom the gainer? If he bids his
stout Provost-Marshal, Tristan, arrest such or such a seditious
burgher, take off such or such a turbulent noble, the deed is
done and no more of it ; when, were the commission given
to a duke or peer of France, he might perchance send the
King back a defiance in exchange. If, again, the King
pleases to give to plain Ludovic le Balafré a commission
which he will execute, instead of employing the High Coni-
stable, who would perhaps betray it, doth it not show
wisdom? Above all, doth not a monarch of such condi-
tions best suit cavaliers of fortune, who must go where their
services are most highly prized, and most frequently in de-
mand?—No, no, child, I tell thee Louis knows how to
?hoose his confidents, and what to charge them with ; suit-
ing, as they say, the burden to each man’s back. He is not
like the King of Castile, who choked of thirst, because the
great butler was not beside to hand his cup.—But hark to
the bell of Saint Martin’s! I must hasten back to the
Castle.—Farefvell—-make much of yourself, and at eight to-
morrow moming present yourself before the drawbridge, and
ask the sentinel for we. Take heed you step not off the
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straight and beaten path in approaching the portal! There
are such traps and snap-haunches as may cost you 2 limb,
which you will sorely miss. You shall see the King, and
learn to judge him for yourseli—farewell”

So saying, Balafré hastily departed, forgetting in his hurry
to pay for the wine he had called for, a shortness of memory
incidental to persons of his description, and which his host,
overawed, perhaps, by the nodding bonnet and ponderous
twohanded sword, did not presume to use any efforts for
correcting.

It might have been expected that, when left alone,
Durward would have again betaken himself to his turret, in
order to watch for the repetition of those delicious sounds
which had soothed his morning reverie. But that was
2 chapter of romance, and his uncle’s conversation had
opened to him a page of the real history of Iife. It was
no pleasing one, and for the present the recollections
and reflections which it excited, were qualified to over-
power other thoughts, and especially all of a light and
soathing nature,

Quentin resorted to 2 solitary walk along the banks of the
rapid Cher, having previously inqured of his landlord
for ene which he might traverse without fear of disagree
able interruption from snares and pitfalls, and there en-
deavoured to compose his turmoiled and scattered thoughts,
and consider his future motions, upon which his meeting
with his uncle had thrown some dubiety.
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CHAPTER VI
TBE BOHEMIANS.

Sae rantingly, sae wantingly,
Sae dantingly gaed he,
He play’d a spring and danced a round
Beneath the gallows tree!
0ld Song.

TuE manner in which Quentin Durward had been educated,
was not of a kind to soften the heart, or perhaps to improve
the moral feeling. He, with the rest of his family, had been
trained to the chase as an amusement, and taught to con-
sider war as their only serious occupation, and that it was the
great duty of their lives stubbornly to endure, and fiercely to
retaliate, the attacks of their feudal enemies, by whom their
race had been at last almost annihilated. And yet there
mixed with these feuds a spirit of rude chivalry, and even
courtesy, which softened their rigour ; so that revenge, their
only justice, was still prosecuted with some regard to
humanity and generosity. The lessons of the worthy old .
monk, better attended to, perhaps, during a long illness and
adversity, than they might have been in health and success,
had given young Durward still farther insight into the duties
of humanity towards others ; and, considering the ignorance
of the period, the general prejudice entertained in favour of
a military life, and the manner in which he himself had been
bred, the youth was disposed to feel more accurately the
moral duties incumbent on his station than was usual at the
time, .

He reflected on his interview with his uncle with a sense
of embarrassment and disappointment. His hopes had been
high; for although intercourse by letters was out of the
qQuestion, yet a pilgrim, or an adventurous trafficker, or a



Quentin Durwayd. [

crippled soldier, sometimes bronght Lesly's name to Glen-
houtakin, and all united in praising his undaunted courage,
and his success in many pesty enterprises which his master
had entrusted to him.  Quentin's imagination had flted up
the sketch in his own way, and assimilated his successfal and
adventurons uncle (whose exploits probably lost nothing in
the telling) to some of the champions and kmghtserrant
of whom minstrels sang, and who won crowns and kings'
daughters, by dint of sword and lance. He was now com-
pelled to rank hus kinsman greatly lower in the scale of
chivalry ; but blinded by the high respect paid to parents,
and those who approach !hat character—moved by every wly
prejudice in his i d besides, and passmn-
ately attached to his mazher’s memory, he saw not, in the
only brother of that dear relation, the character he truly
held, which was that of an ordinary mercenary soldser,
neither much worse nor greatly better than many of the
rame profession, whose presence added to the distracted
state of France.

Without being wantonly cruel, Le Balafré was, from habst,
indifferent to human life and human suffering ; he was pro-
foundly ignorant, grecdy of booty, unscrupulows how he
acquired it, and profsse in expending it on the gratification
of his passions. The habit of attending exclusively to bis
own wants and interasts, bad converted him inte one of the
most selfish animals in the world; so that he was seldom
able, 25 the reader may have remarked, to proceed far in
any subject without considering how 1t applied to himself,
or, as it is called, making the case his own, though not
upon feelings connected with the golden rule, but such as
were very different, “To this must be added, that the marrow
round of his duties and his pleasures had gradually circum-
scribed his thoughts, hepes, and wishes, and guenched i m a
§reat measure the wild spirit of hopour ~~2 A--les
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tinction ir arms, by which his youth had been once zni-
mated. Balafré was, in short, a keen soldier, hardene.d,
selfish, and narrow-minded; active and bold in the dis-
charge of his duty, but acknowledging few objects bey?nd
it, except the formal observance of a careless dew?tlon,
relieved by an occasional debauch with brother Boniface,
his comrade and confessor. Had his genius been of a
more extended character he would probably have been
promoted to some important command, for the King, who
knew every soldier of his body-guard personally, reposed
much confidence in Balafré’s courage and fidelity ; and,
besides, the Scot had either wisdom or cunning enough
perfectly to understand, and ably to humour, the peculi-
arities of that sovereign. Still, however, his capacity .was
too much limited to admit of his rising to higher rank,
and though smiled on and favoured by Louis on many
occasions, Balafré continued a wmecre Life-guards-man, or
Scottish Archer.

Without seeing the full scope of his uncle’s character,
Quentin felt shocked at his indifference to the disastrous
extirpation of his brother-in-law’s whole family, and could
not help being surprised, moreover, that so near a relative
had not offered him the assistance of his purse, which, but
for the generosity of Maitre Pierre, he would have been
under the necessity of directly craving from him. He
wronged his uncle, however, in supposing that this want of
attention to his probable necessities was owing to avarice.
Not precisely needing money himself at that moment, it had
not occurred to Balafré that his nephew might be in exi-
gencies ; otherwise, he held a near kinsman so much a part
of himself, that he would have provided for the weal of the
living nephew, as he endeavoured to do for that of his
deceased sister and her husband.  But whatever was the
motive, the neglect was very unsatisfactory to young Durward,
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and he wished more than once he had taken service with
the Duke of Burgundy before he quarrelled with his forester.
“\Vhatever had then become of me,” he thought to himself,
“1 should always have been able to keep up my spirits with
the reflection, that I had, in case of the wosst, o stout back-
friend in this uncle of mine. But now I have seen him,
and, wae worth tum, there has been more help in a mere
mechanical stranger, than 1 have found in my own mothers
brother, my countryman and a cavalier! One would think
the slash, that has carved all comeliness ont of bis face, had
let at the same time every drop of gentle blood out of
his body.”

Durward now regretted he had not had an opportunity to
mention Maitre Pierre to Le Balafré, in the hope of obtain-
ing some farther account of that personage ; but his uncle's
questions had followed fast on each other, and the summans
of the great bell of Saint Martin of Tours had broken off
their conference rather suddenly. That old man, he thought
ta himself, was crabbed and dogged in appearance, sharp
and $comful in language, but generous and liberal in bis
actions; and such a stranger is worth 2 cold kinsman—
“What says our old Scottish proverb -—* Better kmnd fremit,
than fremit kindred’* I will find out that man, which,
methinks, should be no difficult task, since he is so wealthy
as mine host bespeaks him. He will give me good advice
for my governance, at least; and if he goes to strange
cotmtries, as many such do, I know not but his may be as
adventurous a service as that of those Guards of Louis.”

As Quentin framed this thought, a whisper from those

© Buser Hnd strangers than estranged hndred  The motto is en-
grsved an a dirk, belonping to a person who had but too much reason to
choose such @ device. It was left by bum to my father, and is convected
with x strange course of adventures, which may ooe day »= *~13 The
wmapon i pow lamy
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recesses of the heart in which lies much that the owner does
not know of, or will not acknowledge willingly, suggested
that, perchance, the lady of the turret, she of the veil and
lute, might share.that adventurous journey. :

As the Scottish youth made these reflections, he met two
gravelooking men, apparently citizens of Tours, whom,
doffing his cap with the reverence due from youth to age, he
respectfully asked to direct him to the house of Maitre
Pierre.

“The house of whom, my fair son?” said one of the
passengers.

“Of Maitre. Pierre, the great silk merchant, who planted
all the mulbetry trees in the park yonder,” said Durward.

“ Young, man,” said one of them who was nearest to him,
*you have taken up an idle trade a little too early.”

“And have chosen wrong subjects to practise your
fooleries upon,” said the farther one still more gruffly, “The
Syndic of Tours is not accustomed to be thus talked to by
strolling jesters from foreign parts.” |

Quentin was so much surprised by the causeless offence
~hich these two decent-looking persons had taken at a very
simple and civil question, that he forgot to be angry at the
rudeness of their reply, and stood staring after them as they
walked on with amended pace, often looking back at him, as
if they were desirous to get as soon as possible out of his
reach,

- He next met a party of vine-dressers, and addressed to
them the same question ; and, in reply, they demanded to
know whether he wanted Maitre Pierre, the schoolmaster? or
Maitre Pierre, the carpenter? or Maitre Pierre, the beadle?
or half-a-dozen of Maitre Pierres besides. When none of
these corr?spo?ded with the description of the person after
whom he inquired, the peasants accused him of jesting with
them impertinently, and threatened to fall upon him, ‘and
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peasants, motionless, with their eyes turned upwards, and
fixed, apparently, upon some object amor‘)gst the branches
of the tree next to them. The meditations of youth are
seldom so profound as not to yield to the slightest impulse
of curiosity, as easily as the lightest pebble, dropped casual.ly
from the hand, breaks the surface of a limpid pool. Quentin
‘hastened -his pace, and ran lightly up the rising ground,
time enough to witness the ghastly spectacle which attracted
the notice of these gazers—which was nothing less than the
body of a man, convulsed by the last agony, suspended on
one of the branches.

“Why do you not cut him down?” said the young Scot,
whose hand was as ready to assist affliction, as to maintain
his own honour when he deemed it assailed. .

One of the peasants, turning on him an eye from which
fear had banished all expression but its own, and a face as
pale as clay, pointed to a mark cut upon the bark of. the
tree, having the same rude resemblance to a fewr-de-lys
. which certain talismanic scratches, well known to our revenue
officers, bear to a ér0ad arrow. Neither understanding nor
heeding the import of this symbol, young Durward sprung
lightly as the ounce up into the tree, drew from his pouch
that most necessary implement.of a Highlander or woodsman,
the trusty skene d/u,* and, calling to those below to receive
the body on their hands, cut the rope asunder in less than a
minute after he had perceived the exigency. :

But his humanity was ill seconded by the bystanders.
So far from rendering Durward any assistance, they seemed
terrified at the audacity of his action, and took ta flight with
one consent, as if they feared their merely looking on might
have -been construed into accession to his daring deed.
~ * Black knife; a species of knife without a clasp

: or hinge, formerly
much used by the Highlanders, who seldom travelled withont such an
ugly weapom though it is now rarely us=d. L
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‘The body, unsupported from beneath, fell heavily to carth,
in such a manner, that Quentin, who presently afterwards
jumped down, had the mortification 10 see that the last
sparks of life were extinguished  He gave not up his chari-
table purpose, however, without farther efforts. He freed the
wretched man’s neck from the fatal noose, nndid the doublet,
threw water on the face, and practised the other ordinary
remedies resorted to for recalling suspended animation.

Whilst he was thus humanely engaged, & wild clamour of
tongues, speaking a languzge which he knew not, erose
around him; and he had scarcely time to observe that he
was surrounded by several men and women of a singular
and foreign appearance, when he found himself roughly
teized by both armms, while a naked knife, at the same
moment, was offered to his throat,

# Pale slave of Eblis1” said a man, in imperfect French,
“are you robbing him you have murdered P~But we have
you—and you shall abye it”

‘There were knives drawn on every side of him as these
words were spoken, and the gnm and distorted countenances
which glared on him, were like those of wolves rushing on
their prey.

Still the young Scot’s courage and presence of mind bore
himout. *4\Vhat mean ye, my masters?” he said, “if that
be your friend's body, T have just now cut him down, in pure
charity, and you will do better to try to recover his Lfe, than
to misuse an innocent stranger to whom he owes his chance

of escape.”
The women had by this time taken possession of the dead
body, and continued the pts to recover which

Durward had been making use of, though with the like bad
success; 5o that, desusting from their frmtless efforts, they
seemed to atanden themselves to all the Orieatal expressions
, of erief: the women making a viteous waitg, and tesring

“
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their long black hair, while the men seem_ed.to'rgnd their
garments, and ‘to sprinkle dust upon tht?lr heads: T_hey
gradually became so much engaged in their mourning rites,
that'they bestowed no longer any attention on Durw:f.rd, of
whose innocence they were probably satisfied from circum-
stances: It would certainly have been his wisest plan to
have left these wild people to their own courses, but he had
been bred in almost reckless contempt of danger, and felt all
the eagerness of youthful curiosity.

The singular assemblage, both male and female, wore tur-
bans and caps, more similar, in general appearance, to his
own bonnet, than to the hats commonly wom in France.
Several of the men had curled black beards, and the com-
plexion of all was nearly as dark as that of Africans, One
or two, who seemed their chiefs, had some tawdry orhaments
of silver about their necks and in their ears, and wore showy
scarfs of yellow, or scarlet, or light green ; but their legs and
arms were bare, and the whole troop seemed wretched and
- squalid in appearance. There were no weapons among them
that Durward saw, except the long knives with which they
had lately menaced him, and one short crooked sabre, or
Moorish sword, which was worn by an active-looking young
man, who often laid his hand upon the hilt, while he sur-
passed the rest of the party in his extravagant expressions of
grief, and seemed to mingle with them threats of vengeance.

The disordered and yelling group were so different in ap-
pearance from any beings whom Quentin had yet seen, that
he was on the point of concluding them to be a party of
Saracens, of those “heathen hounds,” who were the oppo-
nents of gentle knights and Christian monarchs, in all the .
romances which he had heard or read, and was about to
withdraw himself from a neighbourhood so perilous, when a
galloping of horse was heard, and the supposed Saracens,
who had raised by this time the body of tbeir comrade upon
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their shoulders, were at once charged by a party of French
soldiers.

This sudden apparition changed the d wailing of
the moumers into irregular shrieks of teror, The body
was thrown to the ground in an instant, and those who
were around it, showed the utmost and most dexterous
activity in escaping, under the bellies as it were of the
horses, from the point of the lances which were levelled
at them, with exclamations of “Down with the accursed
beathen thieves—take and kill—bind them like beasts—
spear them like wolves1”

These cries were panied with ponding acts
of vioclence; but such was the alertness of the fogitives,
the ground being rendered unt: ble to the b
by thickets and bushes, that only two were struck down
and made prisoners, one of whom was the young fellow
with the sword, who had previosly offered some
Quentin, whom fortune seemed at this period to have chosen
for the butt of her shafts, was at the mme time seized by
the soldiers, and his erms, in spite of his remonstrances,
bound down with a cord; those who apprebended him
showing a readi and despatch in the operation, which
proved them to be no novices in matters of police.

Looking anxiowsly to the leader of the horsemen, from
whom he hoped to obtzin liberty, Quentin knew not exactly
whether to be pleased or alarmed upon recognising in him
the down-looking and silent companion of Maiwe Pierre,
True, whatever ctitne these strangers might be accused of,
this officer might know, from the history of the morning,
that he, Durward, had no connection with them whatever;
but it was 2 more difficult question, whether this sullen man
would be either a favourable judge or a willing witness in his
behalf, and he felt doubtful whether he would mend his con-
dition by making ary direct application to him,




»8 Quentin Dusward.

Bat there was little. leisure for hesitation. - Trois-
Eschelles and Petit-André,” said the down-looking officer
to two of his band, “these same trees stand here quite
convenient. I will teach these misbelieving, . thieving
sorcerers, to interfere with the King’s justice, when it has
visited any.of their accursed race. Dismount, my children,
and do your office briskly.” - .o

Trois-Eschelles and Petit-André were in an instant ‘on
foot, and Quentin observed that they had each; at the
crupper and pommel of his saddle, a coil or, two of ropes,
which they hastily undid, and showed that, in fact, each
coil formed a halter, with the fatal noose adjusted, ready
for execution. The blood ran cold in Quentin’s veins,
when he saw three cords selected, and perceived that it
was proposed to put one around his own neck. He called .
on the officer loudly, reminded him of their meeting that
morning, claimed the right of a free-born Scotsman, in a
., friendly and allied country, and denied any knowledge of
“the persons along with whom he was seized, or of their

misdeeds. :

.. The officer whom Durward thus addressed, scarce deigned

to look at him while he was speaking, and took no notice

whatever of the claim he preferred to prior acquaintance.

He barely turned to one or two of the peasants who were

now come forward, either to volunteer their evidence against
the prisoners, or out of curiosity, and said gruffly, “ Was
yonder young fellow with the vagabonds?” . .

* “That he was, sir, and it please your noble Provostship,”
answered one .of the clowns; “he was the very first blas-
phemously to cut down the rascal whom his Majesty’s justice
most deservedly hung up, as we told your worship.”

“T'll swear by God, and Saint Martin of Tours, to have

seen him with their gang,” said another, “when they pillaged
our métairie.” .

]
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“Nay, but, father,” said & bay, “yonder heathen was
black, and this youth is fair; yonder one had short curled
halr, and this hath long fair Jocks*

“Ay, child,” said the peasant, “and’ pethaps you will say
yonder one had a green coat and this a grey jerkin,  But his
worship, the Provost, knows that they can change theit com.
plexions as easily s their ferkins, 5o that I am still minded
he was the same.”

7 *1t is encugh thot you have seen him intermeddle with
the course of the King’s justice, by attempting to recover tn
execated traitor,” eaid the officer.~*Trois-Escheiles and
Petit-André, despatch,”

#Stay, .signior officer!* exclaimed the youth, in moral
egony—*'henr me speak-——let me not die guillessly—my
bleod #ill be required of you by my countrymen in this
world, and by Heaven's fustice in that which is to follow.”

*1 will answer for my actiony in both,” e2id the Provost
edd}y,mdmade-ngnmth his left hand to the execns
tioners ; then, with a smila of triumphent malice, touched
with hn forefinger his right arm, which hung suspended ina
Jsearf, disabled p-ro!nb!y by the blow which Durward had
dalz lmn that morning,

ble, vindictive wretch {* d Quentin, per-
su:\dod by that action that private revenge wos the sole
motive of this man's rigour, and that no mercy whatever was
to be expected from him.

*The poor youth raves,” said the fonctionary ; “spesk &
word of comfort to him ere he make his transit, Trois-
Eschelles ; thow art & comfortable man in such cases, when
aconfessoris not to be had.  Give him one minute of ghastly
advice, and despatch matters in the next. I must proceed
on the rounds~——Soldiers, follow me 1*

*The Provost mdeon,fcﬂowedbybngmrd,ac:pnng
tro ¢ thros who were Wt to emist o the eaece”
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unhappy youth cast, after him an eye almost darkened: by
despair, and thought ‘he heard, in every tramp of his horse’s
retreating hoofs, the last slight chance of his safety vanish,
He looked around him in agony, and was surprised, even in
that moment, to see the stoical indifference of his fellow-
prisoners. They had previously testified every sign of fear,
and made every effort to escape; but now when secured,
and destined apparently to inevitable death, they awaited its
arrival with the utmost composure. The scene of fate before,
them, gave, peshaps, 2 more yellow tinge to their swarthy
cheeks ; but it neither agitated their features, nor quenched
the stubborn haughtiness of their eye. They seemed like
foxes, which, after all their wiles and artful attempts at escape
are exhausted, e with a silent and sullen fortitude, which
wolves and bears, the fiercer objects of the chase, do not
exhibit,

They were undaunted by the conduct of the fatal execu-
tioners, who went about their work with more deliberation
than their master had recommended, and which probably-
arose from their having acquired by habit a kind of pleasure
in the discharge of their horrid office. We pause an instant
to describe them, because, under a tyranny, whether despotic'
or popular, the character of the hangman becomes a subject
of grave importance. .

These functionaries were essentially different in their ap-
pearance and manners. Louis used to call them Democritus
and Heraclitus, and their master, the Provost, termed them,
Jean-gui-pleure, and Jean-guirit,

Tx:ois-Esc.helles was a tall, thin, ghastly man, with a peculiar
gravity of visage, and a large rosary round his neck, the use
of which he was accustomed piously to offer to those sufferers
oy b e o o e 5 Lt
human life; and, had it be:n r: ar toC b anq vanity of

regular to have enjoyed such.
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a plurality, he might have held the office of confessor to the
jaln dam with that of i Petit-André,
on the contrary, was a joyous-looking, round, active little
fellow, who rolled about in execution of his duty as if it were
the most diverting occupation in the world. He seemed to
bavea sort of fond affection for his victims, and always spoke
of them in kindly and affectionate terms. They were his
poor honest fellows, his pretty dears, his gossips, his good old
fathers, as their age or sex might be ; and as Trois-Eschelles
endeavoured to inspire them with a philosophical or religious
regard to futurity, Petit-André seldom failed to refresh them
with a jest or two, as if to induce them to pass from life as

hing that was Jud ptible, and not worthy
of serious eonsideration.

1 cannot tell why or wherefore it was, but these two excel-
lent persons, notwithstanding the vanety of their talents, and
the rare occurrence of such among persons of their profession,
were both more utterly detested than, perhaps, any creatures
of their kind, whether before or since; and the only doubt
of those who knew aught of them was, whether the grave
and pathetic Trois-Eschelles, or the frisky, comic, alert Petit-
André, was the object of the greatest fear or of the deepest
execration, It is certain they bore the palm 1n both part-
culars over every hangman in France, unless 1t were perhaps
their master, Tristan "'Hermite, the renowned Provos:-Marshal,
or ks master, Louis XL*

It must not be supposed that these reflections were of
Quentin Durward’s making. Life, death, time, and esar
* One of these two persons, T Jeamed from the Chremme do Jea=
Troyes, bat too late to avail myself of the mfbrmanee, mats wib

securacy bave been called PeutJean, than PectAcord Tin aas
scually the name of the son of Henry de Covss, mewer ermmsirer .

t-e High Court of Justice. The Constalle Syme Pzl wag exareed
Kim with sach Gexterity, that the head, whem sk o mrncs s gt
22 the raze tizme with the body. This was i £475 }
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were swimming before his eyes—a stunning ‘and .ovgrwhelm-
ing prospect, from which human nature recoiled in-its weak
ness, though human pride would fain have bone up. He
addressed himself to the God of his fathers; and when he
did so, the little rude and unroofed chapel, which now held
almost-all his race but himself, rushed on his recollection.
“ Qur feudal enemies gave my kindred graves in our own
land,” he thought, “but I must feed the ravens and kites of
a foreign Jand, like an excommunicated felon!” The tears
gushed involuntarily from his eyes. Trois-Eschelles,” touch-
ing one shoulder, gravely congratulated him on his heavenly
disposition for death, and pathetically exclaiming, Beati guf
in Domino moriuntur, remarked the soul was happy that ‘left
the body while the tear was in the eye. Petit-André, slap-
ping the other shoulder, called out, “Courage, my fair son |
since you must begin the dance, let the ball open gaily, for
all the rebecs are in tune,” twitching the halter at the same
time, to give point to his joke. As the youth turned his dis-
~ mayed looks, first on one and then on the other, they made
their meaning plainer by gently wrging him forward to the
fatal tree, and bidding him be of good courage, for it would
be over in a moment. .
- In this fatal predicament, the youth cast a distracted look
around him. “Is there any good Christian who hears me,”
he said, ¢ that will tell Ludovic Lesly of the Scottish. Guard,
called in this country Le Balafré, that his nephew is here
basely murdered 1”

The words were spoken in good time, for an Archer ‘of
the Scottish Guard, attracted by the preparations for the
execution, was standing by, with one or two other chance
passengers, to witness what was passing. ‘

“Take heed what you do,” he said to the executioners;
*if this young man be of Scottish birth, T will not permit
him to havs foul play.” : .
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“ Heaven forbid, Sir Cavalier,” said Trois-Eschelles ; “but
we must obey our orders,” drawing Durward forward by
one arm. ’

“The shortest play is ever the fairest,” said Petit-André,
pulling him onward by the other. !

But Quentin had heard words of comfort, and, exerting
his strength, he suddenly shock off both the finishers of the
law, and, with his arms still bound, ran to the Scottish
Archer, “Stand by me, countryman,” he s2id in his own
language, *for the love of Scotland and Saint Andrew! I
am innocent—I am your own native landsman, Stand by
e, a3 you shall answer at the last day 1"

“By Saint Andrew! they shall make at you through me,”
said the Atcher, and unsheathed his sword.

“Cut my bonds, countryman,” said Quentin, “and I will
do something for myselL.” !

This was done with a touck of the Archer's weapon ; and
the liberated captive, springi ddenly on one of the
Provost’s guard, wrested from him a haiberd with which he
was armed ; “ And now,” he said, “ come on, if you dare!”

The two officers whispered together.

*Ride thou after the P t-Marshal,”sald Trois-Eschell
“and T will detain them here, if I can.—Soldiers of the
Provost’s guard, stand to your arms.”

Petit-André mounted his horse and left the field, and the
cther Marshals-men in attendance drew together so hastily
at the command of Trois-Eschelles, that they suffered the
other two prisoners to make their escape during the confusion.
Perhaps they were not very anxious to detain them ; for they
l'fzd of late been sated with the blood of such wretches, and,
like other ferocious animals, were, through long slaughter,
become tired of camage. But the pretext was, that they
thought themselves immediately called upon to attend to the
safety of Trois-Eschelles; for there wes a jealousy, which
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occasionally led to open quarrels, betwixt the Scottish Archers
nd the Marshal-guards, who executed the orders of their
Provost. -

«We are strong enough to beat the proud Scots twice
over, if it be your pleasure,” said one of these soldiers to
Trois-Eschelles.

But that cautious official made a sign to him to remain
quiet, and addressed the Scottish Archer with great civility.
“Surely, sir, this is a great insult to the Provost-Marshal,
that you should presume to interfere with the course of the
King’s justice, duly and lawfully committed to his charge;
and it is no act of justice to me, who am in lawful possession
of my criminal. Neither is it a well-meant kindness to
the youth himself, seeing that filty opportunities of hang-
ing him may occur, without his being found in so happy
a state of preparation as he was before your ill-advised
interference.”

“If my young countryman,” said the Scot, smiling, “be
of opinion 1 have done him an injury, I will return him to
* your charge without a word more dispute.”

“No, nol—for the love of Heaven, no!” exclaimed
Quentin. “I would rather you swept my head off with
your long sword—it would better become my birth, than to
die by the hands of such a foul churl.”

“Hear how he revileth!” said the finisher of the law.
“Alas! how soon our best resolutions pass away }—he was
in a blessed frame for departure but now, and in two minutes
he has become a contemner of authorities.” :

“Tell me at once,” said the Archer, “what has this yo
man done?”

“ Interfered,” answered Trois-Eschelles, with some earnest-
ness, “to take down the dead body of a criminal, when the
fleur-de-lys was marked on the tree where he was hun
my own preper hand.”

ung

g with
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“How is this, young man?” said the Archer; “how
came you to have commtted such an offence?”

“As 1 desire your protection,” answered Durward, “ 1 will

" tell you the truth as if I were at confession. I sawa man

struggling on the tree, and I went to cut hum down out of
mere humanity. I thought neither of fleurdelys nor of
clovegillifower, and had no more idea of offending the King
of France than our Father the Pope.”

“What a murrain had you to do with the dead body,
then?” said the Archer.  “You'll see them hanging, in the
rear of this gentleman, like grapes on every tree, and you will
have enough to do 1n this country, 1f you go a-gleaning after
the hangman. However, T will not quit 2 countryman's
cause if T can help 1t.—Hark ye, Master Marshals-man, you
see this i3 entirely a mistake. You should have some com-
passion on £0 young & traveller. In our country at home he
has not been accustomed to see such active proceedings as
yours and your master’s.”

“Not for want of need of them, Signior Archer,” suid Petit-
André, who returned at this moment. “Stand fast, Tros-
Eschelles, for here comes the Provost-Marshal; we shall
presently see how he will relish having his work taken out of
his hand before it is finished.”

“And in good time,” said the Archer, “here come some of
my comrades.”

Accordingly, as the Provost Tnstan rode up with his patrot
on one side of the little hill which was the scene of the
altereation, four or five Scottish Archers came as hastily up
on the ather, and at their head the Balafré humself,

Upon this urgency, Lesly showed none of that indifference
towards his nephew of which Quentin had 1n his heart accused
him ; for he no sooner saw his comrade and Durward stand-
ing upon their defence, than he exclaimed, “ Cunmingbam, I
thank thee,- en—comtades, lend me your aid—1I¢ 15
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a young Scottish gentleman—my nephew—L1ndesay~—Guth~
rie—Tyrie, draw, and strike'in}”

. There was now every prospect of a desperate scufﬂe
bet\veen the parties, who were not so disproportioned ‘in
numbers, but that the better arms of the Scottish cavaliers
gave them an equal chance of victory. But the Provost-
Marshal, either doubting the issue of the conflict, or aware
that it would be disagreeable to the King, made a sign to his
followers to forbear from violence, while he demanded-of
Balafré, who now put himself forward as the head of the
other party, “What he, a cavalier of the King's Body-Guard
. purposed by opposing the execution of a criminal ?” ,

“Y deny that I do s0,” answered the Balafré, “Sa.mt
Martin! there is, I think, some difference between the execu-
tion of a criminal, and the slaughter of my own nephew?”

“Your nephew may be a criminal as well as another,
Signor,” said the Provost-Marshal; *and every stranger in
France is amenable to the laws of France,”

“Yes, but we have privileges, we Scottish Archers, said
Balafré ; “have we not, comrades?”

o6 Yes, yes,” they all exclaimed together. * Privileges—
privileges! Long live King Louis—long live the bold
Balafré—long live the Scottish Guard—and death to- all
who would infringe our privileges 1”

“Take reason with you, gentlemen cavaliers,” said the
Provost-Marshal ; * consider my commission.”

- “We will have no reason at your hand,” said Cunningham ;

“our own officers shall do us reason. We will be judged by
the King’s grace, or bY our own Captain, now that the Lord
High Constable is not in presence.”

“ And we will be hanged by none,” said Lmdesay “but
Sandie Wilson, the auld Marshals-man of our ain body.”

“It would be a positive cheating of Sardie, who is as
honest a man as ever tied noose upon hemp, did we give
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w1y to any other proceeding,” said the Balafré, *WereItobe
hanged myself, no other should tie tippet abaut my craig.”

“«But hear ye,” said the Provost-Marshal, “this young
fellow belongs not to you, and cannot share what you call
your privileges.”

“What we caff our privileges, all shall admit ta be such,”
said Cunningham,

“We will not hear them questioned1” was the universal
cry of the Archers.

“Ye are mad, my masters,” said Tristan UHermite—* No
one disputes your privileges; but this youth is not one of
you”

“He is my nephew,” said the Balafré, with a triumphant
awr.

“But no Archer of the Guard, I think,” retorted Tnstan
Viermite,

The Archers looked on each other in some uncertaln\y

“Stand o it yer,  whi d C 1
Balafré—*Say he is engaged with us. »

“Saint Mantin} you say well, fait countryman,” answered
Lesly; and, mising his voice, swore that he had that day
entolied his kinsman as one of his own retine.

‘This declaration was a decisive argument.

“Itis wel), gentlemen,” said the Provost Tnstan, who was
aware of the King’s nervous apprehension of disaffection
creeping in ameong his Guards—*You know, as you say,
your privileges, and it is not my duty to have brawls with the
Ring's Quards, if it is to be avoided. Bot I wil report
this matter for the King’s own decision; and I would have
79U 10 be aware, that, in dong so, 1 act more mndly than
perhaps my duty warrants me.”

So snymg. ‘e put his 1roop into motion, while the Archers,
temaining on the spot, held a hasty consultation what was
oext to be dene,
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rogations, he . gave_ him an exact account of the accident
- which had-that morning brought him into so much-danger.
Although. he himself. saw nothing inhis narrative save -what
was affecting, he found it was received with much laughter
by his escort.. . ' '

« And yet it is no good jest either,” said his uncle, ¢ for
what, in the devil's name, could lead the senseless boy to
meddle with the body of a cursed misbelieving Jewish
Moorish pagan?? .

. “Had he quarrelled with the Marshals-men about a pretty
wencix, as Michael of Moffat did, there had been more sense
in it,” said Cunningham,

¢« But 1 think it touches our honour, that Tristan and his
people pretend to confound our Scottish bonnets with. these
pilfering vagabond’s focgues and furbands, as they call them,”
said Lindesay—" If they have not eyes to see the difference,
they must be taught by rule of hand. But it’s my belief,
Tristan but pretends to mistake, that he may snap up-the

“kindly Scots that come over to see their kinsfolks.”

“May I ask, kinsman,” said Quentin, *what sort of people
these are of whom you speak?”

“In troth you may ask,” said his uncle, “but I know not,
fair nephew, who is able to answer you. Not I, I am-sure,
although I know, it may be, as- much as other people; but
they have appeared in this land within a year or two, just
as a flight of locusts might do.” ¥

‘“Ay,” said Lindesay, “and Jacques Bonhomme (that is
our name for the peasant, young man,—you will learn our
way -of talk in time),—honest Jacques, I say, cares little
what wind either brings them or the locusts, so he but
knows any gale that would carry them away again.”

:‘ Do they do so much evil ? 7 asked the young man.

* Evil P~~why, boy, they are heathens, or Jews, or Mahom-

* See Ncte' L, on the Gipties o7 Boheriary,
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medans at the least, and neithet worship Qur Lady nor the
Saints —(crossing himself}— “and steal what they can lay
‘hands on, and sing, and tell fortunes,” added Cunningham.

% And they say there are some goodly wenches amovgst
these women,” s2id Guthrie; “but Cunningham knows that
best®

*How, brother1” said Cunningham ; “1 trust ye meantme
o reproach ?”

“1 am sure 1 said ye none,” answered Guthrie.

“1 will be judged by the company,” sud Cunningham.—
“Ye said as much as that I, a Scottish gentleman, and living
within pale of Holy Church, had a fair friend among these
offscourings of Heathenesse.”

“Nay, nay,” said Balafré, “he did but jest—We will have
no quarrels among comrades.”

“We must have no such jesting then,” said Cunningham,
murmuring as if he had been speaking to his own beard.

“Be thete such vagabonds in other lands than France?”
said Lindesay,

“Ay, in good sooth, are there—tribes of them have ap-
peared in Germany, and in Spain, and in England,” answered
Talafré. By the blessing of good Saint Andrew, Scotland 15
free of them yet.”

“Seotand,” said Cunningham, “is too cold & counyry for
Tocusts, and too poor a country for thieves.?

“Or perhaps John Highlander will suffer no thieves to
thrive there but his own,” said Guthrie,

“1 Tet you all know," said Balafré, “that T come from
the Braes of Angus, and have gentle Highland kin in Glen-
Tsls, and T will not have the Highlunders slandered

“You will not deny that they are cattle-lifeers p” said
Guthrie.

“To drive a spreagh, or so, is no thi i :
“and that I will maintain when and bowe;::ylaix S B,
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“For shame, comrade,” said Cunningham, who quarrels
now ?—the young man should not sec such mad miscon-
struction.—Come, here we are at the Chateau. I will bestow
a runlet of wine to have a rouse in friendship, and drink to
Scotland, Highland and Lowland both, if you will meet me
at dinner at my quarters.”

i* Agreed—agreed,” said Balafré; “and I will bestow an-
other, to wash away unkindness, and to drink a health to
my nephew on his first entrance to our corps.”

At their approach, the wicket was opencd, and the draw-
bridge fell. One by one they entered; but when Quentin
appeared, the sentinels crossed their pikes, and commanded
him to stand, while bows were bent, and harquebusses aimed
at him from the walls—a rigour of vigilance used, notwith-
standing that the young stranger came in company of a party
of the garrison, nay, of the very body which furnished the
sventinels who were then upon duty.

Le Balafré, who had remained by his nephew’s side on
purpose, gave the necessary explanations, and, after some
considerable hesitation and delay, the youth was conveyed
under a strong guard to the Lord Crawford’s apartment.

This Scottish nobleman was one of the last relics of the
gallant band of Scottish Tords and kunights who had so long
and so truly served Charles VI in those bloody wars which
decided the independence of the French crown, and the ex-
pulsionof the English. He had fought, when a boy, abreast
with Douglas and with Buchan, had ridden beneath the
banner of the Maid of Arc, and was perhaps one of the last
of those associates of Scottish chivalry who had so willingly
drawn their swords for the fleur-de-lys, against their “auld
cnemies of England.” Changes which had taken place in the
Scottish kingdom, and perhaps his having become habituated
to French climate and manners, had induced the old baron

to resign all thoughts of returning to his native country, the
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rather that the high office which he held in the household of
Louis, and his own rank and Joyal character, had gained a
considerable ascendency over the King, who, though in gene-
ral no ready believer in human virtue or honour, trusted
and confided in those of the Lord Crawford, and allowed
bim the greater influence, because he was never known to
interfere excepting in matters which concerned his charge.

Balafré and Cunningham followed Durward.and the guard
10 the apartments of their officer, by whose dignified appear-
ance, as well as with the respect paid to him by these proud
soldiers, who seemed to respect no one else, the young man
was much and strongly impressed.

lord Crawford was tall, and through advanced age bad
become gaunt and thin; yet retaining in his sinews the
strength, at least, if not the elasticity, of youth, he was able
to endure the weight of his armour dunng a march as well
as the youngest man who rode in his band. He was hard-
fvoured, with a scarred and Wweatherbeaten countenance,
and an eye that had looked upon death as his playfellow
in thirty pitched battles, but which nevertheless expressed a
<lm contempt of danger, rather than the ferocions courage
of a mercenary soldier.  His tall erect figure was at present
wrapped ina loose chamber-gown, secured around him by his
buff belt, in which was suspended his nchly-hilted poniard.
He had round his neck the collar and badge of the Order
of Saint Michael. He sat upon a couch covered with deer’s
h.idt, and with spectacles on his nose (then a recent inven-
tion), was labouring to read 3 huge manuscript ealled the
lYm.er de Is Guerre, a code of military and civil policy which
Lovis had compiled for the benefit of his son the Dauphin,
nd upon which be was desirous to have the opinion of
the experienced Scottish warrior.

Lord Crawford Laid his book somewhat peevishly aside

{
t
)
’; upon the entrance of these unexpected visitors, and da
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manded, in his ‘broad national dialect, -* What, in the foul
fiend’s name, they lacked now?” . L
Le Balafré, with -more respect than.perhaps he would
have shown to.Louis himself, stated at full length -the -cir-
cumstances in which. his nephew was placed, and humbly
requested his Lordship’s protection. Lord Crawford listened
very attentively. He could not but smile at the-simplicity
with which the youth had interfered in behalf of the hanged
criminal, but he shook his head at the account which he
received of the ruffle betwixt the Scottish Archers-and the
Provost-Marshal’s guard.* -
“ How often,” he said, *“ will you bring me such ill-winded
pims to ravel out? How often must I tell you, and especially
both you, Ludovic Lesly, and you, Archie Cunningham, that
the foreign soldier should bear himself modestly and de-
corously towards the people of the country, if you would not
have the whole dogs of the town at your heels? However,
if you must have a bargain,} I would rather it were with that
loon of a Provost than any one else ; and I blame you less

- for this onslaught than for other frays that you have made,

Ludovic, for it was but natural and kindlike to help your
young kinsman. This simple baim must come to no skaith
neither; so give me the roll of the company yonder down
from the shelf, and we will even add his name to the troop,
that he may enjoy the privileges.”

‘“May it please your Lordship——" said Durward.

* Such disputes between the Scots Guards
authorities of the ordinary military corps,
Scotsmen had been concerned in robbing John Pensart, a fishmonger,
of a Iarge sum of money. They were accordingly apprehended by Philip
du Four, Provost, with some of his followers. But ere they could lodge
::1:1 (;(f c:lhg,tmllzdcll\liorﬁn;cr, in the prison of the Chastellet, they were

tac w0 Archers of the King’s Scottish ; ¢
et e ek g’s Scottish Guard, who rescued the

que de Jean de Troyes, at tho sai
+ A quarrel; vidsticet. yes, 0 said year, 1474

» and the other constituted
often occurred. In 1474, two
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#13 the lad crazed 1™ exclaimed his uncre—* Would you
speak to his Lordship, without a question asked 2"

“Patience, Ludovic,” said Lord Crawford, “and let us
hear what the baim has to sap.”

“ Only this, if it may please your Lordship,” replied Quentin,
“that Y told my uncle formerly I had some doubts about
entering this service. T have now to say that they are entirely
removed, since I have seen the noble and experienced com-
mander under whom I am to serve ; for there is authority in
your Jook®

“Weel said, my baim,” said the old Lord, not insensible to
the compliment ; “we have had scme experience, had God
sentus grace to improve by it, both in service and in com-
mand. ‘There you stand, Quentin, in our honourable corps
of Scottish Body-Guards, as esquire to your uncle, and
serving under his lance. I trust you will do well, for you
should be 2 right man-at-arms, if all be good that is upcome,*
and you are come of & gentle kindred.—Ludovic, you will see
that your kinsmar follow his exercise diligently, ior we will
have spears breaking one of these days.”

“By my hilts, and I am glad of it, my Lord—this peace
takes cowards of us all I myself feel 2 sort of decay of

spirit, closed up in this cursed dungeon of a Castle.”

“Well, a hird whistled in my ear,” continued Lord Craw-
ford, “that the old banner will be soon dancing in the field
20in®

“I will dink a cup the deeper this evening to that very
tune,® said Ralafré,

“Thou wilt drink to any tune,” said Lord Crawford ; *and
1 fear me, Ludovic, you will drink a bitter browst of your
own brewing one day”

Lesly, 2 linle abashed, replied, “that it had not been
his wont for many a day; but his Lordship knew the use

* Thatls, if your counga cotrespeeds with your personal appearance.
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of the company, to have a carouse to the health of a nev
comrade.” . . o
“Trye,” said the old leader, “I had forgot the.occasion
I will send a few stoups of wine to assist your carouse; bu
let it be over by sunset. And, hark ye—let the soldiers fo
duty be carefully pricked off ; and see that none of them b
more or less partakers of your debauch.”
¢Your Lordship shall be lawfully obeyed,” said Ludovic
“and your health duly remembered.”
“ Perhaps,” said Lord Crawford, “I may look in mysel
upon your mirth—just to see that all is carried decently.”
“Your Lordship shall be most dearly welcome,” sai
Ludovic; and the whole party retreated in high spirits t
prepare for their military banquet, to which Lesly invite
about 2 score of his comrades, who were pretty much in th
habit of making their mess together.
A soldier’s festival is generally a very extempore affal
providing there is enough of meat and drink to be had
~, but on the present occasion, Ludovic bustled about to pre
* cure some better wine than ordinary ; observing, that “th
old Lord was the surest gear in their aught, and that, whil
he preached sobriety to them, he himself, after drinking ¢
the royal table as much wine as he could honestly com
by, never omitted any creditable opportunity to £l up th
evening over the wine-pot ; so you must prepare, comrades,
he said, “to hear the old histories of the battles of Vernc
and Beaugé” * .
The Gothic apartment in which they generally met wa
therefore, hastily put into the best order ; their grooms wel

* In both these battles, the Scottish auxiliaries of France, und
S‘tc\m_rt, Ea.rl of' Buchan, were distinguished. At Beaugé they we
victorious, killing the Duke of Clarence, Henry V.’s brother,

catting off his army. At Vernoil they were defeated,- and mear
extirpated.
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despatched to collect green rushes to spread upon the floor ;
and banners, under which the Scottish Guard had marched
to battle, or which they had taken from the enemies’ ranks,
were displayed, by way of tapestry, over the table, and
around the walls of the chamber.

The next point was, to invest the young recruit as hastily
&3 possible with the dress and appropriate arms of the Guard,
that he might appear in every respect the sharer of its im-
portant privileges, in virtue of which, and by the support of
his countrymen, he might freely brave the power and the
displeasure of the Provost-Marshal—although the one was
¥nown to be as formidable, as the other was unrelenting.

The banquet was joyous in the highest degree; and the
fruests gave vent to the whole current of their national par-
tiality on receiving into their ranks a recruit from their
beloved fatherland.,  Old Scottish songs were sung, old tales
of Scottish heroes told—the achievements of their fathers,
nd the scenes in which they were wrought, were recalled
%o mind: and, for a time, the nch plans of Tourame
scemed converted into the mountainous and sterile regions
of Caledonia

When their enthusiasm was at high flood, and each was
endeavouring to say something to enhance the dear remem-
brance of Scotland, it received a new impulse from the
ardival of Lord Crawford, who, as Le Balafré had well pro-
phesied, sat as it were on thoms at the royal board, until an
°_P[’°l’!unily occurred of making his escape to the revelry of
his omn countrymen. A chair of state had been reserved
:';w him at the uppet end of the table; for, according to
nl“fl\::;r:et: of the age, and the constitution of that body,

though their leader and commander under the King and
High Constable, the members of the corps (as we should
J“"‘.' say, lh; privates), being all ranked as noble by birth,
their Capuin tat with them at the same table without 1y,
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propriety, and might mingle when he chose in their festivity,
without derogation from his dignity as commander.

At present, however, Lord Crawford declined occupying
the seat prepared for him, and bidding them “hold them-
selves merry,” stood looking on the revel with a countenance
which seemed greatly to enjoy it.

“Let him alone,” whispered Cunningham to Lindesay,
as the latter offered the wine to their noble Captain, *let
him alone—hurry no man’s cattle—let him take it of his own
accord.” :

In fact, the old Lord, who at first smiled, shook his hea
and placed the untasted wine-cup before him, began presently,
as if it were in absence of mind, to sip a little of the con-
tents, and in doing so, fortunately recollected that it would
be ill luck did he not drink a draught to the health of the
galiant lad who had joined them this day. The pledge was
filled, and answered, as may be well supposed, with many a
joyous shout, when the old leader proceeded to acquaint
them that he had possessed Master Oliver with an account
of what bad passed that day : ¢ And as,” he said, “the scraper
of chins hath no great love for the stretcher of throats, he
has joined me in obtaining from the King an order, com-
manding the Provost to suspend all proceedings, under what-
ever pretence, against Quentin Durward ; and to respect, on
all occasions, the privileges of the Scottish Guard.” ‘

Another shout broke forth, the cups were again filled till
the wine sparkled on {the brim, and there was an acclaim to
the health of the noble Lord Crawford, the brave conservator
of the privileges and rights of his countrymen. The good
old Lord could not but in courtesy do reason to this pledge
also, and gliding into the ready chair, as it were, without
reflecting what he was doing, he caused Quentin to come
up beside him, and assailed him with many more questions
conceming the state of Scotland, and the great families there,
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{han he was well able to answer; while ever and anon, in
the course of his queries, the good Lord kissed the wine-
cup by way of parenthesis, remarking, that sociality became
Scottish gentlemen, but that young men, like Quentin, ought
to practise it cautiously, lest 1t might degencrate mnto excess
upen which occasion he uttered many excellent things, until
Tus own tongue, although employed in the praises of temper-
ance, began to articulate something thicker than usual, Tt
was now that, while the military ardour of the company
sugmented with each flagon which they emptied, Cunmngham
called on them to drink the speedy holsting of the Oriflamme
(the royal banner of France).

 And a breeze of Burgundy to fan it!” echoed Lindesay.

“With all the soul that 1s left in this wom body do 1
sccept the pledge, bairns,” echoed Lord Crawford; “and as
old s I am, I trust I may see it futter yet. Hark ye, my
mates ” (for wine had made him something commumcative),
‘'ye are all true servants to the French crawn, and where-
fore should ye not know there is an envoy come from Duke
Charles of Burgundy, with a message of an angry favour.”

“T saw the Count of Crévecoeur’s equipage, horses and
retinue,” s1id another of the guests, “down at the inn yon-
der, at the Mulberry Grove. They say the King will not
admit him into the Castle."

“Now, Heaven send fum an ungracious answer}” said
Guthrie ; “but what is it he complams of 7"

“A world of grievances upon the frontier,” said Lord
C'mwford; ‘““and latterly, that the King hath received under
his protection 2 lady of his land, a young Countess, who
hath fed from Dyjon, because, being a ward of the Duke, he
would have her marry his favourite, Campo-basso”

!And hath she actually come hither alone, my Lord?”
1aid Lindeny.

*Nay, not altogether alone, but wmith the old Countess,
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her kinswoman, who hath yielded to her -cousin’s wishes in
this matter.” . ‘

“ And will the King,” said Cunningham, “he being the
Duke’s feudal sovereign, interfere between the Duke and his
ward, over whom Charles hath the same right, which, were
_he himsclf dead, the King would have over the heiress of
Burgundy ?”

“The King will be ruled as he is wont, by rules of policy ;
and you know,” continued Crawford, “that he hath not
publicly received these ladies, nor placed them under the
protection of his daughters, the Lady of Beaujeau, or the
Princess Joan, so, doubtless, he will be guided by circum-
stances. He is our master—but it is no treason to say, he
will chase with the hounds, and run with the hare, with any
Prince in Christendom.”

“But the Duke of Burgundy understands no such doub-
ling,” said Cunningham.

#No,” answered the old Lord; *“and, therefore, it is
likely to make work between them.”

“Well—Saint Andrew further the fray!” said Le Balafré.
“T had it foretold me ten, ay, twenty years since, that I was
to make the fortune of my house by marriage. Who knows
what may happen, if once we come to fight for honour and
Iadies’ love, as they do in the old romaunts? ”

“Tkox mame ladies’ love, with such a trench in thy
visage 1 ” said Guthrie.

**As well not love at all, as love 2 Bohemian woman of
Heathenesse,” retorted Le Balafré.

“Hold there, comrades,” said Lord Crawford ; “no tilting
with sharp weapons, no jesting witi: keen scoffs—friends all.
And for the lady, she is too wealthy to fall to 2 poor Scottish
lord, or I would put in my own claim, fourscore years and
all, or not very far from it.  But here is her health, neverthe-
less, for they say she is » lamp of beauty.”
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#1 think I saw'her,” said another soldier, *when I was
upon guard this morning at the inner barrier ; but she wes
mote like a dark fantern than a lamp, for she and another
were brought into the Chateau in close litters.”

“Shame} shame! Amot1” said Lord Crawford; “a sol-
dier on duty should say nought of what he sees. Besides,”
he added after a pause, his own curiosity prevailing over the
show of discipline which he had thought it necessary to
exert, “why should thesc litters contam this very same
Countess Isabelle de Croye?”

“Nay, my Lotd,” replied Arnot, “1 know nothing of 1t
save this, that my coutelier was anng my horses in the road
1o the village, and fell in with Doguin the muleteer, who
brought back the litters to the inn, for they belong to the
fellow of the Mulberry Grove yonder—he of the Fleur-de-
Lys, I mean—and so Dogum asked Saunders Steed to take
a cup of wine, as they were acquainted, which he was no
doubt willing enough to do——"

*No doubt—no doubt,” said the old Lord ; “it1s a thing
1 wish were corrected among you, gentlemen 3 but all your
grooms and couteliers, and jackmen, as we should call them
in Scotland, are but too ready to take a cup of wine with
any one—It is a thing perilous 1 war, and must be amended.
But, Andrew Amot, this is a long tale of yours, and we will
cut it with 2 drink ; as the Highlonder says, Skeock dock nan
skial; ¢ and that's good Gaelic.—~Here is to the Countess
Isabelle of Croye, and a better husband to her than Campo-
basso, who is a base Italian eullion l—And now, Andrew
Amat, what said the muleteer to this yeoman of thine?”

.“Why, he told hrm 1 secrecy, if 1t please your Lord-
ship,” continued Amot, “that these two ladies whom he
had peesertly before convoyed up to the Castle in the close

3,
| * ¢ Cut a tale with & dnink 5 an expression ised whe
| over bus 1quor, as dons veoans say in England, Then L manpieaches
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litters, were great ladies, who had been living in secret at h
master’s house for some days, and that the King had visite
them more than once very privately, and had done the:
great honour ; and that they had fled up to the Castle, as h
believed, for fear of the Count de Crévecceur, the Duke ¢
Burgundy’s ambassador, whose approach was just announce
by an advanced courier.” '

“ Ay, Andrew, come you there to me?” said Guthric
“then I will be swomn it was the Countess whose voice
heard singing to the lute, as I came even now through tk
inner court~—the sound came from the bay-windows of tt
Dauphin’s Tower; and such melody was there as no or
ever heard before in the Castle of Plessis of the Park. . B
my faith, I thought it was the music of the Fairy Melusina
making. There I stood—though I knew your board w:
covered, and that you were all impatient—there I stoot
Yike—"

“Like an ass, Johnny Guthrie,” said his commande;
*“thy long nose smelling the dinner, thy long ears hearir

" the music, and thy short discretion not enabling thee !
decide which of them thou didst prefer.—Hark! is not th
the Cathedral bell tolling to Vespers ?—Sure it cannot }
that time yet >~—The mad old sexton has tolled evensong s
hour too soon.”

“In faith, the bell rings but too justly the hour,” sai
Cunningham ; *yonder the sun is sinking on the west sic
of the fair plain.”

“ Ay,” said the Lord Crawford, “is it even so?—We
lads, we must live within compass—Fair and soft goes far-
slow fire makes sweet malt—to be merry and wise is a sour
proverb.—One other rouse to the weal of old Scotland, ar
then each man to his duty.”

The parting cup was emptied, and the guests dismissed-
the stately old Baron taking the Balafré’s arm, under pr
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teoee of giving him some instructions conceming his nephew,
but, perhaps, in reality, lest his own lofty pace should scem
in the public eye less steady than became his rank and high

d. A serious did he bear as he passed
through the two courts which separated his lodging from the
festal chamber, and solemn as the gravity of a hogshead was
the farewell cauticn, with which he prayed Ludovic to attend
his nephew’s motions, especially in the matters of wenches
and wine-cups.

Meanwhile, not a word that was spoken’ concerning the
beautiful Countess Isabelle had escaped the young Durward,
wha, conductad into 2 ¢mall cabin, which he was to share
with his uncle's page, made his new and lowly abode the scene
of much high musing. The reader will easily imagine that
the yong soldier should build a fine romance on such a
foundation 25 the supposed, or rather the assumed, identifi-
aation of the Maiden of the Turret, to whose lay he had
listened with so much interest, and the fair cup-bearer of
Maitre Pietre, with 2 fegitive Countess, of rank and wealth,
Bying from the pursuit of a hated lover, the favourite of an
oppressive guardian, who abused his feudal power. There
w13 a0 interfude in Quentin’s vision conceming Matre
Pierre, who seemed 1o exercise such authonty even aver the
formidable officer from whose hands he had that day, with
much difficulty, made his escape. At length the youth’s
teverics, which had been respected by httle Will Harper,
the companion of his cell, were broken in upon by the
fetem of his uncle, who commanded Quentin to bed, that
fhe might aries betimes in the maming, and attend him
to his Majesty's antechamber, to which he was called by his
hour of duty, along with five of his comrades.

——
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CHAPTER VIIL
THE ENVOY.

Be thou as lightning in the cyes of France ;

For ere thou carist report I will be there,

The thunder of my cannon shall be heard—

So, hence! Be thou the trumpet of our wrath.

King John.
HaD sloth been a temptation by which Durward was easily
beset, the noise with which the caserne of the guards resounded
after the first toll of primes, had certainly banished the syren
from his couch ; but the discipline of his father’s tower, and
of the convent of Aberbrothick, had taught him to start with
the dawn ; and he did on his clothes gaily, amid the sound-
ing of bugles and the clash of armour, which announced the
change of the vigilant guards—some of whom were returning
to barracks after their nightly duty, whilst some were march-
ing out to that of the morning—and others, again, amongst
whom was his uncle, were arming for immediate attendance
upon the person of Louis. Quentin Durward soon put on,
with the feelings of so young a man on such an occasion, the
splendid dress and arms appertaining to his new situation;
and his uncle, who looked with great accuracy and interest to
see that he was completely fitted out in every respect, did
not conceal his satisfaction at the improvement which had
been thus made in his nephew’s appearance. “If thou dost
prove as faithful and bold as thou art well-favoured, I shall
have in thee one of the handsomest and best esquires in the
Guard, which cannot but be an honour to thy mother’s
family. Follow me to the presencechamber; and see thou
keep close at my shoulder.”
So .saying, he took up a partisan, large, weighty, and

beautifully inlaid and omamented, and directing his nephew
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to assume a lighter weapon of a similar description, they
proceeded to the inner court of the palace, where their
comrades, who were to form the guard of the interior apart.
ments, were already drawn up, and under arms—the squires
cach standing behind their masters, to whom they thus formed
a second rank,  Here were also in attendance many yeomen-
prickers, with gallant horses and noble dogs, on which Quentin
looked with such inquisitive delight, that his uncle was
obliged more than once to remind him that the animals were
not there for his private amusement, but for the King's, who
had 2 strong passion for the chase, one of the few inclinations
which he mdulged, even when coming in competition with
his course of policy ; being so strict a protector of the game
in the royal forests, that it was currently said, you might kill
a man with greater impunity than a stag

On a signal given, the Guards were put into motion by
the command of Le Balafré, who acted as officer upon the
occasion ; and, after some minutiz of word and signal, which
all served to show the extreme and punctihious jealousy with
which their duty was performed, they marched into the hall
of audience, where the King was immediately expected.

New as Quentin was to scenes of splendour, the effect of
that which was now before him rather disappomted the
expectations which he had formed of the bnlliancy of a
Court, There were household officers, indeed, richly attired ;
there were guards gallantly armed, and there were domestics
of vatious degrees : but he saw none of the ancient counsel-
Tors of the kingdom, none of the lgh officers of the crown,
heard none of the names which i those days sounded an
altrum to chivalry ; saw none either of those genenals or
Ieaders, who, possessed of the full prime of manhood, were
the strength of France, or of the more youthful and fiery
nobles, those catly aspirants after hononr, who were her
fprde.—The jealous habits—the reserved manners—the deep
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and artful policy of the King, had estranged this splendid
circle from the throne, and they were only called around it
upon certain stated and formal occasions, when they went
reluctantly, and returned joyfully, as the animals in the fable
are supposed to have approached and left the den of the
lion. .

The very few persons who seemed to be there in the
character of counsellors, were mean-looking men, whose
countenances sometimes expressed sagacity, but whose
manners showed they were called into. a sphere for which
their previous education and habits bad qualified them but
indifferently. One or two persons, however, did appear to
Durward to possess a more noble mien, and the strictness
of the present duty was not such as to prevent his uncle
~ommunicating the names of those whom he thus distin-
guished.

With the Lord Crawford, who was in attendance, dressed
in the rich habit of his office, and holding a leading staff of
silver in his hand, Quentin, as well as the reader, was already
acquainted. Among others who seemed of quality, the
most remarkable was the Count de Dunois, the son of that
celebrated Dunois, known by the name of the Bastard of
Orleans, who, fighting under the banner of Jeanne d’Arc,
acted such a distinguished part in liberating France from
the English yoke. His son well supported the high renown
which had descended to him from such an honoured source ;
and, notwithstanding his connection with the royal family,
and his hereditary popularity both with the nobles and the
people, Dunois had, upon all occasions, manifested such an
open, frank loyalty of character, that he seemed to have
escaped all suspicion, even on the part of the jealous Louis,
who loved to see him near his person, and sometimes even
called. him to his councils. Although accounted com-
plete in all the exercises of chivalry, and possessed of much
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of the character of what was then termed a perfect knight,
the person of the Count was far from being 2 model of
romantic beauty. He was under the common size, though
very strongly built, and his legs rather curved outwards,
into that make which is more convenient for horseback, than
elegant in a pedestrian,  His shoulders were broad, his hair
black, his complexion swarthy, his arms remarkably long
and nervous. The features of his countenance were rre-
gular, even to uglmess; yet, after all, there was an air of
conscious worth and nobility about the Count de Dunois,
which stamped, at the first glance, the character of the high-
‘bomn nobleman, and the undaunted soldier. His mien was
bold and upright, hus step free and manly, and the harshness
of his countenance was dignified by a glance like an eagle,
and a frown ke a lion.  His dress was a hunting suit, rather
sumptuous than gay, and he acted on most occasions as
Grand Huntsman, though we are not inclined to believe
that he actually held the office.
Upon the arm of his relation Dunois, walking with a step
10 slow and melancholy, that he seemed to rest on his kins-
man and supporter, came Lows, Duke of Orleans, the first
Prince of the blood-royal (afterwards King, by the name
of Louis XIL), and to whom the guards and attendants
rendered their homage as such. ‘The jealously-watched
o}:icc! of Louis's suspicions, this Prince, who, failing the
King’s offspring, was heir to the kingdom, was not suffered
toabsent himself from Court, and, while residing there, was
111!5: denied employment and countenance. ‘The dejection
which his degraded and almost captive state naturally im-
% pressed on the deportment of this unfortunate Prince, was
ot lhx'!‘ moment greatly increased, by his consciousness that
 the King meditated, with respect to hum, one of the most
, cruel aad uqjust actions which a tyrant could commit, by
, comwelling bim to give bis hand to the Princess Joan of
H
t
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France, the younger daughter of Louis, to whom he had
been contracted in infancy, but whose deformed person
rendered the insisting upon such an agreement an act of
abominable rigour.

The exterior of this unhappy Prince was in no respect
distinguished by personal advantages; and in mind, hé was
of a gentle, mild, and beneficent disposition, qualities which
were visible even through the veil of extreme dejection, with
which his natural character was at present obscured.
Quentin observed that the Duke studiously avoided even
looking at the Royal Guards, and when he returned their
salute, that he kept his eyes bent on the ground, as if he
feared the King’s jealousy might have construed that gesture
of ordinary courtesy, as arising from the purpose of establish-
ing a separate and personal interest among them.

Very different was the conduct of the proud Cardinal and
Prelate, John of Balue, the favourite minister of Louis for the
time, whose rise and character bore as close a resemblance to
, that of Wolsey, as the difference betwixt the crafty and politic
Louis, and the headlong and rash Henry VIIIL of England,
would permit. The former had raised his minister from the
lowest rank, to the dignity, or at least to the emoluments, of
Grand Almoner of France, loaded him with benefices, and
obtained for him the hat of a cardinal; and although he
was too cautious to repose in the ambitious Balue the un-
bounded power and trust which Henry placed in Wolsey,
yet he was more influenced by him than by any other of
his avowed counseliors. The Cardinal, accordingly, had
not escaped the error incidental to those who are suddenly
raised to power from an obscure situation, for he entertained
astrong persuasion, dazzled doubtless by the suddenness of
his elevation, that his capacity was equal to intermeddling
with affairs of every kind, even those most foreign to his
profession and studies. Tall and ungainly in his person,
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he affected pallantry and admiration of the fair sex, although
his manners rendered his pretensions absurd, and his pro-
fession marked them as indecorous. Some male or female
flatterer had, in evil hour, possessed him with the idea
that there was much beauty of contour in a pair of huge
substantial legs, which he had derived from his father, a
carman of Limoges, or, according to other authorties, a
miller of Verdun; and with this idea he had become so
infatuated, that he always had his eardinal’s robes a lttle
logped up on one side, that the sturdy proportion of his
limbs might not escape observation. As he swept through
the stately apartment in his erimson dress and rich cope, he
stopped repeatedly to look at the arms and appointments of
the cavaliers on guard, asked them several questions in an
authoritative tone, and took upon him to censure some of
them for what he termed irregulanties of discipline, in
hinguage to which these expericnced soldiers dared no reply,
although it was plain they listened to it with impatience and
with contempt.

“Is the King aware,” said Dunots to the Cardinal, “that
the Burgundian Envoy is p ptory in d ding an audi-
ence?”

*He is,” answered the Cardinal, “and here, as I think,
comes the all-sufficient Oliver Dan,* to let us know the
royal pleasure,”

As he spoke, a remarkable person, who then divided the
favour of Louis with the proud Cardinal himself, entered from
the ner apartment, but without any of that important and
¢ensequential demeanour which marked the full-blown dignity
of the churchman.  On the contrary, this was a little, pale,
meagre man, whose black silk jerkin and hose, without e?*har =

* Oliver's name, or mckname, was Le Diable, which  *
Y by i hared, in exchange for Le Dum, o Le Dainy
orgaaly the Kang's barber, but aferwards s favounte couny

+
4
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coat, cloak, or cassock, formed a dress iil qualified to set off
to advantage a very ordinary person. He carried a silver
basin in his hand, and a napkin flung over his arm indicated
his menial capacity. His visage was penetrating and quick,
although he endeavoured to banish such expression from his
features, by keeping his eyes fixed on the ground, while, with
the stealthy and quiet pace of a cat, he seemed modestly
rather to glide than to walk through the apartment. But
though modesty may easily obscure worth, it cannot hide
court-favour ; and all attempts to steal unperceived through
the presence-chamber were vain, on the part of one known
to have such possession of the King’s ear, as had been at-
tained by his celebrated barber and groom of the chamber,
Oliver le Dain, called sometimes Oliver le Mauvais, and
sometimes Oliver le Diable, epithets derived from the un-
scrupulous cunning with which he assisted in the execution
of the schemes of his master’s tortuous policy. At present
he spoke earnestly for a few moments with the Count de
Dunois, who instantly left the chamber, while the tonsor
glided quietly back towards the royal apartment whence he
had issued, every one giving place to him ; which civility he
only acknowledged by the most humble inclination of the
body, excepting in a very few instances, where he made one
or two persons the subject of envy to all the other courtiers
by whispering a single word in their ear; and at the same
time muttering something of the duties of his place, he
escaped from their replies, as well as from the eager solicita-
tions of those who wished to attract his notice. Ludovic
Lesly had the good fortune to be one of the individuals
who, on the present occasion, was favoured by Oliver with a
single word, to assure him that his matter was fortunately
terminated.

Presently afterwards, he had another proof of the same
agreeable tidings; for Quentin’s old acquaintance, Tristan
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VHermite, the Provost-Marshal of the Royal Household,
entered the apartment, and came stright to the place where
Le Balafré was posted. ‘This formidable officer’s uniform,
whith was very rich, had only the effect of making his
sinister countenance and bad mien more strikingly remark-
able, and the tone which he meant for conciliatory, was hike
nothing 80 much as the growling of a bear. The import of
his words, however, was more amicable than the voice in
which they were pronounced. He regretted the mistake
which had fallen between them on the preceding day, and
observed it was owing to the Sieur Le Balafré’s nephew not
wearing the uniform of his corps, or announcing himself as
belonging to it, which had led him into the esror for which
be now asked forgiveness.,

Ludovic Lesly made the necessary reply, and as soon as
Tristan bhad tumed away, observed to his nephew, that they
bad now the distinction of having a mortal enemy from
benceforward in the person of this dreaded officer.  “But
we are above his toXe—a soldier,” said he, “who docs his
duty, may laugh at the Provost-Marshal ”

Quentin could not help bemng of his uncle’s opinion,
for, as Tristan parted from them, 1t was with the look of
angry defiance which the bear casts upon the hunter whose
spear has wounded him. Indeed, even when Jess strongly
moved, the sullen eye of this official expressed a malesalence
of purpose which made men shudder to meet his glance;
and the thrill of the young Scot was the deeper and more
sbhomrent, that he scered to himself still to feel on his
shoulders the grasp of the two death<doing functicoaries of
this fata! officer.

Meaawhile, Oliver, after he had prowled around the room
in the stealthy manner which we bave endeavoured to
describe,—all, even the highest officers, making way for bim,
2ad losding him with their coremonious attentions, ¥
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VEermite, the Provost-Marshal of the Royal Household,
entered the partment, and came straight to the place where
Le Balafr€ was posted. This formidable officer’s uniform,
whish was very rich, had only the effect of making his
sinister countenance and bad mien more stikingly remark-
2bl, and the tone which he meant for concilistory, was like
nothing s0 much as the growling of a bear. The jmport of
bis words, however, was more amicable than the voice in
which they were pronounced. He regretted the mistake
which had fallen between them on the preceding day, and
obserred it wag owing to the Sieur Le Balafr®’s nephew not
wearing the uniform of his corps, or announcing himself as
belonging to it, which had led him into the error for which
be now asked forgiveness.

Ludovic Lesly made the necessary reply, and as soon as
Tristan had turned away, observed to his nephew, that they
had now the distinction of having a mortal enemy from
benceforward in the person of this dreaded officer. “But
we are above his goZ¢—a soldier,” sud he, “wha does his
duty, may laugh at the Provost-Marshal

Quentin could not help being of his uncle’s opinion,
for, as Tristan parted from them, 1t was with the look of
angry defiznce which the bear casts upon the hunter whose
spear has wounded him. Indeed, even when less strongly
moted, the sullen eye of this official expressed a malevalence
of purpose which made men shudder to meet his glance,
and the thril] of the young Scot was the deeper and more
::homm. that he scemed to himself still 10 feel on his
m:dda:\‘ :; c::&sp of the two death-doing functionaries of
. Mexawhile, Oliver, after he had prowled around the room
‘é;:’ welthy manner which we bave endeavoured to
- I.be‘"‘n};im even the highest officers, making wag for him,

oading bim with their ceremonious attentions, which his
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modesty seemed desirous to avoid,—again entered the inner
apartment, the doors of which were presently thrown open,
and King Louis entered the presence-chamber. -’
Quentin, like all others, turned his eyes upon himj and
started so suddenly, that he almost dropt his weapon, when
he recognised in the King of France that silk-merchant,
Maitre Pierre, who had been the companion of his moming
walk, Singular suspicions respecting the real rank of this
person had at different times crossed his thoughts ; but this,
the proved reality, was wilder than his wildest conjecture.
The stern look of his uncle, offended at this breach of the
decorum of his office, recalled him to himsel{; but not a
little was he astonished when the King, whose quick eye had
at once discovered him, walked straight to the place where
be was posted, without taking notice of any one else.—*So,
he said, # young man, I am told you have been brawling on
your first arrival in Touraine; but I pardon you, as it was
chiefly the fault of a foolish old merchant, who thought your
Caledonian blood required to be heated in the moming with
Vin de Beaulne, If 1 can find him, I will make him an
example to those who debauch my Guards.—Balafré,” he
added, speaking to Lesly, “your kinsman is a fair youth,
though a fiery. We love to cherish such spirits, and mean
" to make more than ever we did of the brave men who are
around us. Let the year, day, hour, and minute of your
nephew's birth be written down, and given to Oliver Dain.”
Le Balaﬁ'é.bowcd to the ground, and re-assumed his erect
n}mtary position, as one who would show by his demeanour
his pr?m?ﬁtude to act in the King’s quarrel or defence.
Quefxtm, in the meantime, recovered from his first surprise;
studx?d the King's appearance more attentively, and was
surprised to find how differently he now construed his

ficportment and features than be had done at their first
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These were mot much changed in extenon for k’ms;
Aty a soomer of outward show, wore, o the ?‘ieﬂ
ecasion, 2o old dark-blue hunting dress, ot much better
ths the Pl busgher suit of the preceding da, and gar-
sided with 2 huge rosury of ebony, which had been seat
to 3z by np 1oy 3 pessonage than the Grand 'Selz'ﬂmfx
with gn sttestation that )t bad been used by a Copric hermit
¢n Mot Lebanon, a persomage of profound sanctity. And
fostand of ¥is cxp with = single ftmage, he now wore a hat,
the tond of which was gamished with a¢ least a dozen of
e paliry figores of saints stamped in lead. But those
eyes, which, aceording to Quentin's former fmpression, only
twinkled with the {ove of gain, bad, now that they were
kaown 1o be the propesty of an able and powerful monarch,
» plerding 2ud majestic glance; and those wrinkles on the
brow, which be bad sppposed were formed during a Jong
series of petty schemes of commerce, seemed now Yhe
farrows whith s2city had wom while tolling in meditation
upon the fute of mtions,

Presently after the king's appearance, the Princesses of
Frae, with the Iadies of their suite, entered the spartment,
Wil the tk}!sn afterwards maried to Peter of Bourbon,
28 knowp i French bistory by the rame of the Lady of
Besafess, oor sory bas but bede to do. She wes tall, and
W“,M‘d eloquence, talent, and much of
e e ho reposed great confidence fa ber,

ell perhaps a3 he Yoved any one.

Jie younger sister, the nnfortunate .
Veide of the Dake of On Joan, the destined

s eans, advanced timidly by the sid
i [ ¥ the side
q..l:t nn':. oonscious of & tow] want of these externsl

<h women are most desirous of 3

L o possessing, or

::«L Qiofgll m postese. She was pale, thin, and sidgy in

v:!ct’::p-cnm 5 ber shape visibly bent to one side, and her
1 90 Roeqmal thet e might bo called Jame, A fion get
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of teeth, and eyes which were expressive of smelancholy,
softness, and resignation, with a quantity of light brown
locks, were the only redeeming points which flattery. itself
could have dared to number, to counteract the general
homeliness of her face and figure. To complete the picture,
it was easy to remark, from the Princess’s negligence in
dress, and the timidity of her manner, that she had an un-
usnal and distressing consciousness of her own plainness of
appearance, and did not dare to make any of those attempts
to mend by manners ot by art what nature had left amiss, or
in any other way to exert a power of pleasing. The King
(who loved her not) stepped hastily to her as she entered.
“How now!” he said, “our world-contemning daughter—
Are you robed for a hunting-party, or for the convent, this
moming? Speak—answer.”

“TFor which your highness pleases, sire,” said the Princess,
scarce raising her voice above her breath,

“ Ay, doubtless, you would persuade me it is your desire -
to quit the Court, Joan, and renounce the world and its

" vanities—Ha ! maiden, wouldst thou have it thought that we,

the first-born of Holy Church, would refuse our daughter to
Heaven?—QOur Lady and Saint Martin forbid we should
refuse the offering, were it worthy of the altar, or were thy
vocation in truth thitherward 1

So saying, the King crossed himself devoutly, locking, in
the meantime, as appeared to Quentin, very like a cunning’
vassal, who was depreciating the merit of something which
he was desirous to keep to himself, in order that he might
stand excused for not offering it to his chief or superior.
“Dares he thus play the hypocrite with Heaven,” thought
Durward, “and sport with God and the Saints, as he may
safely do with men, who dare not search his nature too
closely ?”

Louis meantime resumed, after a moment’s mental devo-
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tion—"No, fair danghter, 1 and another know your real
mird better — Hal fair cousin of Orleans, do we not?
Approach, fair sir, and lead this devoted vestal of ours to
het horse.”

Orleans started when the King spoke, 2nd hastened to
obey him ; but with such precipitation of step, and confusi
tha Louis ealled out, * Nay, cousin, rein your gallantry, and
Took before' you—Why, what a headlong matter a gallant’s
haste is on some oceasions f—Yon had wellnigh taken Anne's
hand instead of her sister's.—Sir, must I give Jean's to you
myself 3®

The unhappy Prince looked up, and shuddered like a
child, when forced to touch something at which it has in-
stinctive homor—then making an effort, took the hand which
the Princess neither gave nor yet withheld. As they stood,
her cold damp fingers enclosed in his trembling hand, with
their eyes looking on the ground, it would have been difficult
o say which of these two youthful beings was rendered more
uttely miserable—the Duke, who felt himself fettered to the
object of his aversion by bonds which he durst not tear
asunder, or the unfortunate young woman, who too plainly
nw that she was an object of abhorrence to him, to gain
whose kindness she would willingly have died.

*And now to horse, gentlemen and ladies—We will our-
selves lead forth our danghter of Beasjean,” said the King;
*and God's blessing and Saint Hubert’s be on our moring's

1»

“1 am, 1 fear, doomed to interrupt it, sire,” said the
Compte de Dunois—* the Burgundian Envoy is before the
Rues of the Castle, and demands an avdience.”

*Demands an audience, Dunois?™ replied the Kinge
“Did yom rot answer him, as we sent you word by Oliver,
et we were not at leisure 1o see bim today,—and that
tomorrow was the festival of Saint Martin, which, please
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Heaven, we would disturb by no earthly thoughts,—and
that on the succeeding day we were designed for Amboise
—but that we would not fail to appoint him as early an
audience, when we returned, as our pressing affairs would
permit?”

¢ A1l this I said,” answered Dunois; “but yet, sire »

“ Pasgues-diew /! man, what is it that thus sticks in thy
throat?” said the King. “This Burgundian’s terms must
have been hard of digestion.”

“Had not my duty, your Grace’s commands, and his
character as an Envoy, restrained me,” said Dunois, “he
should have tried to digest them himself; for, by our Lady
of Orleans, I had more mind to have made him eat his own
werds, than to have brought them to your Majegty.”

“Body of me, Dunois,” said the King, “it is strange that
thou, one of the most impatient fellows alive, shouldst have
so little sympathy with the like infirmity in our blunt and
fiery cousin, Charles of Burgundy. WWhy, man, I mind his
blustering messages no more than the towers of this Castle
regard the whistling of the north-east wind, which comes
from Flanders, as well as this brawling Envoy.”

“Know then, sire,” replied Dunois, “that the Count of
Crévecceur tarries below, with his retinue of pursuivants and
trumpets, and says, that since your Majesty refuses him the
audience which his master has instructed him to demand,
upon matters of most pressing concemn, he will remain there
till midnight, and accost your Majesty at whatever hour you
are pleased to issue from your Castle, whether for business,
exercise, or devotion ; and that no consideration, except the
use of absolute force, shall compel him to desist from this
resolution.”

. “He is a fool,” said the King, with much composurc.

Does the hot-headed Hainaulter think it any penance for a
man of sense to remain for twenty-four hours quiet within
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the walls of his Castle, when he hath the affairs of a kingdom
to occupy him? These impatient coxcombs think that all
men, like themsclves, are miserable, save when in saddle and
stirup.  Let the dogs be put up, and well looked to, gentle
Dunois—We will hold council to-day, instead of hunting.”

“My Liege,” answered Dunois, “you will not thus rid
yourself of Crdveeccur; for his master’s instructions are, that
if he hath not this audience which he demands, he shall nail
his gauntlet to the palisades before the Castle, in token of
mortal defiance on the part of his master, shall renounce the
Duke's fealty to France, and declare instant war.”

Ay, w2id Louis, without any perceptible alteration of
voice, but frowning until his piercing dark eyes became
almost imvisible under hus shaggy eyebrows, “is it evenso?—
will our ancient vassal prove so masterful—our dear cousin
treat us thus unkindly ?—Nay then, Dunois, we must unfold
the Oriflamme, and cry Dennis Montjoye ™

“Mary and amen, and m a most happy hourt” said the
mantial Dunois ; and the guards in the hall, unable to resmist
the same impulse, stirred each upon his post, so as to pro-
duce a low but distmet sound of clashing arms. The King
cast his eye proudly round, and, for 2 moment, thought and
looked like his heroic father.

But the excitement of the moment presently gave way to
the host of pohtical considerations, which, at that conjunc-
ture, rendered an open breach with Burgundy so pecubiarly
pcrilou& Edward IV, a brave and wictorious king, who had
in¥'s own person fought thirty battles, was now established
on the throne of England, was brother to the Duchess of
Burgendy, and, it might well be supposed, wated but a
tupture between his near connection and Louis, to carry into
France, through the everopen pate of Calais, those arms
‘hxgx 24 been trinmphant in the English civil wars, and to
obliterate the recollection of internal dissensions by that
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most popular of all occupations amongst the English, an
invasion of France. To this consideration was added the
uncertain faith of the Duke of Bretagne, and other weighty
subjects of reflection.  So that, after 2 deep pause, when
Louis again spoke, although in the same tone, it was with an
altered spirit. “But God forbid,” he said, ““that aught less
than necessity should make us, the Most Christian King,
give cause to the effusion of Christian blood, if anything
short of dishonour may avert such a calamity. We tender
our subjects’ safety dearer than the ruffle which our own
dignity may receive from the rude breath of a malapert
ambassador, who hath perhaps exceeded the errand with
which he was charged.—Admit the Envoy of Burgundy to
our presence.”

 Beati pacifici,” said the Cardinal Balue.

“True; and your eminence knoweth that they who humble
themselves shall be exalted,” added the King,

The Cardinal spoke an Amen, to which few assented ; for
even the pale cheek of Orleans kindled with shame, and
Balafré suppressed his feelings so little, as to let the butt-end
of his partisan fall heavily on the floor,—a movement of
impatience for which he underwent a bitter reproof from the
Cardinal, with a lecture on the mode of handling his arms’
when in presence of the Sovereign. The King himself
seemed unusually embarrassed at the silence around him.
“You are pensive, Dunois,” he said—*You disapprove of
our giving way to this hot-headed Envoy.”

“ By no means,” said Dunois ; *“I meddle not with matters
beyond my sphere. I was but thinking of asking a boon of
your Majesty,”

‘““A boon, Dunois—what is itP—VYou are an unfrequent
suitor, and may count on our favour.”

“1 would, then, your Majesty would send me to Evreux
ta regulate the clerpy.” said Dunois, with military frankness,
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“That were indeed beyond tny sphere, replied the
King, smiling.

“1 might order priests as well,” replied the Count, “as
my Lotd Bishop of sreux, or my Lord Cardinal, if he kikes
the title better, can exeraise the soldiers of your Majesty’s

The King smiled again, and more mysteriously, while he
whispered Dunois, “The time may come when you and I
will rezulate the priests together—But this is for the present
2 o0d eonceited antmal of a Bishop.  Ah, Dunois! Rome,
Rome puts him and other burdens upon us—But patience,
cousin, and shufile the cards, tll our hand is a stronger
one”*

The flourish of pets in the yard now
the arrival of the Burgund bl Allin the p
chamber made haste to arrange themselves according to their
proper places of precedence, the King and his daughters
rermining in the centre of the assembly,

* Dr. Dryasdast here remarks, that eards, sud to have been in.
veztied I & precediag feign, for the smusement of Charles V. duning
the kzermals of ks mental disorder, seem speedily to have becoms
o among e eourtiers, sinee they already furmished Lows XI.
with & meaphor. The same roverb was quoted by Durandarte, m
the enchazted cave of Monteunos.  The alleged ongn of the nvention
el ewds, peduced one of the shrewdest replies 1 bave ever heard grven
fa endence. 1t was made by the late Dr. Gregory of Edinburgh to a
ezl of preat eminence at the Scettish bar.  The Doctor’s tesumony
ezt 1o prove e insanuty of the purty whese mental cxpacity was the
Tt W dsee, O » crowdnterrogabon, be admited that the person
13 graton played adminbly st whit. *And do you senously say,
docter,” ad (Be counsel, ““that & person baving & superior
amcry for a puoe o dficnlt, and which requires 10 8 pre-emnent
degree, memory, Jodgment, and combination, Gan be st the sume time
demoged fa Ba eudermtanding?"—"1 am ro curd player” sud the
ﬁ‘l:::d‘;ég?xudirm bt T have read 10 history that cards were

srented for the we josare Ling.”

e iemwnt of 23 iosazne ling™ The consequences of
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The Count of Crevecceur, a renowned and undaunted
warrior, entered the apartment ; and, contrary to the usage
among the envoys of friendly powers, he appeared all armed,
excepting his head, in a gorgeous suit of the most superb
Milan armour, made of steel, inlaid and embossed with
gold, which was wrought into the fantastic taste called the
Arabesque. Around his neck, and over his polished cuirass,
hung his master’s order of the Golden Fleece, one of the
most honoured associations of chivalry then known in Chris-
tendom. A handsome page bore his helmet behind him,
a herald preceded him, bearing his letters of credence,
which he offered on his knee to the XKing; while the
ambassador himself paused in the midst of the hall, as if to
give all present time to admire his lofty look, commanding
stature, and undaunted composure of countenance and
manner. The rest of his attendants waited in the ante
chamber, or courtyard.

* Approach, Seignior Count de Crdvecceur,” said Louis,
after a moment’s glance at his commission ; * we need not
our Cousin’s letters of credence, either to introduce to us a
warrior so well known, or to assure us of your highly deserved
credit with your master. We trust that your fair partner,
who shares some of our ancestral blood, is in good health.
Had you brought her in your hand, Seignior Count, we might
have thought you wore your armour, on this unwonted
occasion, to maintain the superiority of her charms against
the amorous chivalry of France. As it is, we cannot guess
the reason of this complete panoply.”

“Sire,” replied the ambassador, “the Count of Crivecoeur
must lament his misfortune, and entreat your forgiveness,
that he cannot, on this occasion, reply with such humblc
deft':rence as is due to the royal courtesy with which your
Majesty has honoured him. But, although it is only the
voice of Philip Créveceeur de Cordés which speaks, the word:
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which he utters must be those of his gracious Lord and
Savereign the Duke of Burgundy.”

“And what has Crivecorur to say in the words of
Bergundy?” said Louis, with an assumption of sufficient
dignity. “Yet hold ber, that in this p Philip
Crivecerur de Cordis speaks to him who is his Sovereign’s
Sovcreign.”

Crivecceur bowed, and then spoke aloud :—* King of
Trance, the mighty Duke of Burgundy once more sends you
a written schedule of the wrongs and oppressions committed
on his frontiers by your Majesty’s garmrisons and officers;
and the first point of inquiry is, whether it is your Majesty’s
purpose to make him amends for these injuries?”

The King, Jooking slightly at the memorial which the
herald delivered to hum upon his knee, said, “ These matters
have been already long before our Counall,  Of the injuries
complained of, some are in requital of those sustained by
iy subjects, some are affirmed without any proof, some have
been retaliated by the Duke's gamnsons and soldiers ; and
if there remain any which fall under none of those predica-
ments, we are not, as a Christan Prince, averse to make
satishietion for wrongs actually sustained by our neighbour,
thouzh committed not only without our countenance, but
232inst our express order.”

“Iwill convey your Majesty’s answer,” said the ambassa.
dot, “to my most gracious master; yet, let me say, that, as
it it in no degree different from the evasive replics which
havealready been retumed to his just complaints, I cannot
hope that it will afford the means of re-establishing peace
ard friendship betwixt France and Burgundy.”

*Be that at God's pleasure,” sud the King. *Jt is not
for dread of thy master's arms, but for the sake of peace
only, that I return so temperate an answer to his injurious

Proceed with thine ermand.”
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“My master's next demand,” said the ambassador, “is,
that your Majesty will cease your secret and underhand deal:
ings with his towns of Ghent, Liege, and Malines. He re-
quests that your Majesty will recall the secret agents, by
whose means the discontents of his good citizens of Flanders
are inflamed ; and dismiss from your Majesty’s dominions,
or rather deliver up to the condign punishment of their liege
lord, those traitorous fugitives, who, having fled from the
scene of their machinations, have found too ready a refuge
in Pars, Orleans, Tours, and other French cities.” ‘

“Say to the Duke of Burgundy,” replied the King, ¢ that
1 know of no such indirect practices as those with which he
injuriously charges me; that my subjects of France have
frequent intercourse with the good cities of Flanders, for the
purpose of mutual benefit by free traffic, which it would be
as much contrary to the Duke’s interest as mine to inter-
rupt ; and that many Flemings have residence in my king-
dom, and enjoy the protection of my laws, for the same
purpose ; but none, to our knowledge, for those of treason
or mutiny against the Duke. Proceed with your message—
you have heard my answer,”

“As formerly, Sire, with pain,” replied the Count of
Crévecceur; “it not being of that direct or explicit nature
which the Duke, my master, will accept, in atonement for a
long 'train of secret machinations, not the less certain,
though now disavowed by your Majesty. But I proceed
with my message. The Duke of Burgundy further requires
the King of France to send back to his dominions without
delay, and under a secure safeguard, the persons of Isabelle
Countess of Croye, and of her relation and guardian the
Countess Hameline, of the same family, in respect the suid
Countess Tsabelle, being, by the law of the country, and the
fevdal tenure of her estates, the ward of the said Duke of
Burgundy, hath fled from his dominions, and from the charge
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“My master's next demand,” said the ambassador, “is,
that your Majesty will cease your secret and underhand deal-
ings with his towns of Ghent, Liege, and Malines. He re-
quests ‘that your Majesty will recall the secret agents, by
whose means the discontents of his good citizens of Flanders
are inflamed ; and dismiss from your Majesty’s dominions,
or rather deliver up to the condign punishment of their liege
lord, those traitorous fugitives, who, having fled from the
scene of their machinations, have found too ready a refuge
in Paris, Orleans, Tours, and other French cities.” :

“Say to the Duke of Burgundy,” replied the King, * that
I know of no such indirect practices as those with which he
injuriously charges me; that my subjects of France have
frequent intercourse with the good cities of Flanders, for the
purpose of mutual benefit by free traffic, which it would be
as much contrary to the Duke’s interest as mine to inter-
rupt ; and that many Flemings have residence in my king-
dom, and enjoy the protection of my laws, for the same
purpose ; but none, to our knowledge, for those of treason
or mutiny against the Duke. Proceed with your message—
you have heard my answer.”

*As formerly, Sire, with pain,” replied the Count of
Crévecoeur; “it not being of that direct or explicit nature
which the Duke, my master, will accept, in atorrement for a
long ‘train of secret machinations, not the less certain,
though now disavowed by your Majesty, But I proceed
with my message. The Duke of Burgundy further requires
the King of France to send back to his dominions without
delay, and under a secure safeguard, the persons of Isabelle
Countess of Croye, and of her relation and guardian the
Countess Hameline, of the same family, in respect the said
Countess Isabelle, being, by the law of the country, and the
feudal tenure of her estates, the ward of the said Duke of
Burgundy, hath fied from his dominions, and from the charge
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which he, as 2 ezreful guardian, was willicg to extend over
her, and is here maintained in secret by the King of France,
and by hir fortified in her contumacy to the Duke, ber
natural lord .and guardian, contrary to the laws of God and
man, as thry ever have been acknowledged in civilised
Europe.—Once more I pause for your Majesty’s reply.”

“You did well, Count de Créveceeur,” said Louis scorn-
fully, “to begin your embassy at an early hour; for if it be
your putpose to call on me to account for the flight of every
vasul whom your master’s heady passion may have driven
from his dominions, the bead-roll may last il sunset. Who
can affirm that these ladies are in my dominions? who can
presume to say, if it be so, that I have either countenanced
their fizht hither, or have received them with offers of pro-
tection? Nay, who is it will assert, that, if they are m
France, their place of retirement is within my knowledge?”

“Sire," said Créveceenr, “may it please your Majesty, 1
trar provided with a witness on this subject—one wio
beheld these fugitive ladies in the inn called the Fleends
Lys, not far from this Castle—one who saw your Mae~
in their company, though under the unworthy disguse & 2
burgess of Tours—one who received from them, = ==
royal presence, messages and letters to their =% =
Fhnders—all which he conveyed to the hand oz == 7
the Duke of Burgundy.”

“Bring him forward,” said the Kmng; * ple == =
before my face who dares maintain these pes==*
bonds*

“You speak in triumph, my lord ; for yo= ==
that thy witness no longer exists. When X
called Zamet Magraubin, by birth one of
wanderess.  He was yesterday, as I kave === &5
by 2 party of your Majesty's Provossliz== 7

Goybtless, Lis sanding bere, to vy 1= =

==
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matter to the Duke of Burgundy, in presence of his Council,
and of me, Philip Crévecceur de Cordes.”

“Now, by our Lady of Embrun!” said the King, *so
gross are these accusations, and so free of consciousness am
1 of aught that approaches them, that, by the honour of a
King, I laugh, rather than am wroth at them. My Provost-
guard daily put to death, as is their duty, thieves and
vagabonds ; and is my crown to be slandered with whatever
these thieves and vagabonds may have said to our hot
cousin of Burgundy and his wise counsellors? 1 pray you,
tell my kind cousin, if he loves such companions, he had
best keep them in his own estates ; for here they are like to
meet short shrift and a tight cord.”

* My master needs no such subjects, Sir King,” answered
the Count, in a tone more disrespectful than he had yet
permitted himself to make use of; “for the noble Duke
uses not to inquire of witches, wandering Egyptians, or
others, upon the destiny and fate of his neighbours and
allies.”

“We have had patience enough, and to spare,” said the
King, interrupting him ; “and since thy sole errand here
scems to be for the purpose of insult, we will send some
one in our name to the Duke of Burgundy—convinced, in
thus demeaning thyself towards us, thou hast exceeded thy
commission, whatever that may have been,”

“On the contrary,” said Crévecceur, “I have not yet
acquitted myself of it.—Hearken, Louis of Valois, King of
France-——Hearken, nobles and gentlemen, who may be
present—Hearken, all good and true men—And thou,
Toison d'Or,” addressing the herald, “make proclamation
after me.~1J, Philip Crévecceur of Cordes, Count of the
Empire, and Knight of the honourable and princely Order
of the §olden Fleece, in the name of the most puissant Lord
and Prince, Charles, by the grace of God, Duke of Burgundy



tht!x‘n Durward. 125

and Lotharingia, of Brabant and Limbourg, of Luxembourg
and of Gueldres ; Earl of Flanders and of Artois; Count
Palatine of Hainault, of Holland, Zealand, Namur, and
Zutphen ; Marquis of the Holy Empire ; Lord of Friezeland,
Salines, and Malines, do give you, Louis, King of France,
openly to know, that you having refused to remedy the
various gricfs, wrongs, and offences, done and wrought by you,
or by and through your aid, suggestion, and instigation,
azainst the said Duke and his loving subjects, he, by my
tnouth, renounces all allegiance and fealty towards your crown
ard dignity—pronounces you false and faithless ; and defies
you as 2 Prince, and as & man. There lies my gage, in evi~
dence of what I have said.”
So saying, he plucked the gauntlet off his right hand, and
flung it down on the floor of the hall,
Until this last elimax of audacity, there had been a deep
silence in the royal apartment during the extraordinary
- scene ; but no sooner had the clash of the gauntlet, when
- cast dowm, been echoed by the deep voice of Toison ¢'Or,
, the Burgundian herald, with the ejaculation, “ Vive Bour-
. EOghel” than there was a general tumult.  While Dunois,
. Otleans, ld Lord Crawford, and one or two others, whose
, mank authorised their interf ded which should
}
i

hl:t up the gauntlet, the others in the hall exclaimed, “Stnke

Himdown! Cut him to pieces! Comes he here to insult

the King of France in his own palacet”

‘IY!I! the King appeased the tumnlt by excliming, in a

§ voiee Eke thunder, which overawed and silenced every other
g sound, “Silence, my lieges! lay not a hand on the man,
Y not 2 finger on the gage —And you, Sir Count, of what is
oy your e composed, or how is it warmanted, that you thus
g Place it on the cast of a die so penlous?  Or is your Duke
L_ made of a different metal from other princes, since he thus
F asserts hus i
: i feetended quarrel in a manner 5o unusual ?*
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“He is indeed framed of a different and more noble metal
than the other princes of Europe,” said the undaunted Count
of Crévecceur; “for, when not one of them dared to give
shelter to you—to yor, I say, King Louis—when you were
yet only Dauphin, an exile from France, and pursued by the
whole bitterness of your father's revenge, and all the power
of his kingdom, you were received and protected like a
brother by my noble master, whose generosity of disposition
you have so grossly misused. Farewell, Sire, my mission-is
discharged.”

So saying, the Count de Crdvecceur left the apartment
abruptly, and without farther leave-taking. ‘

# After him—after him—take up the gauntlet and after
him !” said the King.—"I mean not you, Dunois, nor you,
my Lord of Crawford, who, methinks, may be too old for
such hot frays; nor you, Cousin of Orleans, who are too
young for them.—My Lord Cardinal—my Lord Bishop of
Auxerre—it is your holy office to make peace among princes’;
—do you lift the gauntlet, and remonstrate with Count
" Crévecceur on the sin he has committed, in thus insulting 2
great monarch in his own Court, and forcing us to bring
the miseries of war upon his kingdom and that of his
neighbour.” :

Upon this direct personal appeal, the Cardinal Balue pro:
ceeded to lift the gauntlet, with such precaution as one would
touch an adder,—so great was apparently his aversion. to
this symbol of war,—and presently left the royal apartment
to hasten after the challenger. .

Louis paused and looked round the circle of his courtiers,
most of whom, except such as we have already distinguished,
being men of low birth, and mised to their rank in the
King's household for other gifts than courage or feats of arms,
looked pale on each other, and had obviously received an
unpleasant jmpression from the scene which had been just
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acted. Lonis gazed on them with contempt, and then said
aloud, * Although the Count of Créveoeeur be presumptuous
and ing, it must be confessed that in him the Duke
of Burgundy hath as bold a servant as ever bore message for
a prince. 1 would Y knew where to find as faithfulan Envoy
to carry back my answer,

“You do your French nobles injustice, Sire,” s2id Dunois ;
“not one of them but would carry a defiance to Burgundy
on the point of his sword.”

*#And, Sire,” #id old Crawford, “you wrong also the
Scottish gentlemen who serve you. I, or any of my fol-
lowers, being of meet rank, would not hesitate a moment to
all yonder proud Count to a reckoning ; my own arm is yet
strong enough for the purpose, +f 1 have but your Majesty’s
permission.”

"But your Majesty,” continued Dunois, *will employ us
in no service through which we may win honour to ourselves,
to your Majesty, or to France.”

“Say rather,” said the King, “that I wll not mve way,
Dunos, to the'headlong impetuosity, which, on some punctilio
of chivalry, wonld wreck yourselves, the throne, France, and
all  There is not one of you who knows not how precious
every hour of peace is at this moment, when 5o necessary
to heal the wounds of a distracted country ; yet there is not
one of you who would not msh into war on account of
the tale of & wandering gipsy, or of some errant damose,
whose teputation, perhaps, is scarce higher.—Here comes the
Cardinal, and we trust with mare pacific tidings.—How now,
my Lord—have you brought the Count to reason and to
temper?”

*Sire” said Balue, “my task hath been diffieult. 1 put it
to ):ondcz proud Count, how he dared to use towards your
Majesty, the p proach with which his andi

broken upy aad which tmust be wnderstood a8 proceed-
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ing, not from his master, but from his own insolence, and as
placing him therefore in your Majesty’s discretion, for what
penalty you might think proper.”

“Vou said right,” replied the King; “and what was his
answer?”

“The Count,” continued the Cardinal, * had at that moment
his foot in the stirrup, ready to mount; and, on hearing my -
expostulation, he turned his head without altering his posi-
tion. ‘Had I’ said he, ‘been fifty leagues distant, and had
heard by report that a question vituperative of my Prince
had been asked by the King of France, I had, even at that
distance, instantly mounted, and returned to disburden my
mind of the answer which I gave him but now.’”

“1 said, sirs,” said the King, turning around, without
any show of angry emotion, *that in the Count Philip of
Crivecceur, our cousin the Duke possesses as worthy. a
servant as ever rode at a prince’s right hand.—But you pre-
vailed with him to stay?”

“To stay for twenty-four hours ; and in the meanwhile to
receive again his gage of defiance,” said the Cardinal: “he
has dismounted at the Fleur-de-Lys.”

“See that he be nobly attended and cared for, at our
charges,” said the King; “such a servant is a jewel in a
prince’s crown.—Twenty-four hours?” he added, muttering
to himself, and looking as if he were stretching his eyes to
see into futurity ; “twenty-four hours? ’tis of the shortest.
Yet twenty-four hours, ably and skilfully employed, may be
worth a year in the hand of indolent or incapable agents.
—Well.—To the forest—to the forest, my gallant lords !—
-Orlcans, my fair kinsman, lay aside that modesty, though
it becomes you; mind not my Joan's coyness. The Loire
may as soon avoid mingling with the Cher, as she from
favouring your suit, or you from preferring it,” he added, as
the unhappy Prince moved slowly on after his betrothed
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bride. "And now for your boarspears, gentlemen; for
Allegre, my pricker, hath harboured one that will try both
dog and man.—Durois, lend me your spear,—take mine, it
is too weighty for me ; but when did you complain of such 2
fault in your lance P—To horse—to borse, gentlemen.”

And 21l the chase rode on

CHAPTER IX.
. THE DOAR-HUNT.

1wl converse with unrespectve boys
And iron-wtted fools. None are for me
That look 15ta me with Suspicious eyes-
King Rickard.
ALL the experience which the Cardinal had been able to
collect of his master’s disposition, did not, upon the present
occasion, prevent his falling into 2 great ervor of policy. His
vanity induced him to think that he had been more suc-
cessful in prevailing upon the Count of Crdveceeur to remain
at Tours, than any other moderator whom the King might
have employed, would, in all probabilty, have been. And
as he was well aware of the importance which Lows attached
1o the postponement of a war with the Duke of Burgundy,
he could not help showing that he conceived himself to
have rendered the King great and acceptable sernce.  He
pressed nearer to the King's person than he was wont to
do, and endeavoured to engage him in conversation on the
events of the morning,

‘This was injudicious in more respects than one ; for princes
love NSt 0 see their subjects approach them with an ar
consaons of deserving, and thereby seeming deswrous to

) exort acknowledgment and recompense for their scmcs;s

§
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and Louis, the most jealons monarch that ever lived, was
peculiatly averse and inaccessible to any one who seemed
either to presume upon service rendered, or to pry into his
secrets. . N

Vet hurried away, as the most cautious sometimes are, by
the self-satisfied humour of the moment, the Cardinal con-
tinued to ride on the King’s right hand, tuming the dis-
course, whenever it was possible, upon Crévecceur and lis
embassy ; which, although it might be the matter at that
moment most in the King’s thoughts, was nevertheless pre-
cisely that which he was least willing to converse on. At
length Louis, who had listened to him with attention, yet
without having returned any answer which could tend to
prolong the conversation, signed to Dunois, who rode at no
great distance, to come up on the other side of his horse. -

“We camc hither for sport and exercise,” said he, “but
the reverend father here would have us hold a council of
state.”

#T hope your Highness will excuse my assistance,” said
Dunois; “1 am bom to fight the battles of France, and
have heart and hand for that, but I have no head for her
councils.”

“My Lord Cardinal hath a head turned for nothing
clse, Dunois,” answered Louis ; “he hath confessed Créve-
caeur at the Castle-gate, and he hath communicated to us
his whole shrift—Said you not the whoe 2" he continued,
with an emphasis on the word, and a glance at the Cardinal,
which shot from betwixt his long dark eyelashes, as a dagger
gleams when it leaves the scabbard. :

The Cardinal trembled, as, endeavouring to reply to the
King’s jest, he said, “That though his order were obliged to
conceal the secrets of their penitents in general, there was

no sigillum confessionis which could not be melted at his
Majesty's breath” .
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*And 23 his Eminence,” said the King, “is ready to com-
municate the secrets of others to us, he narurally expects
that we should be equally communicative to him} and, in
order to get upon this reciprocal footing, he is very reason-
ably desirous to know if these two ladies of Croye be actually
in out territories.  We are sorry we cannot indulge his curi-
osity, not ourselves knowing in what precise place ermant
damsels, disguised princesses, distressed cotntesses, may he
leaguer within our dominions, which zre, we thank God and
our Lady of Embmn. rather too :xtmsn'c, for ©s to answer

asi]y bis Emi ’s most iri But sup-
pos.n" they were with us, what =y you, Duno:s, to our
cousin's peremptory demand ?”

“1 will answer you, my Lord, if yon will tell me in
sincerity, whether you want war or peace,” replied Dunois,
with 2 frankness which, while it arose out of his own native

P and intreprdity of ch made him from time
to time a considerable favounte with Lows, who, like all
astucions persons, was as deswrous of looking into the hearts
of others as of concealing his own,

“By tny halidome,” said he, “I should be 25 well con-
tented 25 thyself, Dunois, to tell thee my purpete, did 1
myself but know it exactly. But say I declared for war,
what shonld 1 do with this beautiful ard wealthy young
beiress, supposing her to be in my dommnions 7

“Bestow her in marriaze on ons of your own gallant
followers, who has 2 heart to love, and &t arm to protect
ker,” 12id Dunois.

“Upon thyself, ha 1" said the King.  “ Pasguer-dien! thou
1t more politic than I took thee for, with all thy bluntness.”

“Nzy, Sire,” answered Dunors, “1am anght except politic.
By our Lady of Orle:\ns, I come to the poirt ax once, 23 ]
ride my horse at the ring.  Your .\Ls)my [l
Orleass at Jeast ape bappy mamiage”
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« And I will pay it, Count. Pasques-dies, I will pay it 1—
See you not yonder fair couple?” ‘
The King pointed to the unhappy Duke of Orleans and
the Princess, who, neither daring to remain at a greater
distance from the King, nor in his sight appear separate

from cach other, were riding side by side, yet with an

interval of two or three yards betwixt them, a space which
timidity on the one side, and aversion on the other, pre-

vented them from diminishing, while neither dared to in-

crease it. :

Dunois Jooked in the direction of the King’s signal, an
as the situation of his unfortunate relative and the destined
bride reminded bhim of nothing so much as of two dogs,
which, forcibly linked together, remain nevertheless as widely
separated as the length of their collars will permit, he could
not help shaking his head, though he ventured not on any
other reply to the hypocritical tyrant.  Louis seemed to guess
his thonghts. ’

“ 1t will be a peaceful and quiet household they will keep
—not much disturbed with children, I shonld avgur.* But
these are not always a blessing.”

1t was, perhaps, the recollection of his own filial ingrati-
tude that made the King pause as he uttered the last reflec-
tion, and which converted the sneer that trembled on his
lip into something resembling an expression of contrition.
But he instantly proceeded in another tone,

* Here the King touches on the very purpose for which he pressed on
the match with §uch tyrannic severity, which was, that as the Princess's
personal deformity admitted little chance of its being fruitful, the branch
of Orleans, which was next in succession to the crown, might be, by the
waant of heirs, wca}:ened or extinguished, Ina letter to the Compte de
D,amntarten, Louis, speaking of his daughter's match, says, “Quiils
?cgnrmgnt pas bf:aucoupdd’amt;;ms @ nourrir les enfans que najtroient de

ur union ; mais cependant elle aura e, quelque chose qu'on en puisse
dire."—~WRAXALL'S Hirtory cf Franes, vol?!. ; 143, nct‘i.,

)
3

}
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“Frankly, my Dunois, much as I revere the holy sacra-
ment of matrimony ” (here he crossed himself), “1 would
rather the house of Otleans raised for me such gallant soldiets
as thy father and thyself, who share the blood-royal of France
withott claiming its rights, than that the country should be
torn 10 picces, like to England, by wars arising from the
rivaley of legitimate candidates for the crown. The lion
should never have mare than one cub.”

Dunois sighed and was silent, conscious that contradicting
his arbitrary Savereign might well hurt hus kinsman's interests,
but could do him no service; yet he could not forbear
adding, in the next moment—

“Since your Majesty has alluded to the birth of my father,
T must needs own, that, setting the frailty of his parents on
one side, he might be termed happrer, and more fortunate,
as the son of lawless love, than of conjugal hatred ”

“Thou art a scandalous fellow, Dunois, to speak thus of
holy wedlock,” answered Lows jestingly. * But to the dewil
with the discourse, for the boar is unharboured.—Lay on the
dogs, in the name of the holy Saint Hubert 1—FHa! bat tra-
la talinla ) "—And the King’s horn rung mernly through the
woods as he pushed forward on the chase, followed by two
or three of his guards, amongst whom was our friend Quentin
Dureard.  And here it was remarkable, that, even in the
keen prosecution of his favourite sport, the King, in indul-
gence of his caustic disposition, found leisure to amuse him-

self by tormenting Cardinal Balue.

It ®as one of that able statesman’s weaknesses, as we have

‘ c!scvr!\crc hinted, to suppose himself, though of low rank
. and limited education, quahfied to phy the courner ad the
' oan of gallantry. He did not, indeed, actually enter the

hs'u of chivalrons combat, hike Becket, or levy soldiers hike
b w orsc?. Bt mllantry, in which they also were proficients,
5“4 his professed pursuit; and he likewise affected great
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fondness for the martial amusement of the chase. Vet,
however well he might succeed with certain ladies, to whom
his power, his wealth, and his influence as a statesman, might
atone for deficiencies in appearance and manners, the gallant
horses, which he purchased at almost any price, were totally
insensible to the dignity of carrying a Cardinal, and paid no
more respect to him than they would have done to his father,
the carter, miller, or tailor, vhom he rivalled in horseman-
ship. The King knew this, and by alternately exciting and
checking his own horse, he brought that of the Cardinal,
whom he kept close by his side, into such a state of mutiny
against his rider, that it became apparent they must soon
part company ; and then, in the midst of its starting, bolting,
rearing, and lashing out, alternately, the royal tormentor
rendered the rider miserable, by questioning him upon many
affairs of importance, and hinting his purpose to take that
opportunity of communicating to him some of those secrets
>of state, which the Cardinal had but a little while before

. med so anxious to learn.*

A more awkward situation could hardly be imagined, than
that of a privy-councillor forced to listen to and reply to his

* A friendly, though unknown correspondent, has pointed out to me
that T have been mistaken in alleging that the Cardinal was a bad rider,
If so, I owe his memory an apology ; for there are few men who, until
my latter days, have loved that cxercise better than myself. But the
Cardinal may have been an indifferent horseman, though he swished to
be looked upon as equal to the dangers of the chase. He was a mas
of assumption and ostentation, as he showed at the siege of Paris in
1465, where, contrary to the custom and usage of war, he mounted
guard during the night with an unusual sound of clarions, trumpets, and
other instruments, In imputing to the Cardinal a want of skill in
horscz:n:mship, I recollected his adventure in Pavis when attacked by,
assassins, on which occasion his mule, being scared by the crowd, .
away with the rider, and taking its course to a monastery, 1o the ablxe
of which he formerly belonged, was the means of saving his mast® - 4
life.—~Ses Jeaxn DE TROYES' Chronich,
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sovereign, while each fresh gambade of his unmanageable
horse placed him in a new and more precarious attitude—
his violet robe fiying loose in every direction, and nothing
securing him from an instant and penlous fall, save the depth
of the saddle, and its height before and behind. Dunois
Lughed without restraint ; while the King, who had a private
mode of enjoying his jest inwardly, sithout laughing aloud,
mildly rebuked his minister on his eager passion for the
chase, which would not permit him to dedicate a few
moments to business. *“I will no longer be your hindrance
to a course,” continued he, addressing the terrified Cardinal,
and giving his own horse the remn at the same time.

Before Balue could utter a word by way of answer or
apology, his horse, seizing the it with his teeth, went forth
at an uncontrollable gallop, soon leaving behind the King
and Dunois, who follow:d ll a more regulated pace, enjoy-
ing the s d; di I any of our
readers has chanced to be run nw.-xy with 1n his tume (as we
ourselves have in ours), he will have a full sense at once of
the pain, peril, and sbsurdity of the situation. Those four
limbs of the quadruped, which, no w2y under the rider’s con-
trol, nor sometimes under that of the creature they more
properly belong to, fly at such a mate as if the hindermost
meant to overtake the foremost—those elinging legs of the
biped which we so often wish safely planted on the green
sward, but which now only augment our distress by pressing
the animal’s sides—the hands which have forsaken the bndle
for the mane—the body which, instead of sitting upnight on
the centre of pravity, as old Angelo used to recommend, or
stooping forward Iike 2 jockey's at Newmarket, lies, rather
than hangs, crouched upon the back of the ammal, with no
better chance of saving itself than a sack of com—combine
to make & picture more than sufficiently ludicrous to specta-
tors, however uncomfortable to the exhibitor. But add to
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this some singularity of dress or appearance on the part of
the unhappy cavalier—a robe of office, a splendid uniform,
or any other peculiarity of costume,—and let the scene of
action be a race-course, a review, a procession, or any other
place of concourse and public display, and if the poor wight
would escape being the object of a shout of inexﬁnguxshaplc
laughter, he must contrive to break a limb or two, or, which
will be more effectual, to be killed on the spot; for on no
slighter condition will his fall excite anything like serious
sympathy. On the present occasion, the short violet-coloured
gown of the Cardinal, which he used as a riding-dress (having
changed his long robes before he left the Castle), his scarlet
stockings and scarlet hat, with the Jong strings hanging down,
together with his utter helplessness, gave infinite zest to his
cxhibition of horsemanship.

The horse, having taken matters entirely into his own
hand, flew rather than galloped up a long green avenue,
overtook the pack in hard pursuit of the boar, and then,
having overturned one or two yeomen prickers, who little
expected to be charged in the rear,~—having ridden down
several dogs, and greatly confused the chase,—animated by
the clamorous expostulations and threats of the huntsman,
carried the terrified Cardinal past the formidable animal
itself, which was rushing on at a speedy trot, furious and em-
bossed with the foam which he chumned around his tusks.
Balue, on beholding himself so near the boar, set up a
dreadful cry for help, which, or perhaps the sight of the
boar, produced such an effect on his horse, that the animal
interrupted its headlong career by suddenly springing to one
side; so that the Cardinal, who had long kept his seat only
because the motion was straight forward, now fell heavily to
the ground. The conclusion of Balue’s chase took place so
near the boar, that, had not the animal been at that moment
too much engaped about hiz ovn sfialr, the vicinity might
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have proved as fatal to the Cardinal, 28 it is said to have
done to Favila, King of the Visigoths, of Spain. The
powerful churchman got off, however, for the fright, and,
crawling as hastily as he could out of the way of hounds
and huntsmen, saw the whole chase sweep by him without
affording lim assistance; for hunters in those days were as
little moved by sympathy for such misfortuncs as they ate in
our own-

,'I'hc King, 2s he passed, said to Dunois, * Yonder lies his
E: nce low gh—he is no great though for
a fisher (when a sccret is to be caught) he may match Saint
Peter himsell, He has, however, for once, I think, met with
his match.”

The Cardinal did not hear the words, but the scomnful
look with which they were spoken led fum to suspect their
generad import.  The dewil is said to seize such opportunities
of temptation as was now afforded by the passions of Balue,
bitterly moved as they had been by the scom of the King.
‘The momentary fright was over so soon as he had assured
himself that his fall was harmless; but mortified vanity, and
resentment against his Sovereign, had a much longer influ.
ence on his feclings.

After all the chase had passed him, a single cavalier, who
seemed rather to be a spectator than a partaker of the sport,
ode up with one or two attendants, and expressed no small
surprisc to find the Cardinal upon the ground, without a harse
orattendants, 2nd in such a plight as planly showed the nature
of the accident which had placed him there. To dismount,
and offer his assistance in this predicament,—to cause one
of his attendants resign a staid and quet palfrey for the
Cardinal's use—to express his surpnse at the customs of the
¥rench Court, which thus permitted them to abandon to the
dangers of the chase, and forsake in his need, their wisest
statesman, were the mtural modes of assistanra wnl ~an-




&
lation whichso S gea gencontre gupplied t© Crevecoeurs
r it was Bur dy amb! sador who came to the
ssistance © e fallen Cardi

\ i ky time and humour for

Assure Crévecoeur uk d
his person and talents and not without & feeling of temptd-
tion, whe the Count hinted at the munificence of his masters

disposition, and the rich benefices of 1S,
until the accident, as ¥ have celated, had highly jmtated
him, thats stung With wounded yanity, he resotved; in a fatal

hour, to show Louis X1 that no enemy can be §O dangerous

On the present occasion;
to separate from him, lest th
po‘mted him a meeting for the evening in ¢
Martin's at Tours, after vesper service ; and that In 2 ton
which assured the Burgundia® that hi i
an advantage hardly to have been hoped for, except in sue
a moment of exasperation-

In the meanwhile, Louis, who, though the most poli
Prince of his time, upon this, as on other occasions,
suffercd his passions 10 interfere with his prudencé follos
contentedly the chase of the wild boar, Which Was now ¢
to an interesting point. 1t had s0 nappened that a souf

(f.es 0 the language of the period; & boar of only tWO 3
old) had crossed the track of the proper object of the ¢!
and withdrawn in pursuit of him all the dogs (except t
three couple of old staunch boundsk and the greater P



Quentin Durvard, 139

the huntsmen, ‘The King saw, with internal glee, Duncis, as
well as others, follow upon this false scent, and en)ayed in
secret the thought of triumphing over that

knight, in the art of vencrie, which was then thought ‘almost
a3 glorious as war. Louis was well mounted, and followed
close on the hounds; so that, when the original boar tumed
to bay in & marshy piece of ground, there was no one near
him but the King himsclf,

Louis showed all the bravery and expentness of an expeti-
enced huntsman ; for, unheeding the danger, he rode up to
the tremendous animal, which was defending itself with fury
2gainst the dogs, and struck him with his boarspear ; yet, as
the horse shyed from the boar, the blow was not so effectual
23 ¢ither to kill or disable him. No effort could prevail on
the horse to charge & second time; so that the King, dis-
mounting, advanced on foot against the furious animal, hold-
ing naked in his hand one of those short, sharp, straight, and
pointed swords, which huntsmen used for such encounters,
‘The boar instantly quitted the dogs 10 rush on his human
enemy, while the King, taking his station, and posting him-
self firmly, presented the sword, with the purpose of aiming
it at the boar's throat, or rather chest, within the collar-bone ;
in which case, the weight of the beast, and the mpetuosity
of its carcer, would have served to accelerate its own destruc-
tion. But, owing to the wetness of the ground, the King's
foot slipped, just as this delicatc 2nd penlous manauvre
ought to have been accomplished, so that the point of the
sword encountenng the cuirass of bnstles on the outside of
the creature’s shoulder, glanced off without making any im-
pression, and Louis fell flat on the ground, ‘This was so far
fortunate for the Monarch, because the animal, owing to the
King’s fall, missed his blow 1n his tum, and in passmg on]y
rent with his teek the Kirg’s short hunlmg-‘“ e
Fipping up his thigh, But when, afier running & Lttle/.
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in the fury of his course, the boar turned to repeat his attack
on the Is.mg at the moment when he was rising, the life of
Louis was in imminent danger. At this critical moment,
Quentin Durward, who had been thrown out in the chase by
the slowness of his horse, but who, nevertheless, had luckily
distinguished and followed the blast of the King’s hom, rode
up, and transfixed the animal with his spear.

The King, who had by this time recovered his feet, canie
in turn to Durward’s assistance, and cut the animal’s throat
with his sword. Before speaking a word to Quentin, he
measured the huge creature not only by paces, but even by
feet—then wiped the sweat from his brow, and the blood
from his hands—then took off his hunting-cap, hung it on a
bush, and devoutly made his orisons to the little leaden
images which it contained--and at length, looking upon
Durward, said to him, “Is it thou, my young Scot?—thou
hast begun thy woodcraft well, and Maitre Pierre owes thee
as good entertainment as he gave thee at the Fleur-de-Lys
yonder.—Why dost thou not speak? Thou hast last thy
forwardness and fire, methinks, at the Court, where others
find both.”

Quentin, as shrewd a youth as ever Scottish breeze
breathed caution into, had imbibed more awe than confi-
dence towards his dangerous master, and was far too wise
to embrace the perilous permission of familiarity which
he scemed thus invited to use. He answered in very few
and well-chosen words, that if he ventured to address his
Majesty at all, it could be but to crave pardon for the rustic
boldness with which he had conducted himself when igno-
rant of his high rank.

*Tush ! man,” said the King; “1 forgive thy sauciness
for thy spirit and shrewdness. I admired how near thou
didst hit upon my gossip Tristan’s occupation.  You have
pearly tasted of his handiwork since, as 1 am given to
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understand. I bid thee beware of him; he is a merchant
who deals in rough bracelets and tight nechlaces.  Help me
to my horse—I like thee, and will do thee good. Build on
no man’s favour but mine—not even on thine uncle’s or
Lord Crawford's—-and say nothing of thy timely aid in this
matter of the boar; for if & man makes boast that he has
served a Fing in such a pinch, he must take the braggart
humour for its own recompense.”

The King then winded his horn, which brought up Dunois
and several attendants, whose compliments he received on
the slaughter of such a noble animal, without scrupling to
appropriate & much greater share of ment than actually be-
Tonged to him; for he mentioned Durward's assistance as
slightly as a sportsman of rank, who, in boasting of the
number of birds which he h:xs bagged, does not always
dilate upon the f and of the keep
He then ordcrcd Dunois to see that the boar's carcass was
sent to the brotherhood of Saint Martin, at Tours, to mend
their fare on holy-days, and that they might remember the
King in their private devotions.

“And,” said Louis, “who hath seen his Emmence my
Lord Cardinal? Methunks 1t were but poor courtesy, and
cold regard to Holy Church, to leave bim afoot here in the
forest.”

“May it please you, Sire,” said Quentin, when he saw that
all were silent, “I saw hus Lordship the Cardinal accommo-
dated with a horse, on which he left the forest.”

“Yeaven cares for its own,” replicd the King  “Set fo~
ward to the Castle, my lords; wl'll hunt no wore &%
moming —You, Sir Squire,” addressing Quentin, *reach =
my wood-knife—it has dropped from the sheath besiie e
quarry there.  Ride on, Dunois—1I follow ineramiie”®

Louis, whose lightest motions were ofteX, ot R
stratagems, thus gained an oppertmity; ™ ez
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privately, “ My bonny Scot, thou hast an eye, I see—Canst
thou tell me who helped the Cardinal to a palfrey ?—Some
stranger, 1 should suppose; for, as J passed without stop-
ping, the courtiers would likely be in no huny to do him
such a timely good tumn.” n

«] saw those who aided his Eminence but an instant,
Sire,” said Quentin ; “it was only a hasty glance, for I had
been unluckily thrown out, and was riding fast, to be in my
place ; but I think it was the Ambassador of Burgundy and
his people.”

“Ha !” said Louis.—* Well, be it so—France will match
them yet.”

There was nothing more remarkable happened, and the
King, with his retinue, returned to the Castle.

CHAPTER X.
THE SENTINEL,

Where should this music be? i’ the air, or the carth?
The Tempest.

T was all ear,
And took in strains that might create a soul
Under the ribs of death.

Comus,

QuenTIy had hardly reached his little cabin, in order to
make some necessary changes in his dress, when his worthy
relative required to know the full particulars of all that had
befallen him at the hunt.

The youth, who could not help thinking that his uncle’s
hand was probably more powerful than his understanding,
took care, in his reply, to leave the King in full possession
of the victory which he had seemed desirous to appropriate.
Le Balafr€'s reply was a boast of how much better he him-
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seIf wonld have behaved in the fike circomstances, end it
was mized with & gentle censure of his nephew’s slackness,
in not making in to the Kiny's assistance, when he might be
in imminent peril. ‘The youth had prudence, in answer, to
abstain from all farther vindication of his own conduct,
except that, 2ccording to the rules of wooderaft, be beld it
ungentle 1o interfere with the game attacked by another
hunter, unless he was specially called upon for his assist-
ance. This discussion was scarcely ended, when occasion
was sforded Quentin to congratulate himself for observing
some reseTvt tovmds ms Lmsxmn. A law tap at the doar

d a Iy opened, and Olver
Dain, or Mauvaus, ot Dmble‘ (or by all these names he was
known, entered the apartment,

This able but most unpnncp\ed man has been already
described, in so far as his exterior is concerned.  The aptest
resemblance of his motions and manners might perbaps
be to those of the domestic eat, which, while couching
tetming slumber, or ghding through the apanment with
slow, sealthy, and timd steps, 13 now engaged in watching
the hole of some unfortunate mouse, now m rubbing bersalf
with apparent confidence and fondness agumst those by
whoam she desites to be caressed, and, presently after, 1
fiying upon her prey, or scratching, perhaps, the very obers
of ber former cajolements,

He entered with stooping shoulders, a humble and modes
Jook, and threw such a degree of cisility 1o bis address to
the Seignior Balafré, that no one who saw the iervew
could bave avoided concluding that he came 10 ask 2 bocn
cf the Scottish Archer. He congratuimted Lesls ¢
excellent conduct of his young kinsman m the cizse
1y, which, he observed, had attracted the King. e
ttention.  He here paused for a reply; and v =5 oves
£r=d on the ground, save just when coce o tnce ey e
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upwards to take a side glance at Quentin, he heard Balafré
observe, “That his Majesty had been unlucky in not having
himself by his side instead of his nephew, as he would
questionless have made in, and speared the brute, o matter
which he understood Quentin had left upon his Majesty’s
royal hands, so far as he could learn the story. But it will
be a lesson to his Majesty,” he said, “while he lives, to
mount & man of my inches on & better horse ; for how could
my great hill of a Flemish dray-horse keep-up with his
Majesty’s Norman runner? I am sure I spurred till his
sides were furrowed. It is ill considered, Master Oliver, and
you must represent it to his Majesty.”

Master Oliver only replied to this observation by turning
towards the bold bluff ‘speaker one of those slow, dubious
glances, which, accompanied by a slight motion of the hand,
and a gentle depression of the head to one side, may be
cither interpreted as a mute assent to what is said, or as a
cautious deprecation of farther prosecution of the subject. It
was a keener, more scrutinising glance, which he bent on the
youth, as he said, with an ambiguous smile, “So, young
man, i5 it the wont of Scotland to suffer your Princes to be
endangered for the lack of aid, in such emergencies as this
of to-day ¢ ™

“It is our custom,” answered Quentin, determined to
throw no farther light on the subject, “not to encumber them
with assistance in honourable pastimes, when they can aid
themselves without it. We hold that a Prince in a hunting
field must take his chance with others, and that he comes
there for the very purpose. What were woodcraft without
fatigue and without danger?”

*You hear the silly boy,” said his uncle; “that is always
the way with him; he hath an answer or a reason ready
to be rendered to every one. 1 wonder whence he hath
caught the gift; I never could give & renson for angthing I
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have ever done in my life, except for eating when I was
ahungry, calling the muster-roll, and such points of duty as
the ke

“And pray, worthy Seignior,” said the royal tonsor, look-
ing at him from under his eyelids, *“ what might your reason
be for calling the muster-roll on such occasions ?”

“Because the Captain commanded me,” said Le Balafré,
“ By Saint Giles, I know no other reason! If he had com-
manded Tyrie or Cunningham, they must have done the
same.”

“A most military final cause!” said Oliver—"' But,
Seignior Le Balafré, you will be glad, doubtless, to learn,
that his Majesty is 5o far from being displeased with your
nephew’s conduct, that he hath selected him to execute a
picce of duty this afternoon.”

* Sclected Aem §7 said Balafré, in great surprise ;—* Selected
sme, ¥ suppose, you mean?”

T mean precisely as I speak,” replied the barber, in a
mild but decided tone; *the King hath a commission with
which to entrust your nephew.”

“Why, wherefore, and for what reason?” said Balafré;
“why doth he choose the boy, and not me?”

“I can go no farther back than your own ultimate cause,
Seignior Le Dalafré; such are his Majesty’s commands.
But,” s2id he, “if 1 might use the presumption to form a
conjecture, it may be his Majesty hath work 1o do, fitter for a
youth like your nephew, than for an experienced warrior like
yourself, Seignior Balafré,—\Wherefore, young gentleman, get
your weapons and follow me.  Bring with you a harquebuss,
for you are to mount sentinel”

*Sentinel1* said the uncle—* Are you sure you are right,
Master Oliver? The inner guards of the Castle have eser
been mounted by these only who have (like me) served
twelve pears in cur bonounble body.®
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“J am quite certain of his Majesty’s pleasure,” said Oliver,
“and must no longer delay exccuting it.”

“But,” said Le Balafré, “my nephew is not even a free
Archer, being only an Esquire, serving under my lance.”

“Pardon me,” answered Oliver, “the King sent for the
register not half-an-hour since, and enrolled him among the
Guard.—Have the goodness to assist to put your nephew in
order for the service.”

Balafré, who had no ill-nature, or even much jealousy, in
his disposition, hastily set about adjusting his nephew’s dress,
and giving him directions for his conduct under arms, but
was unable to refrain from larding them with interjections of
surprise at such luck chancing to fall upon the young man
so carly.

“Tt had never taken place before in the Scottish Guard,”
he said, “not even in his own instance.  But doubtless his
service must be to mount guard over the popinjays and
Indian peacocks, which the Venctian ambassador had lately
presented to the King—it could be nothing else; and such
duty being only fit for a beardless boy” (here he twirled his
own grim mustaches), “he was glad the lot had fallen on his
fair nephew.”

Quick, and sharp of wit, as well as ardent in fancy, Quentin
saw visions of higher importance in this early summons to the
royal presence, and his heart beat high at the anticipation of
rising into speedy distinction. He determined carefully to
watch the manners and language of his conductor, which he
suspected must, in some cases at least, be interpreted by
contraries, as soothsayers are said to discover the interpreta-
tion of dreams. He could not but hug himself on having
observed strict secrecy on the events of the chase, and then
formed a resolution, which, for so young a person, had
much prudence in it, that while he breathed the air of this
lel}ded and mysterious Court, he would keep his thoughts’
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locked in his bosom, and Lis tongue under the most careful
regulation.

His equipment was soon complete, and, with his harque-
huss on his shoulder (for though they retained the name of
Archers, the Scottish Guard very early substituted firearms
for the long-bow, 10 the use of which their nation never ex-
celled), he followed Master Oliver out of the barrack.

His uncle looked long after him, with 2 countenance in
which wonder was blended with curiosity ; and though neither
envy por the malignant feelings which it engenders, entered
into his honest meditations, there was yet a sense of wounded
or diminished self-importance, which mingled with the pleasure
excited by his nephew’s favourable commencement of service.

He shook his head gravely, opened a privy cupboard, took
out a large dottrine of stout old wine, shook it to examine
how low the contents had ebbed, filled and drank a hearty
cup ; then took his seat, half rechning, on the great oaken
settle, and having once again slowly shaken his head, received
s0 much apparent benefit from the oscillation, that, like the
toy called 2 mandarin, he continued the motion until he
dropped into a slumber, from which he was first roused by
the signal to dinner.

When Quentin Durward left his uncle to these sublire
medittions, he followed his conductor, Master Oliver, who,
without erossing any of the principal courts, fed him partly
through private passages exposed to the open air, but chiefly
Mb 3 maze of stairs, vaults, and galleries, commumeating
fnhcu.h other by secret doors, and at unexpected points,
ints & large and spacious latticed gallery, which, from its
breadth, might have been almost termed 2 hall, hung with
tapestry more ancient than beautiful, and with & very few of
the hard, cold, ghastly-looking pictures, belonging to the first
dawn of the ats, which preceded their splendid sonrise,
These were designed to represent the Paladins of Charle-
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magne, who made such a distinguished figure'in the romantic
history of France ; and as the gigantic form of the celebrated
Orlando constituted the most prominent figure, the apart-
ment acquired from him the title of Roland’s Hall, or
Roland’s Gallery.®

“You will keep watch here,” said Oliver, in a low whisper,
as if the hard delineations of monarchs and warriors around
could have been offended at the elevation of his voice, or as
if he had feared to awaken the echoes that lurked among the
groined vaults and Gothic drop-work on the ceiling of this
huge and dreary apartment.

“IVhat are the orders and signs of my watch?” answered
Quentin, in the same suppressed tone. :

“Is your harquebuss loaded ?” replied Oliver, without
answering his query.

“That,” answered Quentin, “is soon done;” and pro-
ceeded to charge his weapon, and to light the slow-match
(by which when necessary it was discharged) at the embers
of a wood fire, which was expiring in the huge hall chimney
—a chimney itself so large, that it might have been called a
Gothic closet or chapel appertaining to the hall.

When this was performed, Oliver told him that he was
ignorant of one of the high privileges of his own corps, which
only received orders from the King in person, or the High
Constable ¢f France, in lieu of their own officers.  “ You are
placed here by his Majesty’s command, young man,” added
Oliver, “and you will not be long here without knowing
wherefore you are summoned. Meantime your walk extends
along this gallery. You are permitted to stand still while
you list, but on no account to sit down, or quit your weapon.

® Charlemagne, 1 suppose, on account of his unsparing rigour to the
Saxons, and other heathens, was accounted 2 saint during the dark ages;

and Louis X1I., as one of his successors, honoured his shrine with peculiar
observance. .
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You are not to sing aloud, or whistle, upon any account;
but you may, if you list, mutter some of the Church’s prayers,
or what else you list that has no offence in it, in a low voice.
Farewell, and keep good watch.”

“Good watch 1™ thought the youthful soldier as his guide
stole away from him with that nolseless gliding step which
was peculiar to tim, and vanished through a side door
bebind the atras—“Good watch! but upon whom, and
against whom ?—for what, save bats or rats, are there here
to contend with, unless these grim old representatives of
humanity should start into life for the disturbance of my
guard? Well, it is my duty, I suppose, and I must per-
form it"

With the vigorous purpose of discharging his duty, even
1o the very rigour, he tried to while away the ume with
some of the pious hymns which he had leamed in the
convent in which he had found shelter after the death of his
Tather—altowing in his own mind, that, but for the change of
anavice’s frock for the rich military dress which he now wore,
his soldierly walk in the royal gallery of France resembled
LEreatly those of which he had tired excessnely in the
clotstered seclusion of Aberbrothick.

Presently, as if to convince himsclf he now belonged nat
to the cell but to the world, he chanted to himself, but in
such tone as not to exceed the License given to him, some
of the ancient rude ballads which the old family harper had
taught him, of the defeat of the Danes at Aberlemno and
Forres, the murder of King Duffus at Forfar, and other pithy
sonnets and lays, which appertuned to the hustory of his
distant native country, and particularly of the district to
which he belonged. This wore away a considerable space
of time, and it was now more than two hours past noon,
when Quentin was reminded by hus appetite, that the good
Gthers of Aberbrothick, bowever strics in demandizg hir

~



™,

" voice by whith he had been enchanted on the preceding day.
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attendance upon the hours of devotion, were no less punctual

* in summoning him to those of refection ; whereas here, in

the interior of a royal palace, after a morning spent in exer-
cise, and a noon exhausted in duty, no man seemed to
consider it as a natural consequence that he must be im-
patient for his dinner.

There are, however, charms in sweet sounds which can
lull to rest even the natural feelings of impatience, by which
Quentin was now visited. At the opposite extremities of the
long hall or gallery, were two large doors, ornamented with
heavy architraves, probably opening into different suites of
apartments, to which the gallery served as a medium of
mutual communication.  As the sentinel directed his solitary
walk betwixt these two entrances, which formed the boundary
of his duty, he was startled by a strain of music, which was
suddenly waked near one of those doors, and which, at least
in his imagination, was a combination of the same lute and

All the dreams of yesterday morning, so much weakened by
the agitating circumstances which he had since undergone,
again rose more vivid from their slumber, and, planted on
the spot where his ear could most conveniently drink in the
sounds, Quentin remained, with his harquebuss shouldered,
his mouth half open, ear, eye, and soul directed to the spot,
rather the picture of a sentinel than a living form,~without
any other idea, than that of catching, if possible, each passing
sound of the dulcet melody.,

These delightful sounds were but partially heard—they
languished, lingered, ceased entirely, and were from time to
time renewed after uncertain intervals. But, besides that
music, like beauty, is often most delightful, or at least most
interesting to the imagination, when its charms are but
partially displayed, and the imagination is left to fill up what
is from distance but imperfectly detniled, Quentin had mattey
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enough to £l up his revere daring the fotervals of fascina.
tion. He could not doubt, from the report of his uncle’s
comrades, and the scene which had passed in the presence-
chamber that moming, that the syren who thus delighted
his ears, was not, as he had profanely supposed, the daughter
or ki of a base Cabaretier, but the same disguised
and distressed Countess, for whose cause Kings and Princes
were now about to buckle on armour, and put lance in rest.
A hundred wild dreams, such as romantic and adventurous
youth readily nourished in a romantic and adventurous age,
chased from his eyes the bcdi]y prcsenumcnl of the actual
seene, and sub d their own bx , when
at once, and rudely, they were bamshed by a mugh grasp
1aid upon his weapon, and a harsh voice which exclaimed,
close to his ear, “Hal Pasgues-dien, Sit Squire, methinks
you keep sleepy ward here 1

The voice was the tuneless, yet impressive and ironical
tone of Maitre Picrre, and Quentin, suddenly recalled to
himsell, saw, with shame and fear, that he had, in hisrevene,
permitted Louis himself~entering probably by some secret
door, and ghding along by the wall, or behind the tapestry
—toapproach him so neatly, as almost to master his weapon.

The first impulsc of hus surpnse was to free his harquebuss
by a violent exertion, which made the King stagger back-
¥rd into the hall  His next apprehension was, that in
obeying the animal instinct, as it mzy bc termcd, which

prompts a bave ma * e, Ol Ve, ':’
had aggravated, by ¢ . v v
displeasure produce* *- = - N
performed hisduty « . !, r . - |
he recovered bis he - ¢ vr. v x
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before the Monarel, w .. *
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attendance upon the hours of devotion, were no less punctual
in summoning him to those of refection; whereas here, in
the interior of a royal palace, after a moming spent in exer-
cise, and a noon exhausted in duty, no man seemed to
consider it as a natural consequence that he must be im-
patient for his dinner,

There are, however, charms in sweet sounds which can
lull to rest even the natural feelings of impatience, by which
Quentin was now visited. At the opposite extremities of the
long hall or gallery, were two large doors, oramented with
heavy architraves, probably opening into different suites of
apartments, to which the gallery served as a medium of
mutual communication. As the sentinel directed his solitary
walk betwixt these two entrances, which formed the boundary
of his duty, he was startled by a strain of music, which was
suddenly waked near one of those doors, and which, at least
in his imagination, was a combination of the same lute and

- voice by which he had been enchanted on the preceding day.

All the dreams of yesterday morning, so much weakened by
the agitating circumstances which he had since undergone,
again rose more vivid from their slumber, and, planted on
the spot where his ear could most conveniently drink in the
sounds, Quentin remained, with his harquebuss shouldered,
his mouth half open, ear, eye, and soul directed to the spot,
rather the picture of a sentinel than a living form,—without
any other idea, than that of catching, if possible, each passing
sound of the dulcet melody.

These delightful sounds were but partially heard—they
languished, lingered, ceased entirely, and were from time to
time renewed after uncertain intervals, But, besides that
music, like beauty, is often most delightful, or at least most
interesting to the imagination, when its charms are but
partially displayed, and the imagination is left to fill up what
is from distance but imperfectly detailed, Ouentin had mattey
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enough to fill up his reverie daring the otervals of fascina.
tion. He could not doubt, from the report of his uncle's
comrades, and the scene which had passed in the presence
chamber that moming, that the syren who thus dchgbtcd
his ears, was not, as he had prof: d, the daugh

or ki of & base Cab butlhes:mcdxsgmscd
and distressed Countess, for whose cause Kings and Princes
were now about to buckle on armour, and put lance in rest.
A hundred wild dreams, such as mmanuc and adventurous

youth readily ished in a and ad age,
chased from his eyes the bodily pn:cmxmcnt of lhc actual
scene, and substituted their own bewil when

at once, and rudely, they were banished by a rough grasp
hid upon his weapon, and a harsh voice which exclaimed,
close to his ear, “Hal Pasguesdien, Sir Squire, methinks
you keep sleepy ward here1”

The voice was the tuncless, yet mpressive and ironical
tone of Maitre Pierre, and Quentin, suddmly recalled to
himself, saw, with shame and fw. that he had, in hisreverie,

d Louis himself- bably by some secret
dour, and glding along by the w;\]l or behind the tapestry
—tospproach him so nearly, #s almost to master his ncapon.

The first lmpulsc of his surprise was to free his harquebuss
by 1 violent exertion, which made the King stagger back-
ward into the hall  His next apprehension was, that in
obering the animal instinct, as it may be termed, which
prompts 2 brave man to resist an attempt to disarm him, he
"’d 3agravated, by a personal struggle with the King, the

duced by the neglg with which he had
P"f"med his duty upon guard; and, under this impression,
he recovered his harqucbuss without almost knowing what
ke did, and, having agsin shouldered 1, stood mouonless
before the Monarch, whom he bad reason to conclude be
bad mortally offended.
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Louis, whose tyrannical disposition was less founded on
natural ferocity or cruelty of temper, than on cold-blooded
policy and jealous suspicion, had, nevertheless, a share of
that caustic severity which would have made him a despot in
ptivate conversation, and always seemed to enjoy the pain
which he inflicted on occasions like the present. But he did
not push his triumph far, and contented himself with saying,
—*Thy service of the morning hath already overpaid some
negligence in so young a soldier—Hast thou dined ?”

Quentin, who rather looked to be sent to the Provost-
Marshal, than greeted with such a compliment, answered
humbly in the negative. .

#Poor lad,” said Louis, in a softer tone than he usually
spoke in, “hunger hath made him drowsy.—I know thine
appetite is a wolf,” he continued ; “and I will save thee
from one wild beast as thou didst me from another ;—thou
hast been prudent too in that matter, and I thank thee for

. it—Canst thou yet hold out an hour without food ?”
' “Fourand-twenty, Sire,” replicd Durward, “or I were no
true Scot.” )

“I would not for another kingdom be the pasty which
should encounter thee after such a vigil,” said the King;
“but the question now is, not of thy dinner, but of my own.
I admit to my table this day, and in strict privacy, the
Cardinal Balue and this Burgundian—this Count de Créve-
cceur, and something may chance—the devil is most busy
when foes meet on terms of truce.”

He stopped, and remained silent, with a deep and gloomy
look. As the King was in no haste to proceed, Quentin at
length ventured to ask what his duty was to be in these
circumstances.

“To keep watch at the beauffet, with thy loaded weapon,”

said Louis; “ard if there is treason, to shoot the traitor
dm n
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“Treason, Sire! and in this guarded Castle]” exclaimed
Durward.

“You think it impossible,” said the King, not offended, it
would scem, by his frankness ; “but our history has shown
that treason can creep into an anger-hole—Treason excluded
by guards] O thou silly boy l—guis custodiat ipsos custodes
~~who shall exclude the treason of those very warders?”

*“Their Scottish honour,” answered Durward boldly.

“True; most right—thou pleasest me,” sud the King
cheerfully ; *the Scottish honour was ever true, and I trust
it accordingly.  But treasoni™—Here he relapsed into hus
former gloomy mood, and traversed the apartment with
unequal steps—“She sits at our feasts, she sparkles in our
bowls, she wears the beard of our counsellors, the smiles
of our courtiers, the crazy laugh of our jesters—above all,
she lies hid under the friendly air of 2 reconciled enemy.
Louis of Orleans trusted John of Burgundy—he was
murdered in the Rue Barbette. John of Burgundy trusted
the faction of Orleans—he was murdered on the bndge of
Montercau.—I will trust no one—no one. Hark ye; I will
keep my eye on that insolent Count ; ay, and on the Church-

man o0, whom I hold pot too faithful  When I say, Ecoss,
en asant,® shoot Crivecceur dead on the spot.”

“It is my duty,” said Quentin, “your Majesty's life being

endangered ”

“Certainly—I mean it no otherwise,” said the King.—
*Whatshould I get by slaying this insolent soldier?—Were
it the Constable Saint Paul indeed "—Here. he paused, as 1if
hc thought he had said a word too much, but resumed,
biwghing, “There's our brother-in-law, James of Scot-
hind—your own James, Quentin—pomarded the Douglas
,¥hen on 2 hospitable visit, within his own royal castle of
Skirlng »

¢ Forward, Scotlaod,



»t

154 Quentin Duyrward.

% Of Stirling,” said Quentin, “and so please your highness.
—It was a deed of which came little good.”

“Gtirling call you the castle? ” said the King, overlooking
the latter part of Quentin’s speech—* Well, let it be Stirling
—the name is nothing to the purpose. But I meditate no
injury to these men—none—It would serve me nothing.
They may not purpose equally fair by me.—I rely on thy
harquebuss.” '

“J shall be prompt at the signal,” said Quentin; “but
yet——-—«—”

“You hesitate,” said the King, *Speak out—I give thee
full leave, From such as thou art, hints may be caught
that are right valuable.”

“I would only presume to say,” replied Quentin, “that
your Majesty having occasion to distrust this Burgundian,
I marvel that you suffer him to approach so near your
person, and that in privacy.”

“Oh, content you, Sir Squire,” said the King. * There
are some dangers, which, when they are braved, disappear,
and which yet, when there is an obvious and apparent
dread of them displayed, become certain and inevitable.
When 1 walk boldly up to a swly mastiff, and caress
him, it is ten to one I soothe him to good temper; if
I show fear of him, he flies on me and rends me. I,
will be thus far frank with thee—1It concerns me nearly’
that this man returns not to his headlong master in a
resentful humour. I run my risk, therefore. I have never
shunned to expose my life for the weal of my kingdom,—
Follow me.” :

Louis led his young Life-guardsman, for whom he seemed
to have taken a special favour, through the side door by
which he had himself entered, saying, as he showed it him,
“He who would thrive at Court must know the private
wickets and concealed staircases—ay, and the traps and
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pixf.ﬂls of the patzce, as well a5 the pnncipal entrances, {old-
ing doors, and portals.”

After several turns and passages, the King entered a smxll
vaulted room, where a table was prepared for dinner with
three covers,  The whole fumiture and amangements of the
room were plin almost t0 meanness. A besuffet, or fold-
ing and movable cupboard, beld a few pieces of gold and
silver plate, and was the only article in the chamber which
had, in the slightest degree, the appearance of royalty.
Behind this cupboard, and completely hidden by it, was the
post which Louis assigned to Quentin Durward ; and after
having ascertained, by going to different parts of the room,
that he was innaible from all quarters, he gave him his Jast
charge—** Remember the word, Ecsse, en avant; and so
soon as ever I utter these sounds, throw down the screen—
spare not for cup or goblet, and be sure thott take good aim
2t Crivecrur—If thy piece fail, cling to hum, and use thy
knife—Ohver and I can deal with the Cardinal.”

Having thus spoken, he whistled aloud, and summoned
into the apartment Oliser, who was premier-valet of the
chamber as well as barber, and who, 1n fact, performed all
offices immediately connected with the King's person, and
who now appeared, attended by two old men, who were the
only assistants or waiters at the royal table.  So soon as the
King had taken his place, the visitors were admitied ; and
Quentin, though himself unscen, was so situated as to re-
mark all the particulars of the internew.

The King welcomed his visitors with a degree of cordiality
which Quentin had the utmost difficulty to reconcile with the
directions which he had previously reccived, and the purpose
for which he stood behind the beauffet with his deadly
weapon in readiness.  Not only did Lows appear totally free
from apprehension of any kind, but one would have sup-
feend that those visitors whora be had done the high bopour
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«Of Stirling,” said Quentin, *and so please your highness
—1It was a deed of which came little good.”

“Stirling call you the castle?” said the King, overlooking
the latter part of Quentin’s speech—*Well, let it be Stitling
—the name is nothing to the purpose. But I meditate no
injury to these men—none.—It would serve me nothing.
They may not purpose equally fair by me.~I rely on thy
harquebuss.” '

“J shall be prompt at the signal,” said Quentin; “but
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y “You hesitate,” said the King, *“Speak out~-I give thee
full leave, From such as thou art, hints may be caught
that are right valuable.”

“I would only presume to say,” replied Quentin, “that
your Majesty having occasion to distrust this Burgundian,
1 marvel that you suffer him to approach so near your
person, and that in privacy.”

“Oh, content you, Sir Squire,” said the King. * There
" are some dangers, which, when they are braved, disappear,
and which yet, when there is an obvious and apparent
dread of them displayed, become certain and inevitable.
When I walk boldly up to a surly mastiff, and caress
him, it is ten to one I soothe him to good temper; if
I show fear of him, he flies on me and rends me. 1:
will be thus far frank with thee—1It concerns me nearly
that this man returns not to his headlong master in a
resentful humour. I run my risk, therefore. I have never
shunned to expose my life for the weal of my kingdom.—.
Follow me.” .

Louis led his young Life-guardsman, for whom he seemed
to have taken a special favour, through the side door by
which he had himself entered, saying, as he showed it him,
“He who would thrive at Court must know the private
wickets and concealed staircases—ay, and the traps and
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pitfalls of the palace, as well as the principal entrances, fold-
ing doors, and portals.” .

After several turns and passages, the King entered a small
vaulted room, where a table was prepared for dinner with
three covers.  The whole fumiture and armangements of the
room were plain almost to meanness. A beauffet, or fold-
irg and movable cupboard, held a few pieces of gold and
silver plate, and was the only article in the chamber which
tad, in the slightest degree, the appearince of royalty.
Behind this cupboard, and completely hidden by it, was the
post which Louis assigned to Quentin Durward ; and after
Faving ascertained, by going to different parts of the room,
that he was invisible from all quarters, he gave him his last
tharge—** Remember the word, Zwsse, en aranf; and so
soon as ever 1 utter these sounds, throw down the sareen—
spare not for cup or goblet, and be sure thou take good aim
&t Crivecceur—1If thy piece fail, cling to him, and use thy
knife—Oliver and I can deal with the Cardinal”

Having thus spoken, he whistled aloud, and summoned
into the apartment Oliver, who was premicr-valet of the
chamber as well as barber, and who, in fact, performed all
offices immediately connected with the King's person, and
who now appeared, attended by two old men, who were the
only assistants or waiters at the royal table.  So soon as the
King had taken his place, the visitors were admtted ; and
Quentin, though himself unscen, was so siuated as to re-
mark alf the particulars of the intermew,

The King welcomed his visitors with a degree of cordiality
which Quentin had the utmost difficulty to reconcile with the
directions which he had previously received, and the purpose
for which he st00d behind the beauffet with his deadly
¥e1pon in readiness. Not only did Louis appear totally free
from apprehension of any kind, but one would have sup-
frend that these vastors whota he had done the hugh booour
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to admit to his table, wers the very persons in whom he
could most unreservedly confide, and whom he was most
willing to honour. Nothing could be more dignified, and,
at the same time, more courteous, than his demeanour.
While all around him, including even his own dress, was far
beneath the splendour which the petty princes of the kingdom,
displayed in their festivities, his own language and manners
were those of 2 mighty Sovereign in his most condescending
mood. Quentin was tempted to suppose, either that the
whole of his previous conversation with Louis had been a
dream, or that the dutiful demeanour of the Cardinal, and
the frank, open, and gallant bearing of the Burgundian noble,
had entirely erased the King's suspicion.

But whilst the guests, in obedience to the King, were in
the act of placing themselves at the table, his Majesty darted
one keen glance on them, and then instantly directed his
lock to Quentin's post. This was done in an instant; but
_ the glance conveyed so much doubt and hatred towards
his guests, such a peremptory injunction on Quentin to be
watchful in attendance, and prompt in execution, that no
room was left for doubting that the sentiments of Louis con-
tinued unaltered, and his apprehensions unabated.  He was,
therefore, more than ever astonished at the deep veil under
which that Monarch was able to conceal the movements of
his jealous disposition.

Appearing to have entirely forgotten the language which
Crévecceur had held towards him in the face of his Court,
the King conversed with him of old times, of events which
had occurred during his own exile in the tenitories of Bur-
gundy, and inquired respecting all the nobles with whom he
had been then familiar, as if that period had indeed been
the happiest of his life, and as if he retained towards all who
had contributed to soften the term of his exile, the kindest
and most grateful sentiments
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#To an ambassadar of another nation,” he said, * I would
ave thrown something of state into our reception ; but to
2n old fricnd, who oftcn shared my board at the Castle of
Gemappes,® 1 wished to show myself, as I love best to live,
ot Louis of Valois, as simple and plain as any of his Parisian
Ardands, Dut I directed them to male some better cheer
than ordinary for you, Sir Count, for I know your Bur-
gundian proverb, ¢ Miruz vault bin repas que bel kabit ;* and
therefore T bid them have some eare of our table,  For our
wine, you know well it is the subject of an old emulation
tetwin France and Burgundy, wlich we will presently
teconcile; for 1 will drink te jou in Burgundy, and you,
Sir Count, shall pledge we in Champagne.—Here, Olver,
1% me have a cup of bin Auxerre;® and he hummed
iy & song then well known—

M Auxerre ext ke Boision des Ko™

“Here, Rir Count, T &rink to the health of the noble Duke
©f Burgundy, our hind and loving cousin.—Olver, replerush
you golden cup with Vin de Rherrs, and give 1t to the
.Count on your knce—he sepresents our Joving brother.m—
My Lord Cardinal, we will ourself £ill your cup.”

“You hase already, Sire, even to oserflowng,” said the
Candinal, with the lowly mien of a favounte towards an
indu'zent master,

“PBecause we know that your Eminence can eamry it with
2 ¥ready hand,” sid Louis  “But which side do you
expoase in the great controversy —Sillery or Auxerre—
France or Burgundy 2%

“T il stand newtral, Sire,” said the Cardmal, “and re-
rlenish oy cup with Auvernat,®

Dunrg b mu&iﬂmﬁdr.ﬁ father's Lifctime, Genappes

;u';h-_xmu of ezile is ofen alloded to
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¢ A neutral has a perilous part to sustain,” said the King 3
but as he observed the Cardinal colour somewhat, he glided
from the subject, and added, ¢ But you prefer the Auvernat,
because it is so noble a wine it endures not water.—You,
Sir Count, hesitate to empty your cup. I trust you have
found no national bitterness at the bottom.”

« ¥ would, Sire,” said the Count de Crévecceur, “that all
national quarrels could be as pleasantly ended as the rivalry
betwixt our vineyards.”

«With time, Sir Count,” answered the King, ¢ with time
—such time as you have taken to your draught of Cham-
pagne.~And now that it is finished, favour me by putting
the goblet in your bosom, and keeping it as a pledge of our
regard. It is not to every one that we would part withit. It
belonged of yore to that terror of France, Henry V, of
England, and was taken when Rouen was reduced, and
those islanders expelled from Normandy by the joint arms
of France and Burgundy. It cannot be better bestowed
than on a noble and valiant Burgundian, who well knows
that on the union of these two nations depends the con-
tinuance of the freedom of the continent from the English
yoke.” :

The Count made a suitable answer, and Louis gave unre-
strained way to the satirical gniety of disposition which some-
times enlivened the darker shades of his character. Leading,
of course, the conversation, his remarks, always shrewd and
caustic, and often actually witty, were seldom good-natured,
and the anecdotes with which he illustrated them were often
thore humorous than delicate ; but iz no one word, syllable,
or letter, did he betray the state of mind of one who, appre-
hensive of assassination, hath in his apartment an armed
soldier, with his piece loaded, in order to prevent or anti-
cipate an attack on his person.

The Count of Crivecornr gave frankly in to the King's
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homour ; while the smooth churchman lawghed at every
jot and enh Tudi ides, without exhibiti
any shame at expressions which made the rustic young Scot
blash even in his place of concealment.®  In about an hour
and 2 half the tables were drawn; and the King, taking
corteous leave of his guests, gave the signal that it was his
desire to be alone.

So soon as all, even Oliver, had retired, he called Quentin
from his place of concealment; but with a voice so faint,
that the youth could scarce believe it to be the same which
kad 30 lately given animation to the jest, and zest to the
tale. As he approached, he saw an equal change in his
countenance.  The light of assumed vivacity had left the
King's cyes, the smile had deserted hus face, and he exhibited
ol the fatigue of a celebrated actor, when he has finished
the exhausth P jon of some f3 ite ch
ix:n I‘h';dl, while upon the stage, he had displayed the utmost
nﬂu!y.

“Thy watch is not yet over,” said he to Quentin—
“refresh thysell for an instant—yonder table aflords the
means—1I will then instruct thee in thy further duty. Mean-
while, it is ill talking between a full man and a fasting.”

He threw himsell back on his seat, covered his brow with
his hand, and was silent.

* The rature of Locis XL' conrne bomanr tay by ed
e who bave perused the *Cent Nouvelles A\vz"usg.;'“ﬁwhxc;::’t
Erouet 1han most Sillar collections of the e
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CHAPTER XL
THE HALL OF ROLAND,

Painters show Cupid blind—Hath Hymen cyes?
Or is his sight warp'd by those spectacles
Which parents, guardians, and advisers, lend him,
That he may Jook through them on lands and mansions, .
On jewels, gold, and all such rich dotations,
And sce their value ten times magnified ?—
Methinks *twill brook a question.
The Miseries of Enforced Marriage.

Louss the XIth of France, though the sovereign in Europe
who was fondest and most jealous of power, desired only its
substantial enjoyment; and though he knew well enough,
and at times exacted strictly, the observances due to his
rank, was in general singularly careless of show.

In a prince of sounder moral qualities, the familiarity with
which he invited subjects to his board—nay, occasionally sat
at theirs—must have been highly popular; and even such as
he was, the King’s homeliness of manners atoned for many
of his vices with that class of his subjects who were not
particularly exposed to the consequences of his suspicion
and jealousy. The #iers éfal, or commons of France, who
rose to more opulence and consequence under the reign of
this sagacious Prince, respected his person, though they
loved him not; and it was resting on their support that he
was enabled to make his party good against the hatred of
the nobles, who conceived that he diminished the honour
of the French crown, and obscured their own splendid pri-
vileges, by that very neglect of form which gratified the
citizens and commons,

With patience, which most other princes would have con-
sidered as degrading, and not without a sense of amusement, .
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fhe Momarch of Franee waited tl his Life-guardsman bsd
eatisted the keenness of & youthful appetite, It may be
supposed, bowever, that Quentin had too much sense .;nd
prodeze to put the oyal patience to s long ot tedious
proot; 2nd indeed he was repeatedly desirous to break off
his regest ere Louis would permit him. I see it in thine
eye? br 2id goodmaturedly, “ (hat thy courage is not hal{
sbated Go an—God and Saint Dennis {—charge again. I
1] thee that meat and mass” {crossing himself) “never
indersd the work of 2 good Christian man. Take & cup
of wize; bxt mind thou be cautious of the winepot—it is
the vice of t5y countrymen as well a3 of the English,
who, Tarking e folly, are the chocest soldiers ever wore
amoz. And oow wach speedily—forget nat thy sénédiaié,
znd follow rme®

Qre=in obeyed, 2nd, conducted by a different, but as
szzelike an zpproach as he had formerly passed, he followed
Loxis tnzo tha HaY of Roland.

“Teke rerioe,” aid the King imperatively, #thou hast
rene e 15 prat—let that be thine answer to thy kinsman
2nd enmizder~and, Bark thee, to bind the recollection on
thy wemvey, T give thee this gold chain” (Binging on his
arm one of considenatle value),  “ Y11 go not brave myself,
those whom T tros Bave ever the means to ruffie it with the
baet, B, wian soch chaing as these bind not the tongre
frtx.':‘ w2Zng ton Eeely, my gossip, L'Hermtte, hath an
amtit £ Ue thwar, which never fails to work o certin
cure. Ao = atend —Na man, save Oliver or wyself,
;::t:sﬁ:r‘.:::;;: r,:ri-g;.bm Ladies will come uther, per:

i Bt oo exmemnity of the tall, perhaps from the
aen, piegs one from each, You may answer if the,
e o, b, beiog on daty, your answer must be bn'dz
2220 ¥o0 mro zeker address 1h .

wdy 3 e M i Jour tum, nor engage
wasy proiengel Cacoemve Bot Rearkeq to wh’.u they i:;
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Thine ears, as well as thy hands, are mine—I have bought
thee, body and soul Therefore, if thou hearest aught of
their conversation, thon must retain it in memory until it is
communicated to me, and then forget it.  And, now I think
better on it, it will be best that thou pass for a Scottish
recruit, who hath come straight down from his mountains,
and hath not yet acquired our most Christian language.—
Right.—So, if they speak to thee, thou wilt nof answer—this
will free you from embarrassment, and lead them to converse
without regard to your presence. You understand me.—
Farewell. Be wary, and thou hast a friend.”

The King had scarce spoken these words ere he disap-
peared behind the arras, leaving Quentin to meditate on
what he had seen and heard. The youth was in one of
those situations from which it is pleasanter to look forward
than to look back; for the reflection that he had been
planted like a marksman in a thicket who watches for a stag,
to take the life of the noble Count of Cravecceur, had in it
nothing ennobling. It was very true, that the King's mea-
sures seemed on this occasion merely cautionary and defen-
sive; but how did the youth know but he might be soon
commanded on some offensive operation of the same kind ?
This would be an unpleasant crisis, since it was plain, from
the character of his master, that there would be destruction
in refusing, while his honour told him there would be dis-
grace in complying. He turned his thoughts from this sub-
ject of reflection, with the sage consolation so often adopted
by youth when prospective dangers intrude themselves on
their mind, that it was time enough to think what was to be
done when the emergence actually arrived, and that suffi-
cient for the day was the evil thereof.

Quentin made use of this sedative reflection the more
casily, that the last commands of the King had given him
something more agreeable to think of than his own condition.
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The Lady of the Lute was certzinly one of those to whom
his attention was to be dedicated ; and well in his mind did
he promise to obey one part of the King’s mandate, and
listen with diligence to every word that might drop from her
lips, that he might know if the magic of her conversation
equalled that of her music.  But with as much sincerity did
he swear to himself, that no part of her discourse shold be
reported by him to the King, which might affect the fair
speaker otherwise than favourably.

Meantime, there was no fear of his 2g2in slumbering on
his post  Each passing breath of wind, which, finding its
way through the open lattice, waved the old arras, sounded
Iike the approach of the fair object of his expectation. He
felt, in short, all that mysterious anxiety, and eagemess of
expectation, which is always the companion of love, and
sometimes hath a considerable share in creating it.

At length, 2 door actmally creaked and jingled (for the
doors even of palaces did not in the fifteenth century tum
on their hinges so noiseless as ours) ; but, alas! it was not at
that end of the hall from which the lute bad been heard
It opened, however, and 2 female figure entered, followed by
two others, whom she directed by a sign to remain without,
while she herself came forward into the ball By her im-
perfect and unequal gait, which showed to peculiar dis-
advantage as she traversed this Jong gallery, Quentun at once
recognised the Princess Joan, and, with the respect which
became his situation, drew himselfl up in 2 fitting attitude of
silent vigilance, and Jowered his weapon to ber as she passed.
She acknowledged the courtesy by a gracious inclination of
her head, 2nd he had an opportunity of seeing her counte-
nance more distinctly than he had in the moning.

‘There was little in the features of this jll-fated Princess to
atone for the misfortune of ker thape and gait. Her face
was. indeed, by po meaxs dmagreeable in itself, though
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Thine ears, as well as thy hands, are mine—1I have bought
thee, body and soul. Therefore, if thou hearest aught of
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communicated to me, and then forget it. And, now I think
better on it, it will be best that thou pass for a Scottish
recruit, who hath come straight down from his mountains,
and hath not yet acquired our most Christian language.—
Right.—So, if they speak to thee, thou wilt #of answer—this
will free you from embarrassment, and lead them to converse
without regard to your presence. You understand me.—
Farewell. Be wary, and thou hast a friend.”

The King had scarce spoken these words ere he disap-
peared behind the arras, leaving Quentin to meditate on
what he had seen and heard. The youth was in one of
those situations from which it is pleasanter to look forward
than to look back; for the reflection that he had been
planted like a marksman in a thicket who watches for a stag,
to take the life of the noble Count of Crévecceur, had in it
nothing ennobling. It was very true, that the King’s mea-
sures seemed on this occasion merely cautionary and defen-
sive; but how did the youth know but he might be soon
commanded on some offensive operation of the same kind?
This would be an unpleasant crisis, since it was plain, from
the character of his master, that there would be destruction
in refusing, while his honour told him there would be dis-
grace in complying. He turned his thoughts from this sub-
ject of reflection, with the sage consolation so often adopted
by youth when prospective dangers intrude themselves -on
their mind, that it was time enough to think what was to be
done when the emergence actually arrived, and that suffi-
cient for the day was the evil thereof.

Quentin made use of this sedative reflection the more
casily, that the last commands of the King had given him
something more agreeable to think of than his own' condition.
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The Lady of the Lrze was centainly one of those to whom
bis attention was 1o be dedicated ; and well in his mind &id
he promise to cbey one part of the King’s mandate, and
listen with diligence to every word that might drop from ber
tips, that be might know if the magic of her conversation
equalled that of her music. Bt with as much sincerity €id
be sweat to himself, that o part of her discourse should be
reported by him to the King, which might affect the fair
speaker otherwise than favourably.

Meantime, there was no fear of his again slumbericg ca
his post. Each passing breath of wind, which, finding iz
way through the open lattice, waved the old amas, soundsd
like the 2pproach of the fair object of his expectation, Hs
felt, in shont, all that mysterious anxiety, and eagemsss of
expectation, which is always the companion of love, 2od
sometimes hath a considerable share in creating it.

At length, 2 door actually creaked and jingled (for the
doots even of palaces did ot in the Gfteenth cemtery W
on their hinges 5o noiseless as ours); but, alas! it was pot st
that end of the hall from which the lute had been kead
Tt opened, however, and a female figure entered, followed by
two others, whom she directed by a sign to remain withoz,
while she herself came forward into the hall By her m-

perfect and unequal gait, which showed to peculiar dis-
advantage as she traversed this long gallery, Quentin at once
recognised the Princess Joan, and, with the respect which
became his situation, drew himself up in a fittng attitode of
silent vigilance, and lowered his weapon to her s she passed.
She acknowledged the couttesy by a gracious inclmation of

her head, and he had an opportunity of seemg her counte-
nance more distinctly than he had in the moming,

‘There was little in the features of thus illfated Princess fo
atone for the misfortune of her shape and gait, Her fiee
was, indeed, by no means disapreeable in iiself, theeg
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destitute of beauty; and there was a meek expression” of
suffering patience in her large blue eyes, which were com-
monly fixed upon the ground. But besides that she was
extremely pallid in complexion, her skin had the yellowish
discoloured tinge which accompanics habitual bad health;
and though her teeth were white and regular, her lips were
thin and pale. The Princess had a profusion of flaxen hair,
but it was so light-coloured, as to be almost of a bluish
tinge; and her tire-woman, who doubtless considered the
luxuriance of her mistress’s tresses as a beauty, had not
greatly improved matters, by arranging them in curls around
her pale countenance, to which they added an expression
almost corpse-like and uneartbly. To make matters still
worse, she had chosen a vest or cymar of a pale green silk,
which gave her, on the whole, a ghastly and even spectral
appesrance.

While Quentin followed this singular apparition with eyes
in which curiosity was blended with compassion, for every
ook and motion of the Princess seemed to call for the
latter feeling, two ladies entered from the upper end of the
apartment.

One of these was the young person, who, upon Louis’s
summons, had served him with fruit, while Quentin made
his memorable breakfast at the Fleur-de-Lys. Invested now
with all the mysterious dignity belonging to the nymph of
the veil and lute, and proved, besides (at least in Quentin’s
estimation), to be the high-born heiress of a rich earldom,
her beauty made ten times the impression upon him which
it had done when he beheld in her one whom he deemed
tfxe daughter of a paltry innkeeper, in attendance upon a
rich and humorous old burgher. He now wondered what
fascination could ever have concealed from him her real
character. Vet her dress was nearly as simple as before,
being 2 suit of desp meuming, without any orcaments. Her

1}
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head-dress was but a veil of crape, which was entirely thrown
back, so as to leave her face uncovered; and it was only
Qucnlms knowledge of her actual rank, wluch gave in his
ion new el to her beautiful shape, 2 dignity
to her step which had before remained unnoticed, and to
her regular features, bn’lh:mt complexion, and dazzling eyes,
2n air cl’ that enh d their beauty.
Had death been the penalty, Durward must needs have
rendered to this beauty and her companion the same homage
which he had just paid to the royalty of the Princess. They
received it as those who were accustomed to the deference of
inferiors, and retumed 1t with courtesy; but he thought—
perhaps it was but a youthful wsion—that the young lady
coloured slightly, kept her eyes on the ground, and seemed
embarrassed, though n a trifling degree, as she returned his
military salutation. This must have been owmng to her re-
collection of the audacions stranger mn the neighbounng
turret at the Fleur-de-Lys ; but did that discomposure express
displeasure? This question he had no means to determine,
The companion of the youthful Countess, dressed like
herself simply, and in deep mouming, was at the age when
women are apt to ching most closely to that reputanon for
beauty which has for years been dimnishing  She had still
remains enough to show what the power of her charms must
once have been, and, remembering past tnumpbs, 1t was
evident from her manner that she had not relinqushed the
pretensions to future conquests. She was tall and graceful,
though somewhat haughty in her deportment, and returned
the salute of Quentin with a smile of gracious condescension,
whispering, the next instant, something into her companion’s
ear, who tumed towards the soldier, as if to comply with
some hint from the elder lady, but answered, nevertheless,
without raising her eyes. Quentin could not help suspecting
that the observation called on the young lady to not™-~ *—




164 Ouentin Durward.
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which gave her, on the whole, a ghastly and even spectral
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While Quentin followed this singular apparition with eyes
in which curiosity was blended with compassion, for every
look and motion of the Princess seemed to call for the
latter feeling, two ladies entered from the upper end of the
apartment.

One of these was the young person, who, upon Louis’s
summons, had served him with fruit, while Quentin made
his memorable breakfast at the Fleur-de-Lys. Invested now
with all the mysterious dignity belonging to the nymph of
the veil and lute, and proved, besides (at least in Quentin’s
estimation), to be the high-born heiress of a rich earldom,
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head-dress was but a veil of erape, which was entirely thrown
back, so as to leave her face uncovered ; and it was only
Qu:nuns knowledge of her actual rank, w!uch gave in his
new el to her beautiful shape, a dignity
to her step which had before remained unnoticed, and to
her regular features, bnllmnt complexion, and dazzling eyes,
an air ol’ that enhanced their beauty.
Had death been the penalty, Durward must needs haie
rendered to this beauty and her companion the same homage
which he had just paid to the royalty of the Princess. They
received it 23 those who were accustomed to the deference of
inferiors, and returned 1t with courtesy; but he thought—
perhaps it was but a youthful vision—that the young lady
coloured slightly, kept her eyes on the ground, and seemed
embarrassed, though 1n a tnfling degree, as she retumed his
military salutation. This must have been owing to her re-
collection of the audacious stranger in the neighbounng
turret at the Fleur-de-Lys ; but did that discomposure express
displeasure? This question he had no means to determne.
The companton of the youthful Countess, dressed Like
herself simply, and in deep mouming, was at the age when
women are apt to cling most closely to that reputation for
beauty which has for years been duminishing. She had still
remains enough to show what the power of her charms must
once have been, and, remembenng past tnumphs, it was
evident from her manner that she had not relinquished the
pretensions to future conquests. She was tall and graceful,
though somewhat haughty in her deportment, and returned
the salute of Quentin with a smile of gracious condescension,
whispering, the next instant, something into her companion's
ear, who tumed towards the soldier, as if to comply with
some hint from the elder lady, but answered, nesertheless,
without raising her eyes. Quentin could not help suspecting

that the observation called on the young lady to /"\y’\
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own good mien; and he was (I do not know why) pleased
with the idea, that the party referred to did not choose to
look at him, in order to verify with her own eyes the truth
of the observation. Probably he thought there was already
a sort of mysterious connection beginning to exist between,,
them, which gave importance to the slightest trifie.

The reflection was momentary, for he was instantly
wrapped up in attention to the meeting of the Princess Joan
with these stranger ladies. She had stood still upon their
enfrance, in order to receive them, conscious, perhaps, that
motion did not become her well; and as she was somewhat
cmbarrassed in receiving and repaying their compliments, the
elder stranger, ignorant of the rank of the party whom she
addressed, was led to pay her salutation in a manner, rather
as if she conferred than received an honour through the
interview.

“1 rejoice, madam,” she said, with a smile, which was
meant to express condescension at once and encouragement,
“that we are at length permitted the society of such a
respectable person of our own sex as you appear to be. I
must say, that my niece and I have had but little for which
to thank the hospitality of King Louis—Nay, niece, never
pluck my sleeve~1I am sure I read in the looks of this young
lady, sympathy for our situation.—Since we came hither,
fair madam, we have been used little better than mere
prisoners ; and after a thousand invitations to throw our
cause and our persons under the protection of France, the
Most Christian King has afforded us at first but a base inn
for our residence, and now a comner of this moth-eaten
palace, out of which we are only permitted to creep towards
sunset, as if we were bats or owls, whose appearance in the
sunshine is to be held matter of ill omen.”

“1 am sorry,” said the Princess, faltering with the awk-
ward embarrassment of the interview, “that we have been
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unable, hitherto, to receive you according to your deserts.
~Your niece, I trust, is better satisfied ?”

#Much—much better than I can express,” answered the
youthful Countess—* I sought but safety, and I have found
solitude and secrecy besides. The seclusion of our former
residence, and the still greater solitude of that now assigned
1o us, augment, in my eye, the favour which the King vouch-
safed to us unfortunate fugitives.”

“Silence, my silly cousin,” said the elder lady, “and let us
speak according to our conscience, since at last we are alone
with one of our own sex—I say alone, for that handsome
young soldier 1s o mere statue, since he seems not to have
the use of his limbs, and I am given to understand he wants
that of his tongue, at least in civilised language—I say,
since no one but this lady can understand us, I must own
there is nothing I have regretted equal to taking this French
journey. I looked for a splendid reception, tournaments,
carousals, pageants, and festivals ; and instead of which, all
has been seclusion and obscunty ! and the best society whom
the King introduced to us, was a Bohemian vagabond, by
whose agency he directed us to correspond with our friends
in Flanders.—Perhaps,” said the lady, “it is hns pohtic
intention to mew us up here until our hves’ end, that he
may scize on our estates, after the extinction of the ancient
house of Croye. The Duke of Burgundy was not so cruel ;
he offered my niece a husband, though he was a bad one.”

“T should have thought the veil preferable to an ewl
husband,” said the Princess, with difficulty finding oppor-
tunity to interpose & word.

“One would at least wish to have the choice, madam,”
teplied the voluble dame. “It is, Heaven knows, on
account of my niece that I speak; for myself, I have long
kid nside thoughts of changing my condition, T see you
smile, but, by my halidome, it is trus-~yet that is ™ se
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for the King, whose conduct, like his person, hath more
resemblance to that of old Michaud, the money-changer of
Ghent, than to the successor of Charlemagne.”

“old!” said the Princess, with some asperity in her
tone ; “remember you speak of my father.”

“ Of your father?” replied the Burgundian lady in surprise.

“Of my father,” repeated the Princess, with dignity. “I
am Joan of France.—~But fear not, madam,” she continued,
in the gentle accent which was natural to her, *you designed
no offence, and I have taken none. Command my influence
to render your exile, and that of this interesting young person,
more supportable.  Alas! it is but little I have in my power;
but it is willingly offered.”

Deep and submissive was the reverence with which the
Countess Hameline de Croye, so was the elder lady called,
received the obliging offer of the Princess’s protection. She
had been long the inhabitant of Courts, was mistress of the
manners which are there acquired, and held firmly the
established rule of courtiers of all ages, who, although their
usual private conversation turns upon the vices and follies of
their patrons, and on the injuries and neglect which they
themselves have sustained, never suffer such hints to drop
from them in the presence of the Sovereign or those of his
family. The lady was, therefore, scandalised to the last
degree at the mistake which had induced her to speak so
indecorously in presence of the daughter of Louis. She
would have exhausted herself in expressing regret and making
apologies, had she not been put to silence and restored to
equanimity by the Princess, who requested, in the most gentle
manner, yet which, from a Daughter of France, had the
weight of a command, that no more might be said in the way
cither of excuse or of explanation.

The Princess Joan then took her own chair with a dignity
which became her, and compelied the two strangers to sit,
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one on either band, to which the younger consented with
enfeizned and respectful diffidence, and the elder with an
2fectation of deep humility and deference, which was intended
for such.  They spoke together, but in such 2 low tone that
the sentinel could not overhear their discourse, and only
remarked, that the Princess seemed to bestow much of her
regard on the younger and more interesting lady ; and that
the Countess Hameline, thovgh speaking a great deal more,
attracted less of the Princess’s attention by ker foll fow
of conversation and compliment, than did her kinswoman
by her brief and modest replies to what was addressed
to ker.

The conversation of the ladies had not lasted 2 quarter of
an hour, when the door at the lower end of the hall opened,
and 2 man entered shrouded in 2 nding-cloak.  Mindfel of
the King’s injunction, and determined not to be 2 second
time cavght slumbering, Quentin instantly moved towards
the intruder, and, interposing between him and the ladies,
tequested him to retire instzmly.

“By whose command?” said the stranger, in 2 tone of
contemptuous surprise, .

“By that of the King,” s2id Quentn fimly, “which 1am
placed here to enforce.”

“ Not 2zainst Louis of Orleans,” sud the Duke, dropping
his cloak.

The young man hesitated 2 moment ; but bow enforce
his orders against the first Prince of the blood, abort to be
allied, zs the report now generally went, with the King’s own
family?

“Your Highness,” he said, “1s too great that your pleasure
should be withstood by me. 1 trust your Highness will bear
me witness that I bave done the duty of my post, so far as
your will permitted.”

*Go to—you shall kave no blame, young soldies 1d
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Ortléans ; and passing forward, paid his compliments 1o the
Princess, with that air of constraint which always marked
his courtesy when addressing her.

“He had been dining,” he said, “with Dunois, and
understanding there was society in Roland’s Gallery, he had
ventured on the freedom of adding one to the number.”

The colour which mounted into the pale cheek of the
unfortunate Joan, and which for the moment spread some-
thing of beauty over her features, evinced that this addition
to the company was anything but indifferent to her. She
hastened to present the Prince to the two ladies of Croye,
who received him with the respect due to his emineat rank ;
and the Princess, pointing to a chair, requested him to join
their conversation party.

The Duke declined the freedom of assuming a seat in
such society ; but taking a cushion from one of the settles,
he laid it at the fect of the beautiful young Countess of
Croye, and so seated himself, that, swithout appearing to
neglect the Princess, he was enabled to bestow the greater
share of his attention on her lovely neighbour. ’

, At first, it seemed as if this arrangement rather pleased
than offended his destined bride. She encouraged the
Duke in his gallantries towards the fair stranger, and seemed
to regard them as complimentary to herself. But the Duke
of Orleans, though accustomed to subject his mind to the
stern yoke of his uncle when in the Xing's presence, had
cnough of princely nature to induce him to follow his own
inclinations whenever that restraint was withdrawn; and
his high rank giving him a right to overstep the ordinary
deremonies, and advance at once to familiarity, his praises
of the Countess Isabelle's beauty became so energetic, and
flowed with such unrestrained freedom, owing perhaps to his
having drunk a little more wine than usual—for Dunois was
mo enemy to the worship of Bacchus—that at length he
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seemed almost impassioned, and the presence of the Princess
appeared wellnigh forgotten.

The tone, of compliment which he indulged was grateful
only to one individual in the cirdde; for the Countess
Hameline already anticipated the dignity of an alliance with
the first Prince of the blood. by means of ber whose birth,
bearty, and large p dered such 2n ambitk

by no means impossible, even in the eyes of
a less sanguine projector, could the views of Louis XL have
been left out of the calculation of chances. The younger
Countess listened to the Duke’s gallantries with anxiety and
emtarrassment, and ever and 2non tumed an entreating
look towards the Princess, as if requesting ker to come
to her rellef. But the wounded feelings, 2nd the timidity
of Joan of France, rendered her incapable of an effort
to make the conversation more general; and at length,
excepting a few interjectional civilities of the Lady Hame-
Ine, it was maintzined almost exclusively by the Duke
himself, though at the expense of the younger Countess
of Croye, whose beanty formed the theme of his high-flown
eloquence.

Nor must T forget that there was a third person, the unre-
garded sentinel, who saw his farr visions melt away Like wax
before the sum, as the Dule persevered in the warm tenor of
his passionate discourse. At length the Countess Isabelle
dc Cmyc m:dc adetummed effort to cut shan what was

bl ble to her, esp from
the pain xo which the conduct of the Duke was apparently
subjecting the Princess,

Addressing the Iatter, she s2id modestly, but wids some
firmness, that the first boon she had to claim for her promised
protection was, *that her Highness would indertake to con-
vince the Duke cf Orears, that the ladies of Burgundy,
thouzh irfarior i1 wit and manoers to those of France, were
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not such absolute fools, as to be pleased with no other con-
versation than that of extravagant compliment.”

“1 grieve, lady,” said the Duke, preventing the Princess’s
answer, “that you will satirise, in the same sentence, thie
beauty of the dames of Burgundy, and the sincerity of the
knights of France. If we are hasty and extravagant in the
expression of our admiration, it is because we love as we
fight, without letting cold deliberation come into our bosoms,
and surrender to the fair with the same rapidity with which
we defeat the valiant.”

“The beauty of our countrywomen,” said the young
Countess, with more of reproof than she had yet ventured to
use towards the high-born suitor, “is as unfit to claim such
triumphs, as the valour of the men of Burgundy is incapable
of yielding them.”

“1 respect your patriotism, Countess,” said the Duke;
“and the last branch of your theme shall not be impugned
by me, till a Burgundian knight shall offer to sustain it with
lance in rest. But for the injustice which you have done
to the charms which your land produces, I appeal from
yourself to yourself.—Look there,” he said, pointing to a
large mirror, the gift of the Venetian Republic, and then
of the highest rarity and value, “and tell me, as you
look, what is the heart that can resist the charms there
represented P

The Princess, unable to sustain any longer the neglect of
her lover, here sunk backward on her chair with a sigh which
. at once recalled the Duke from the land of romance, and
induced the Lady Hameline to ask whether her Highness
found herself iil.

*A sudden pain shot through my forehead,” said the
gnncefs, attempting to smile; “but I shall be presently

ctter,”

Her incressing paleness coatradicted her words. and jo-
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duced the Lady F line to call for assi Jas the
Princess was about to faint.

The Duke, biting his lip, land cursing the folly which
could not keep guard over his tongue, ran to summon the
Princess’s attendants, who were in the next chamber; and
when they came hastily, with the usual remedies, he could
not but, as a cavalier and gentleman, give his assistance to
support and torecover her  His voice, rendered almost tender
by pity and selfreproach, was the most powerful means of
recalling ber to herself, and just as the swoon was passing
away, the King himself entered the apartment.

CHAPTER XIIL
THE POLITICIAN,

This is a lecturer so skall'd 1 policy,

That (no disparagement to Satan's cunning)

He well might read 2 lesson to the devil,

And teach the old seducer new temptations.

Ol Play.

As Louis entered the Gallery, he bent his brows m the
manner we have formerly described as pecuhar to him, and
sent, from under his gathered and gloomy eyebrows, a keen
lock on all argund ; n darting which, as Quentin afterwards
declared, his eyes seemed to turn so small, so fierce, and so
piercing, as to resemble those of an aroused adder looking
through the bush of heath in which he Jies coiled.

When, by this momentary and sharpened glance, the
King had reconnoitred the cause of the bustle which was
in the apartment, his first address was to the Duke of
Orleans.

“You here, my fair cousin?” he said ;—and tuming to
Quentin, added sternly, * Had you not charge?”
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«Forgive the young. man, Sire,” said the Duke; "he did
not neglect his duty ; but I was informed that the Princess
was in this gallery.”

“ And I warrant you would not be withstoed when you
came hither to pay your court,” said the King, whose detest-
able hypocrisy persisted in representing the Duke as par-
ticipating in a passion which was felt only on the side of
his unhappy daughter; “and it is thus you debauch the
sentinels of my guard, young man?—But what cannot be
pardoned to a gallant who only lives par amours I

The Duke of Orleans raised his head, as if about to
reply, in some manner which might correct the opinion
conveyed in the King’s observation; but the instinctive
reverence, not to say fear, of Louis, in which he had been
bred from childhood, chained up his voice.

*And Joan hath been ill?” said the King; “but do not
be grieved, Louis; it will soon pass away; lend her your
arm to her apartment, while I will conduct these strange

« ladies to theirs.”

The order was given in a tone which amounted to a
command, and Orleans accordingly made his exit with the
Princess at one extremity of the gallery, while the King,
ungloving his right hand, courteously handed the Countess
Isabelle and her kinswoman to their apartment, which
opcned from the other. He bowed profoundly as they
entered, and remained standing on the threshold for a
minute after they had disappeared ; then, with great com-
posure, shut the door by which they had retired, and turning
the buge key, took it from the lock and put it into his
girdle,—an appendage which gave him still more perfectly
the air of some old miser, who cannot journey in comfort
unless he bear with him the key of his treasure closet,

With slow and pensive step, and eyes fixed on the ground,
Louis now paced towards Quentin Durward, who, expecting
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his share of the royal displeasure, viewed his approach with
no little anxiety,

“Thou hast done wrong,” said the King, mising his eyes,
and fixing them firmly on him when he had come withina
yard of him,—*thou hast done foul wrong, and deservest to
die.—Speak not a word in defence -—What hadst thou to
do with Dukes or Princesses >—what with any thing but my
order?”

“So please your Majesty,” s:id the young soldier, “ what
could I do?”

“What couldst thou do when thy post was forcibly
passed ?” answered the King scornfully,—* What is the use
of that weapon on thy shoulder? Thou shouldst have
levelled thy piece, and if the presumptuous rebel did not
retire on the instant, he should have died within this very
hall 1-—Go—pass into these farther apartments. In the first
thou wilt find a large staircase, which leads to the inner
Bailley; there thou wilt find Oliver Dain—Send him to
me—do thou begone to thy quarters.  As thou dost walue
thy life, be not so loose of thy tongue as thou hast been this
day stack of thy hand.”

Well pleased to escape so easily, yet with a soul which
revolted at the cold-blooded cruelty which the King seemed
to require from h)m in the cxecunon of lus duty, Dumud
took the road §i d and
cated the royal pleasure to Oliver, Who was waiting in the
court beneath. The wily tonsor bowed, sighed, and smiled,
as, with a voice even softer than ordinary, he wished the
youth a good evening; and they parted, Quentin to his
quarters, and Oliver to attend the King.

In this place, the Memorrs which we have chiefly followed
in compiling this true history, were unhappily defective ; for
Jounded chiefly on information supplied by Quen!m, el
not coavey thva porpart of the dialogue which, in
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took place between the King and his secret: counsellor.
Fortunately, the Library of Hautlieu contains a manuscript
copy of the Chronigue Scandaleuse of Jean de Troyes, much

more full than that which has been printed ; to which are
added several curious memoranda, which we incline to think
must have been written down by Oliver himself after the
death of his master, and before he had the happiness to be
rewarded with the halter which he had so long merited.
From this we have been able to extract a very full account
of the obscure favourite’s conversation with Louis upon the
present occasion, which throws a light upon the policy of
that Prince, which we might otherwise have sought for
in vain.

When the favouritc attendant entered the Gallery of.
Roland, he found the Xing pensively seated upon the chair
which his daughter had left- some minutes before. Well
. acquainted with his temper, he glided on with his noise-
" less step until he had just crossed the line of the King's
sight, so as to make him aware of his presence, then shrank
modestly backward and out of sight, until he should be
summoned to speak or to listen. The Monarch’s first
address was an unpleasant one:—“So, Oliver, your fine
schemes are melting like snow before the south wind I—I
pray to our Lady of Embrun that they resemble not the ice-
heaps of which the Switzer churls tell such stories, and come
rushing down upon our heads.”

“I have heard with concern that all is not well, Sire,”
answered Oliver.

“Not well I exclaimed the King, rising and hastily march-
ing up and down the gallery,—* All is ill, man—and as ill
nearly as possible ;—~so much for thy fond romantic advice,
that I, of all men, should become a protector of distressed
damsels!{ I tell thee Burgundy is arming, and on the eve of
cdlosing an slliance with. England, And Edward, who hath
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his hands idle at home, will pour his thousands upon us
through that unhappy gate of Caliis. Singly, I might cajole
or defy them ; but umted, united d with the di

and treachery of that willain Saint Paul i—All thy fault, Oliver,
who counselled me to recewve the women, and to use the
services of that damned Bohemian to carry messages to their
vassals.”

“My lord,” said Oliver, “you know my reasons. The
Countess’s domains lie between the frontiers of Burgundy
and Flanders—her castle 15 almost impregnable—her rights
over neighbouring estates are such as, 1f well supported, can-
not but give much annoyance to Burgundy, were the l2dy
but wedded to one who should be fnendly to France.”

“It is, it &5 a tempting bait,” sard the King ; “and could
we have concealed her being here, we might have amranged
such a marriage for this rich herress, as would have highly
profited France.—But that cursed Bobemman, how couldst
thou recommend such a heathen hound for a commission
which required trust? "

“Please you,” sard Oliver, “to remember, it was your
Grace’s self who trusted him too far—much farther than
1 recommended. He would have borne a letter trustily
enough to the Countess’s kinsman, teling him to hold out
her castle, and promusing speedy relief; but your Highness
must needs put his prophetic powers to the test, and thus
he became possessed of secrets which were worth betraying
to Duke Charles.”

“Iam ashamed, I am ashamed,” siid Louis, *And yet,
Oliver, they say that these heathen people are descended
from the sage Chaldeans, who did read the mysteries of the
stars in the plains of Shinar.”

Well aware that his master, with all his acuteness and
sagacity, was but the more prone to be deceived  sooth
stayzrs, astrologens, divioers, and all that race | Jeos
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to ocecult science, and that he even conceived himself to
have some skill in these arts, Oliver dared to press this
point no farther ; and only observed that the Bohemian had
been a bad prophet on his own account, else he would have
avoided “returning to Tours, and saved himself from the
gallows he had merited.

“It often happens that those who are gifted with pro-
phetic knowledge,” answered Louis, with much gravity,
“have not the power of foreseeing those events in which
they themselves are personally interested.”

“Under your Majesty’s favour,” replied the confident,
“that seems as if & man could not see his own hand by
means of the candle which he holds, and which shows him
every other object in the apartment.”

“He cannot see his own features by the light which shows
the faces of others,” replied Louis; “and that is the most
faithful illustration of the case.—But this is foreign to my
. purposeat present. The Bohemian hath had his reward, and
peace be with him.—But these ladies—Not only does Bur-
gundy threaten us with war for harbouring them, but their
presence is like to interfere with my projects in my own
family. My simple cousin of Orleans hath barely seen this
damsc], and I venture to prophesy that the sight of her is
like to make him less pliable in the matter of his alliance
with Joan.”

“Your Majesty,” answered the counsellor, “may send the
ladics of Croye back to Burgundy, and so make your peace
with the Duke, Many might murmur at this as dishonour-
able ; but if necessity demands the sacrifice—--"

“If profit demanded the sacrifice, Olivér, the sacrifice
should be made without hesitation,” answered the King.
“ITaman old experienced salmon, and use not to gulp the
angler's hook because it is busked up with a feather called
honour, But vhat ic worse than & lack of honour, there
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were, in returning those ladies to Burgundy, 2 forfeiture of
those views of advantage whlch moved us to give them an
asylum. It were heart-breaking to the opp y
of planting  friend to oulselves, and an enemy to Burgundy,
in the very centre of his dominions, and so near to the dis-
contented citres of Flanders. Oliver, I cannot relinquish the
advantages which our scheme of marrying the maiden to 2
friend of our own house seems to hold out to us.”

“Your Majesty,” said Oliver, after 2 moment’s thought,
“might confer her hand on some right trusty friend, who
would take all blame on himself, and serve your Majesty
secretly, while in public you might disown him.”

“And where am I to find such a friend?” said Louis,
“Were I to bestow her upon any one of our mutinous and
ill-ruled nobles, would it not be rendering bim independent?
and hath it not been my policy for years to prevent them
from becoming so?—Dunos indeed—him, and him only, I
might perchance trust.—He would fight for the crown of
France, whatever were his condition, But honours and
wealth change men’s natures— Even Dunois I will not
trust.”

“Your Majesty may find others,” said Oliver, in his
smoothest manner, and in a tone more insinuating than
that which he usually employed in conversing with the King,
who permitted him considerable freedom ; *men dependent
entirely on your own grace and favour, and who could no
more exist without your countenance than without sun or air
—men rather of head than of action—men who——-"

“Men who resemble thyself, ha!” said King Lonis—
*No, Oliver, by my-faith that arrow was too rashly shot1—
What! because T indulge thee with my confidence, and let
thee, in reward, poll my lieges a little now and then, dost
thou think it makes thee fit to be the husband of that
beautiful vision, and a Count of the highest class to the
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to occult science, and that he even conceived himself to
bave some skill in these arts, Oliver dared to press this
point no farther ; and only observed that the Bohemian had
been a bad prophet on his own account, else he would have
avoided ' retumning to Tours, and saved himself from the
gallows he had merited.

“Jt often happens that those who are gifted with pro-
phetic knowledge,” answered Louis, with much gravity,
“have not the power of foreseeing those events in which
they themselves are personally interested.”

“ Under your Majesty’s favour,” replied the confident,
“that seems as if 2 man could not see his own hand by
means of the candle which he holds, and which shows him
every other object in the apartment.”

“ He cannot see his own features by the light which shows
the faces of others,” replied Louis; “and that is the most
faithful lustration of the case—But this is foreign to my
. purpose at present. The Bohemian hath had his reward, and
peace be with him.—But these ladies—Not anly does Bur-
gundy threaten us with war {or harbouring them, but their
presence is like to interfere with my projects in my own
family. My simple cousin of Orleans hath barely seen this
damsel, and I venture to prophesy that the sight of her is
like to make him less pliable in the matter of his alliance
with Joan.”

“Your Majesty,” answered the counsellor, “may send the
ladies of Croye back to Burgundy, and so make your peace
with the Duke. Many might murmur at this as dishonour-
able ; but if necessity demands the sacrifice—>

“If profit demanded the sacrifice, Olivér, the sacrifice
should be made without hesitation,” answered the King.
“Iaman old experienced salmon, and use not to gulp the
angler’s book because it is busked up with a feather called
honour, But vhat o worse then a lack of hoaour, there
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were, in retumiog those ladies to Burgundy, a forfeiture of
those views of advantage which moved s to give them an
asylum. Tt were heart-breaking to the opp

of planting a friend to ourselves, and an enemy to Burgundy,
in the very centre of his dominions, and so near to the dis-
contented cities of Flanders. Oliver, I connot relinguish the
advantages which our scheme of marrying the maiden to a
friend of out own house seems to hold out to us.”

“Your Majesty,” said Oliver, after 1 moment’s thought,
“might confer her hand on some right trusty friend, who
would take 2l blame on himself, and serve your Majesty
secretly, while in public you might disown him.”

“And where am I to find such a friend?” said Louis
“Were 1 to bestow her upon any one of our mutinous and
jlt-ruled nobles, would it not be rendering bim independent?
and hath it not been my policy for years to prevent them
from becoming so?~—Dunois indeed—him, and him only, 1
might perchance trust.—He would fight for the crown of
France, whatever were his condition. But honours and
wealth change men's natures— Even Dunais I will not
trost®

“Your Majesty may find otbers,” said Oliver, in his
smoothest manner, and in a tone morte insinuating than
that which he usually employed in conversing with the King,
wha permitted him considerable freedom j “men dependent
entirely on your own grace and favour, and who could no
more exist without your countenance than without sun or air
—men rather of head than of action—men who~——"

“Men who resemble thyself, hat” said King Louisw-
*No, Ofiver, by my-faith that arow was too rashly shot e
What! because I indulge thee with my confidence, and let
thee, in reward, poll my lieges a httle now and then, dost
thou think it makes thee fit to be the hushend of that
beautiful vision, and a Count of the highest class to the
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boot P—thee—thee, I say, low-born and lower-bred, whose
wisdom is at best a sort of cunning, and whose courage is
more than doubtful?”

“Vour Majesty imputes to!me a presumption of which I
am not guilty, in supposing me to aspire so highly,” said
Oliver.

“I am glad to hear it, man,” replied the King; “and
truly, I hold your judgment the healthier that you disown
such a reverie. But methinks thy specch sounded strangely
in that key.—Well, to return.—I dare not wed this beauty
to one of my subjects—I dare not return her to Burgundy—
1 dare not transmit her to England, or to Germany, where
she is likely to become the prize of some one more apt to
unite with Burgundy than with France, and who would be
more ready to discourage the honest malcontents in Ghent
and Liege, than to yicld them that wholesome countenance
which might always find Charles the Hardy enough to exer-
cise his valour on, without stirring from his own domains
—and they were in so ripe a humour for insurrection, the
men of Liege in especial, that they alone, well heated and
supported, would find my fair cousin work for more than a
twelvemonth ;—and backed by a warlike Count of Croye,—
Oh, Oliver! the plan is too hopeful to be resigned without a
struggle.—Cannot thy fertile brain devise some scheme?”

Oliver paused for a long time~—then at last replicd,
“What if a bridal could be accomplished betwixt Isabelle of
Croye, and young Adolphus, the Duke of Gueldres? ”

“What!” said the King, in astonishment ; “sacrifice her,
and she, too, so lovely a creature, to the furious wretch who
deposed, imprisoned, and has often threatened to murder,
his own father {--No, Oliver, no—that were too unutterably
cruel even for you and me, who look so stcadfastly to our
excellent end, the peace and the wellare of France, and
respect so little the means by which it is attained. Besides,
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he lies distant from us, and is detested by the people of
Ghent and Liege.—~No, no—I will none of Adolphus of
Gueldres—think on some one else.”

“My invention is exhausted, Sire,” said the caunsellor;
“1 can remember no one who, as husband to the Countess
of Croye, would be Nkely to answer your Majesty’s views.
He must unite such various qualiies—a friend to,your
Majesty~-an enemy to Burgundy—of policy enough to con-
ciliate the Gauntois and Liegeois, and of valour sufficient
to defend his little dominions against the power of Duke
Charl { noble birth besides—that your High insists
upan; and of excellent and most virtuous character, to the
boat of all.”

“Nay, Oliver,” said the King, “1 leaned not so much—
that is, 50 very much, on character ; but methinks Isabelle’s
bridegroom should be something less publicly and generally

bhorred than Adolphus of Gueldres,—For example, since
1 myself must suggest some one,—why not William de la
Marck?”

“On my hahdome, Sire,” said Oliver, *1 cannot com.
plin of your demanding too high a standard of moral
excellence in the happy man, if the Wild Boar of Ardennes
<n serve your tum.  De Ta Marck l—why, he is the most

Jous tobber and on all the fronty
municated by the Pope for a thousand crimes.”

“We will have lum released from the sentence, friend
Oliver——Holy Church is merciful”
ba:Almost an outlaw,” continued Oliver, “and under the
Rmk:;::’ﬁ EmP\.ﬂ?— by an ordinance of the Chamber at
e Kig iy e s st e o il
b * 5 3 "the Tmpenal Chamber will

ear teason.

“And admitting him to be of noble binh? saig Obver.
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“he hath the manners, the face, and the outward form, a
well as the heart, of a Flemish butcher—She will neve
accept of him.”

“His mode of wooing, if I mistake him not,” said Louis
“will render it difficult for her to make a choice.”

T was far wrong indeed, when I taxed your Majesty witt
being over scrupulous,” said the counselior. “On my life
the crimes of Adolphus are but virtues to those of De k
Marck i—And then how is he to meet with his bride?—
Your Majesty knows he dare not stiv far from his owr
Forest of Ardennes.”

“That must be cared for,” said the King; “and, in.the
first place, the two ladies must be acquainted privately that
they can be no longer maintained at this Court, except at the
expease of a war between France and Burgundy, and that,
unwilling to deliver them up to my fair cousin of Burgundy, I
am desirous they should secretly depart from my dominions.”

“They will demand to be conveyed to England,” said
Oliver; “and we shall have her return to Flanders with an
island lord, having a round fair face, long brown hair, and
three thousand archers at his back.”

“No-—mno,” replied the King; “we dare not (you under-
stand me) so far offend our fair cousin of Burgundy as to
let her pass to Kngland—It wonld bring his displeasure as
certainly as our maintaining her here. No, no—to the safety
of the Church alone we will venture 10 commit her ; and the
utmost we can do is 1o connive at the Ladies Hameline and
Isabelle de Croye departing in disguise, and with a small
retinue, to take refuge with the Bishop of Liege, who will
place the fair Isabelle, for the time, under the safeguard of a
convent.”

“And if that convent protect her from William de Ia

'x\.Iarck, when he khows of your Majesty’s favourable inten-
tions, 1 have mistaken the man.”
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*Why, yes,” answered the King, “thanks to our secret
supplies of monty, De 1a Marck hath together a handsome
handful of as unscrupulous soldiery as ever were outlawed ;
with which he contrives to maintain himself among the
woods, in such a condition as makes him formidable both to
the Duke of Burgundy and the Bishop of Liege. He lacks
nothing but some territory which he may call his own; and
this being so fair an opportunity to establish himself by
marriage, I think that, Pasgues-dies/ he will find means to
win and wed, without more than a hint on our part. The
Duke of Burgundy will then have such a thom in his side,
a3 no lancet of our time will easily cut out from his flesh.
‘The Boar of Ardennes, whom he has already outlawed,
strengthened by the possession of that fair lady’s lands,
castles, and seifmiory, with the discontented Liegeois to boot,
who, by my faith, will not be in that case unwilling to choose
him for their captain and leader—let Charles then think of
wars with France when he will, or rather let him bless his
stars 1f she war not with him.—How dost thou lke the
scheme, Oliver, ha? ™

*“Rarely,” said Oliver, “save and except the doom which
confers that lady on the Wild Boar of Ardennes —By my
halidome, saving in a little outward show of gallantry,
Tristan, the Provost-Marshal, were the more proper bnde-
groom of the two.”

“Anon thou didst propose Master Olver the barber,”
said Louis; “but friend Oliver and gossip Tnstan, though
excellent men in the way of counsel and execution, are not
the stuff that men make Counts of Know you not that
the burghers of Flanders value birth in other men, precisely
beeause they have it not themselves —A plebeian mob ever
desire an aristocratic leader. Yonder Ked, or Cade, or—
how called they him?—in England, was fan to lure hus
rascal rout after bim, by pretending to the blood of the
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down before it, muttered, with an appearance of profound
devotion, * Sancte_Juliane, adsis precibus nostris!  Ora, ora,
pro nobis1?

This was one of those agueits of superstitious devotion
- which often seized on Louis in such extraordinary times and
places, that they gave one of the most sagacious Monarchs
who ever reigned, the appearance of a madman, or at least
of one whose mind was shaken by some deep consciousness
of guilt,

While he was thus employed, his favourite looked at him
with an expression of sarcastic contempt, which he scarce
attempted to disguise. Indeed, it was one of this man’s
peculiarities, that, in his whole intercourse with his master, he
laid aside that fondling, purring affectation of officiousness
and humility, which distinguished his conduct to others;
and if he still bore some resemblance to a cat, it was when
the animal is on its guard, watchful, animated, and alext for
sudden exertion. The cause of this change was probably
Oliver's consciousness, that his master was himself too pro-
found a hypocrite not 1o see through the hypocrisy of others,

“'The features of this youth, then, if I may presume to
speak,” said Oliver, “resemble those of him whom your
drcam exhibited 77

“Closely and intimately,” said the King, whose imagina-
tion, like that of superstitious people in gencral, readily
imposed upon itself—*1 have had his horoscope cast, be-
sides, by Galeotti Martivalle, and I have plainly learned,
through his art and mine own observation, that, in many
respects, this unfriended youth has his destiny under the
same constellation with mine.”

Whatever Oliver might think of the causes thus boldly
assigned for the preference of an inexperienced stripling, he
dared make no further objections, well knowing that Louis,
who, while residing in exile, had bestowed much of his
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attention on the supposed science of Judicial astrology, would
fisten to mo raillery of any kind which impeached his skill.
He therefore only replied, that he trusted the youth would
prove fithful in the discharge of a task so delicate.

#We will take care he hath no opportunity to be other-
wise,” said Louis; “for he shall be privy to nothing, save
that he is sent to escort the Ladies of Croye to the residence
of the Bishop of Liege. OF the probable interference of
Willam de 1a Marck, he shall know as little as they them-
selves. None shall know that secret but the guide; and
Tristan or thou must find one fit for our purpose.”

“But in that case,” said Ofiver, “judging of him from his
country and his appearance, the young man is like to stand
to his arms so soon as the Wild Boar comes on them, and
may not come off so easily from the tusks as he did this
moming.”

“If they rend his heart-strings,” said Louis composedly,
“Saint Julian, blessed be his name! can send me another
inhisstead, It skills as httle that the messenger is slain after
his duty is evecuted, as that the flask is broken when the
wine is drunk out.—~Meanwhile, we must expedite the ladies’
fiep:mure, and then persuade the Count de Crdvecteur that
it hﬂs taken place without our connivance ; we having been
desirous to restore them to the custody of our fair cousin,
which their sudden departure has unhappily prevented.”

“.Thc Count is perhaps too wise, and his master too
prejudiced, ta beleve it

".1'1017 Mother!” said Louis, “what unbelief would that
b‘f in Christian men! But, Oliver, they skal? believe lus.
We will throw into our whole conduct towards our fair cousin,
Duke Charles, such th h and unlimited dence, that,
not to believe we have been sincere with him in every respect,
be must be worse than an infidel. I tell thee, 50 convinced
am I that I could make Charles of Burgundy think of me in
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preserve peace with Duke Charles, and alarmed lest the
beauty of Isabelle should interfere with and impede the
favourite plan which he had formed, for bestowing the hand
of his daughter Joan upon his cousin of Orleans.

CHAPTER XIIL
THE JOURNEY.

Talk not of Kings—I scom the poor comparison 3
I am 2 SAGE, and can command the elements—
At least men think I can ; and on that thought
I found unbounded empire.
Alumazar,

OccuraTioN and adventure might be said to crowd upon the
young Scottishman with the force of a spring-tide; for he
was speedily summoned to’the apartment of his Captain,
the Lord Crawford, where, to his astonishment, he again
beheld the King., After a few words respecting the honour
and trust which were about to be reposed in him, which
made Quentin internally afraid that they were again about
to propose to him such a watch as he had kept upon the
Count of Crdvecceur, or perhaps some duty still more
repugnant to his feelings, he was not relieved merely, but
delighted, with hearing that he was selected, with the assist-
ance of four others under his command, one of whom was a
guide, to escort the Ladies of Croye to the little Court of
their relative, the Bishop of Liege, in the safest and most
commodious, and, at the same time, in the most secret
manner possible. A scroll was given him, in which were
set down directions for his guidance, for the places of halt
(gencrally chosen in obscure villages, solitary monasteries,
and situations remote from towns), and for the general
precautions which he was to attend to, especially on ap-
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or Martius, or Martivalle, a native of Narni, in Italy, the
author of the famous Treatise, De Vulgo Incognitis,* and the
subject of his age’s admiration, and of the panegyrics of
Paulus Jovius. He had long flourished at the court of the
celebrated Matthias Corvinus, King of Hungary, from whom
he was in some measure decoyed by Louis, who grudged
the Hungarian Monarch the society and the counscls of a
sage, accounted so skilful in reading the decrees of Heaven.

Martivalle was none of those ascetic, withered, pale pro-
fessors of mystic learning of those days, who bleared their
cyes over the midnight furnace, and macerated their bodies
by outwatching the polar bear. He indulged in all courtly
pleasures, and, until he grew corpulent, had excelled in all
martial sports and gymnastic exercises, as well as in the usc
of arms ; insomuch, that Janus Pannonius has left a Latin
cpigram, upon a wrestling match betwixt Galeotti and a
renowned champion of that art, in the presence of the
Hungarian King and Court, in which the Astrologer was
completely victorious.

The apartments of this courtly and martial sage were far
more splendidly furnished than any which Quentin had yet
seen in the royal palace; and the carving and omamented
wood-work of his library, as well as the magnificence dis-
played in the tapestries, showed the elegant taste of the
leamned Italian. Out of his study one door opened to his
sleeping apartment, another led to the turret which served as
his observatory. A large oaken table, in the midst of the
chamber, was covered with a rich Turkey carpet, the spoils
of the tent of a Pacha after the great battle of Jaiza, where
the Astrologer had fought abreast with the valiant champion
of Christendom, Matthias Corvinus. On the table lay a
variety of mathematical and astrological instruments, all of
the most 'rich materials and curious workmanship, His

* Concerning things uukaown to the gencenlity of mankind,
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astrolabe of silver was the gift of the Emperor of Germany,
and his ‘Jacob’s staff of ebony, jointed with gold: a.nd
curlously inlaid, was 2 mark of esteem from the reigning
Po;

'Ll:ere were various other miscellaneous articles disposed
on the table, or hanging around the walls ; amongst others,
two complete suits of armour, one of mail, the otber of plate,
both of which, from their great size, seemed to call the
gizantic Astrologer their ovwner ; 2 Spanish toledo, a Scottish
broadsword, a Turkish scymitar, with bows, quivers, and
other warlike weapons; musical instruments of several
diferent kinds; a silver crucifix, a sepulchral antique vase,
and several of the little brazen Penates of the ancient
heathens, with other curious nondescript articles, some of
which, in the superstitious opinions of that period, seemed
1o be designed for magical purposes. The lbrary of this
singular character was of the same miscellaneous description
with his other effects. Curious manuscnpts of classical an-
tiquity ay mingled with the voluminous labours of Christian
divines, and of those painstaking sages who professed the
chemical science, and proflered to guide therr students into
‘{15 most secyet recesses of nature, by means of the Herme-
tical Philosophy, Seme were written in the Eastem char-
acter, and others concealed their sense or nonsense under
the vell of hieroglyphics and cabalisuic characters. The
whole agartment, and its furniture of every kind, formed a
Soene vy impressive on the fancy, considering the general
belief then indisputably ined ing the truth of
the dt sl . P

Occnlt sciences ; and that effect was increased by the
mannens 2od appearance of the individual himself, who,
:c\!:d n :‘“’S’:;hﬂhﬁ emplcl:yed in curiously examining

Specitny issued from the Frankfi
prewly imenlcd art of printing. ronkfort press, of the
Caleatsi Martivalle was 5 tal, bully,

yet stately man, con-
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siderably past his prime, and whose youthful habits of exercise,
though still occasionally resumed, had not been able to con:
tend with his natural tendency to corpulence, increased :by
sedentary study, and indulgence in the pleasures of the table.
His features, though rather overgrown, were dignified. and
noble, and a Santon might have envied the dark and down-
ward sweep of his long-descending beard. His dress was a
chamber-robe of the richest Genoa velvet, with ample sleeves,
clasped with frogs of gold, and lined with sables.. - It was
fastened round his middle by a broad belt of virgin parchment,
round which were represented, in crimson characters, the
signs of the Zodiac. He rose and bowed to the King, yet
with the air of one to whom such exalted society was fami-
liar, and who was not at all likely, even in the royal presence, -
to compromise the dignity then especially affected by the
pursuers of science. ~

“You are engaged, father,” said the King, “and, as I
think, with this new-fashioned art of multiplying manuscripts
by the intervention of machinery, Can things of such
mechanical and terrestrial import interest the thoughts of
one, before whom Heaven has unrolled her own celestial
volumes?? K

“My brother,” replied Martivalle,—* for so the tenant of
this cell must term even the King of France, when he deigns
to visit him as a disciple,~believe me that, in considering
the consequences of this invention, I read with as certain
augury, as by any combination of the heavenly bodies, the
most awful and portentous changes. When I reflect with
what slow and limited supplies the stream of science hath
hitherto descended to us; how difficult to be obtained by
those most ardent in its scarch ; how certain to be neglected
by all who regard their ease; how liable to be diverted, or
altogether dried up, by the invasions of barbarism; can 1
look forward without wonder and sstonishment, to the lot of
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on whom knowledge will descend
hke the fu-st and second rain, unmtemxptcd, unabated, un-
bounded ; fertilising some grounds, and overflowing others;
changing thc whole form of social life ; establishing and over-
throwing religions ; crecting and destroying kingdoms—"

“ Hold, Galeotti,” said Louis,~-*shall these changes come
in our time?”

“No, my royal brother,” replied Martivalle; “this inven-
tion may be likened to a young tree, which is now newly
planted, but shall, in succeeding generations, bear frut as
fatal, yet as precious, as that of the Garden of Eden; the
knowledge, namely, of good and evil.”

Louis answered, after a moment’s pause, “Let futurity
look to what concerns them-—we are men of this age, and to
this age we will confine our care. Sufficient for the day is
the evil thereof.—Tell me, hast thou proceeded farther in
the horoscope which I sent to thee, and of which you made
e some tepost? 1 have brought the pasty hither, that you
Tay use palmistry, or chiromancy, if such is your pleasure.
The matter is pressing

The bulky Sage arose from his seat, and, approaching
the young scldier, fixed on him his keen large dark eyes, as
if he were in the act of internally speling and dissecting every
lineament and feature.—Blushing and bome down by this
tlose examination on the part of one whose expression was
30 reverent at once and commanding, Quentin bent his eyes
on the grcund, and did not again raise them till mn the act of

obeying th d of the Astrol “Look up
xnd be not xfmd, bu! hold forth thy hand.”
Vhen had inspected hus palm, ding to

the form of the mystic arts which he pmcuscd, he lcd the
King some steps aside.—* My royal brother,” he said, *the
physiognomy of this youth, together with the lines impressed
on his band, coufirm, in a wonderful degree, the report which



196 Quentin Durward,

1 founded on his horoscope, as well as that judgmeént which
your own proficiency in our sublime arts induced you at
once to form of him. All promises that this youth will be
brave and fortunate.”

“ And faithful?? said the King; “for valour and fortune
square nat always with fidelity.”

“And faithful also,” said the Astrologer; “for there is
manly firmness in look and eye, and his /inea vite is deeply
marked and clear, which indicates a true and upright adher-
ence to those who do benefit or lodge trust in him. But

et
¢ “ But what?” said the King; “ Father Galeotti, v.hereforc
do you now pause?”

“The ears of kings,” said the Sage, “are like the palates
of those dainty patients, which are unable to endure the bit-
terness of the drugs necessary for their recovery.”

#My cars and my palate have no such niceness,” said
Louis; *“Jlet me hear what is useful counsel, and swallow
what is wholesome medicine. I quarrel not with the mde-
ness of the one, or the harsh taste of the other. I have not
been cockered in wantonness or indulgence ; my youth was
one of exile and suffering. My ears are used to harsh
counsel, and take no offence at it.”

“Then plainly, Sire,” replied Galeotti, *if you have aught
in your purposed commission, which—swhich, in short, may
startle a scrupulous conscience—entrust it not to this youth
~—at least, not till a few years’ exercise in your service has
mnde him as unscrupulous as others.”

“And is this what you hesitated to speak, my good
Galeotti? and didst thou think thy speaking it would offend
me?” said the King. ¢ Alack, I know that thou art well
sensible, that the path of royal policy cannot be always
squared (as that of private life ought invariably to be) by
the abstract mexims of relipion, and of momlity, Where
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fore do we, the Princes of the earth, found churches and

make pilgri undergo p and per-
form devotions, with which others may dispense, unless it
be because the benefit of the public, and the welfare of our
kingdoms, force us upon measures which grieve our con-
sciences as Christians?  But Heaven has mercy-—the
Church, an unbounded stock of merits, and the interces-
sion of Our Lady of Embrun, and the blessed saints, is
urgent, everlasting, and omnipotent."—He kid his hat on
the table, and devoutly kneeling before the images stuck
into the hatband, repeated, in an eamest tone, ** Sancte
Huberte, Sancte Juliane, Sancte Martine, Sancta Rosalia,
Sancti guotquot adestis, orate pro me peccatore!/” He then
smote his breast, arose, d his hat, and i :

—*Be nssur:d, good father, that whatever there may be
in our commission, of the nature at which you have hinted,
the execution shall not be entrusted to this youth, nor shall
he be privy to such part of our putpose.”

“In this,” said the Astrologer, *“you, my royal brother,
will walk wisely.—S hing may be apprehended likewise
(rom the rashness of this your young commissioner ; a failing
inherent in those of sanguine complcxmn But T hold that,
by the rules of art, this chance is not to be weighed against
the other prop d from his h pe and
otherwise.”

“Will this next midnight be a propitious hour in which
to commence a perilous journey?” said the King.—*See,
here is your Ephemerides—you see the position of the moon
in regard to Saturn and the ascendence of Jupiter—That
should argue, methinks, in submission to your better art,
;uoccs to him who sends forth the expedition at such an

our,”

“To him who sends forth the expedition,” said the Astro-
loger, after a pause, * this" ‘conjunction doth indeed promuse
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success ; but, methinks, that Saturn being combust, threatens
danger and infortune to the party senf,; whence I infer that
the errand may be perilous, or even fatal,'to those who are
to journey. Violence and captivity, methinks, are intimated
in that adverse conjunction.”

“Violence and captivity to those who are sent,” answered
the King, “but success to the wishes of the sender-—Runs
it'not thus, my learned father ?” :

“Even so,” replied the Astrologer :

The King paused without giving any further mdxcatxon
how far this presaging speech (probably hazarded by: the
Astrologer from hig conjecture that the commission related
to some dangerous purpose) squared with his real object,
which, as the reader is aware, was to betray the Countess
Isabelle of Croye into the hands of William de la Marck, a
nobleman indeed of high birth, but degraded by his crimes
into & leader of banditti, distinguished for his turbulent
disposition and ferocious bravery.

The King then pulled forth a paper from his pocket, and,
cre he gave it to Martivalle, said, in a tone which resembled
that of an apology—* Learned Galeotti, be not surprised,
that, possessing in you an oracular treasure, superior to that
lodged in the breast of any now alive, not excepting the
great Nostradamus himself, I am desirous frequently to avail
myself of your skill in those doubts and difficulties, which
beset every Prince who hath to contend with rebellion
within his land, and with external cnemics, both powcrful
and inveterate,”

“When I was honoured with your request, Sire,” said thc
philosopher, “and abandoned the Court of Buda for that of
Plessis, it was with the resolution to place at the command
of my royal patron, whatever my art had, that might, be of
service to him.”

"Enough, good Martivalle—~I pray thee attend to the
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import of this question.”—He proceeded to read from the
paper in bis hand :—* A person having on band a weighty
controversy, which is like to draw to debate either by law or
by force of arms, is desirous, for the present, to seek accom-
modation by & personal interview with his antagonist. He
desires to know what day will be propitious for the exe-
cution of such a purpose; also what is likely to be the
success of such 8 negotiation, and whether his adversary
will be moved to answer the confidence thus reposed in him,
with gratitude and kindness, or may rather be likely to
abuse the opportunity and sdvantage which such meeting
may afford him?”

#7tis an important question,” said Martivalle, when the
King had done reading, “and requires that T should set a
planetary figure and give it instant and deep consideration.”

“Let it be so, my good father in the sciences, and thon
shalt know what it is to oblige a King of France. We are
determined, if the constellations forbid not,—and our own
humble art Jeads us to think that they approve our purpose,
—to hazard something, even in our own person, to stop
these anti-Christian wars.”

“May the Samts forward your Majesty’s pious intent,”
said the Astrologer, **and guard your sacred person !”

“Thanks, \nmtd father.—¥ere 13 something, the while,
to enlarge your curlous library.”

He placed under one of the volumes a small purse of
gold; for, economical even in his superstitions, Louts con-
ceived the Astrologer sufficiently bound to his service by the
pensions he had assigned him, and thought himself entitled
o the use of his skill at a moderate rate, even upon great
exigencies,

Louis, having thus, in legal phrase, added a refreshing
fee to his general retainer, turned from him to address
Durmard~— Follow me.” he said, * my bonny Scot, 25 one
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chosen by Destiny and a Monarch to accomplish 'a bold
adventure. All must be got ready, that thou mayst put
foot in stirrup the very instant the bell of Szint Martin’s
tolls twelve. One minute sooner, one minute later, were
to forfeit the favourable aspect of the constellations which
smile on your adventure.”

Thus saying, the King left the apartment, followed by his
young guardsman ; and no sooner were they gone, than the
Astrologer gave way to very different feelings from those
which seemed to animate him during the royal presence.

“The niggardly slave!1” he said, weighing the purse in his
hand,—for, being a man of unbounded expense, he had
almost constant occasion for money,—*The base sordid
scullion }—A coxswain’s wife would give more to know that
her husband had crossed the narrow seas in safety. JHe
acquire any tincture of humane letters t—yes, when prowling
foxes and yellow wolves become musicians. e read the
glotious blazoning of the firmament !—ay, when sordid moles
shall become lynxes.—Post fof promissa—after so many
promises made, to entice me from the Court of the magnifi.
cent Matthias, where Hun and Turk, Christian and Infidel,
the Czar of Muscovia and the Cham of Tartary themselves
contended to load me with gifts,—doth he think I am to
abide in this old Castle, like a bullfinch, in a cage, fain to
sing as oft as he chooses to whistle, and all for seed and
water ?—Not so—aut inveniam viam aut faciam—I will dis-
cover or contrive a remedy. ‘The Cardinal Balue is politic and
liberal—this query shall to him, and it shall be his Eminence’s
own fault if the stars speak not as he would have them.”

He again took the despised guerdon, and weighed it in
his hand. “ Tt may be,” he said, “there is some jewel or
pearl of price, concealed in this paltry case—I have heard he
can be liberal even to lavishness, when it suits his caprice or
interest.”
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He emptied the purse, which contained neither more nor
less than ten gold pieces.  The indignation of the Astrologer
was extreme—* Thinks he that for such paltry rate or hire
I will practise that celestial science which I have studied
with the Armenian Abbot of Istrahoff, who had not seen the
sun for forty years,—with the Greek Dubravius, who is said
to have raised the-dead,—and have even visited the Scheik
Ebu Hali in his cave in the deserts of Thebais?—No, by
heaven I—he that contemns art shall perish through his own
ignorance. Ten pieces l—a pittance which T am half ashamed
to offer to Toinette, to buy her new breast-laces.”

So saying, the indignant Sage nevertheless plunged the
contemned pieces of gold into a large pouch which he wore
at his girdle, which Toinette, and other abettors of lavish
cxpense, generally contrived to empty fully faster than the
philosopher, with all his art, could find the means of filling.*

CHAPTER XIV.
TRE JOURNEY.

1 see thee yet, fair France~thou favourd land

Of art and rature—~thou art stil] before me ;

‘Thy sons, to whom their labout 13 a sport,

So well thy grateful soil returns its tribute ,

Thy san-burnt danghters, with their laughing eyes

Asd glossy ravenlocks.  But, favour'd r'"rf.?g,

‘Thou hast had many a tale of woe to tell,

In ancient times as now.

Anonymous.
Avodixe all conversation with any ene (for such was his
?h:ugc), Quentin Durward proceeded hastily to array himself
in a strong but phin cuirass, with thigh and arm pieces, and
* Note IL—Galeotth.
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placed on his head a good steel cap'without any visor. To
these was added a handsome cassock of ‘chamois léather,
finely dressed, and laced down the seams with some em-
broidery, such as might become a superior oﬁiccr ina noblc
household.

These were brought to his apartment by Oliver, \vho, with
his quiet, insinuating smile and manner, acquainted him that
his uncle had been summoned to mount guard, purposely
that he might make no inquiries concerning thcsc mystenous
movements.

“Your excuse will be made to your kinsman,” said Oliver;
smiling again; “and, my dearest son, when you return safe
from the execution of this pleasing trust, I doubt not you
will be found worthy of such promotion as will dispense with
your accounting for your motions to any one, while it will
place you at the head of those who must render an account
of theirs to you.”

So spoke Otiver le Diable, calculating, probably, in his
own mind, the great chance there was that the poor youth
whose hand he squeczed affectionately as he spoke, must
necessarily encounter death or captivity in the commission
entrusted to his charge. He added to his fair words a small
purse of gold, to defray necessary expenses on the road, as a
gratuity on the King’s part.

At a few minutes before twelve at midnight, Quentin,
according to his directions, proceeded to the second court-
yard, and paused under the Dauphin’s Toswer, which, as the
reader knows, was assigned for the temporary residence of
the Countesses of Croye. He found, at this place of rendez-
vous, the men and horses appointed to compose the retinue,
leading two sumpter mules already loaded with baggage, and
holding three palfreys for the two Countesses and a faithful
waiting-woman, with a stately war-horse for himself, whose
steel-plated saddle glanced in the pale moonlight. Not 2
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word of recognition was spoken an either side. The men
sat gtill in their saddles, as if they were motionless; and by
the same imperfect light Quentin saw with pleasure that
they were all armed, and held long lances in their hands.
‘They were only three in number ; but one of them whispered
10 Quentin, in o strong Gaseon accent, that their guide was
10 join them beyond Tours.

Meantime, lights glanced to and fro at the lattices of the
tower, as if there was bustle and preparation among its
inhabitants. At Jength, a small door, which led from the
bottom of the tower to the court, was unclosed, and three
females came forth, attended by & man wrapped ina cloak.
They mounted in silence the palfreys which stood prepared
for them, while their attendant on foot led the way, and
gave the pass-words and signals to the watchful guards, whose
posts they passed in succession, Thus they at length reached
the exterior of these formidable bartiers.  Here the man on
foot, who had hitherto acted as their guide, paused, and
spoke low and eamestly to the two foremost females.

““May heaven bless you, Sire,” said 2 voice which thrilled
upan Quentin Durward’s ear, “and forgive you, even if your
Ppurposes be more interested than your words express! To
be placed in safety under the protection of the good Bishop
of Liege, is the utmost extent of my desire.”

The person whom the thus addressed, muttered a. m-
sudible answer, and retreated back through the bariergate,
while Quentin thought, that, by the moon-ghmpse, he
recognised in him the King himself, whose anxiety for the
departure of his guests had probably induced bim to give
his presence, in case scruples should arise on their pat, or
difficulties on that of the guards of the Castle,

When the riders were beyond the Castle, it was necessary
for some time 1o ride with great precaution, in order to
avcid the pivfalls, snares, and similar contrivances, which
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were placed for the annoyance of strangers. The Gasco.n
was, however, completely possessed of the clue to this
labyrinth, and in a quarter of an hour’s riding, they found
themselves beyond the limits of Plessis le Parc, and not far
distant from the city of Tours.

The moon, which had now extricated herself from the
clouds through which she was formerly wading, shed a full
sea of glorious light upon’ a landscape equally glorious.
They saw the princely Loire rolling his majestic tide through
the richest plain in France, and sweeping along between
banks ornamented with towers and terraces, and with olives
and vineyards. They saw the walls of the city of Tours, the
ancient capital of Touraine, raising their portal towers and
embattlements white in ‘the moonlight, while, from within
their circle, rose the immense Gothic mass which the devo-
tion of the sainted Bishop Perpetuus erected as early as the
fifth century, and which the zeal of Charlemagne and his
successors had enlarged with such architectural splendour,
as rendered it the most magnificent church in France. The
towers of the church of Saint Gatien were also visible, and
the gloomy strength of the Castle, which was said to have
been, in ancient times, the residence of the Emperor
Valentinian,

Even the circumstances in which he was placed, though
of a nature so engrossing, did not prevent the wonder and
delight with which the young Scottishman, accustomed to
the waste though impressive landscape of his own mountains,
and the poverty even of his country’s most stately scenery,
looked on a scene, which art and nature seemed to have
vied in adorning with their richest splendour. But he was
recalled to the business of the moment by the voice of the
elder lady (pitched at least an octave higher than those soft
tones which bid adieu to King Louis), demanding to speak
with the leader of the band. Spurring his horse forward,
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Quentin respectfully presented himself to the ladies in that
capacity, and thus underwent the interrogatories of the Lady
Hameline.

“What was his name, and what his degree?”

He told both.

“Was he perfectly acquainted with the road?”

* “He could not,” he replied, “pretend to much knowledge
of the route, but he was furnished with full instructions, and
he was, at their first resting-place, to be provided with a
guide, in all respects competent to the task of directing their
farther joumney ; meanwhile, & horseman who had just joined
them, and made the number of their guard four, was to be
their guide for the first stage.”

“And wherefore were you sclected for such a duty, young
gentleman?” said the lady—*1 am told you are the same
youth who was lately,upon guard in the gallery in which we
met the Princess of France, You scem young and inexperi-
enced for such a charge—a stranger, too, in France, and
speaking the language as a foreigner.”

“1 am bound to obey the commands of the King, madam,
but am not qualified to reason on them,” answered the young
soldier.

* Are you of noble birth?” demanded the same querist.

1 may safely affirm so, madam,” replied Quentin.

*And are you not,” said the younger lady, addressing him
in her tumn, but with a timorous accent, % the same whom I
:_nw?:hcn T was called to wait upon the King at yonder
inn

Lowering his voice, perhaps from similar feelings of timi-
dity, Quentin answered in the affirmative.

‘Then, methinks, my cousin,” said the Lady Isabelle,
ad‘dming the Lady Hameline, “we must be safe under
this young gentleman's safeguard; he looks not, at least,
lke one to whom the execution of a plan of treacherous
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cruelty upon two helpless women could be with safety
entrusted.”

“On my honour, madam,” said Durward *by the famc
of my House, by the bones of my ancestry, I could not, for
France and Scotland laid into one, be guilty of treachery or
cruelty towards you!”

“You speak well, young man,” said the Lady Hamelmc 5
“but we are accustomed to hear fair speeches from the King
of France and his agents. It was by these that we were in-
duced, when the protection of the Bishop of Liege might
have been attained with less risk than now, or when we
might have thrown ourselves on that of Winceslaus of
Germany, or of Edward of England, to seek refuge in
France. And in what did the promises of the King result?
In an obscure and shameful concealing of us, under ple-
beian names, as a sort of prohibited wares, in yonder paltry
hostelry, when we,—who, as thou knowest, Marthon” (ad-
dressing her domestic), “never put on our head-tire save
under a canopy, and upon a dais of three degrees,—were
compelled to attire ourselves, standing on the simple floor,
as if we had been two milkmaids.”

Marthon admitted that her lady spoke a most melancholy
truth.

“I would that had been the sorest ecvil, dear kinswoman,”
said the Lady Isabelle ; I could gladly have dispensed with
state.”

“But not with society,” said the elder Countess; ¢ that,
my sweet cousin, was impossible.”

*I would have d:spensed with all, my dearest hnswoman,"
answered Isabelle, in a voice which penetrated to the very
heart of her young conductor and guard, “ with all, for a safe
and honourable retirement. I wish not—God knows, I never
wished—to occasion war betwixt France and my native Bur-
gundy, or that lives should be lost for such as I am. I only
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implored permission to retire to the Convent of Marmoutier,
or any other holy sanctuary.”

"You spoke then like a fool, my cousin,” answered the
elder lady, “and not like 2 daughter of my noble brother.
1t is well there is still one alive, who hath some of the spirit
of the noble House of Croye. How should 2 high-bomn lady
be known from a sunbumnt milkmaid, save that spears are
broken for the one, and only hazel-poles shattered for the
other? I tell you, maiden, that while I was in the very
eatliest bloom, scarcely older than jourself, the famous
Passage of Arms at Haflinghem was held in my honour ;
the chall were four, the il 50 many as twelve,
It hasted three days; and cost the lives of two adventurous
knights, the fracture of one back-bone, one collar-bone, three
legs and two arms, besides flesh wounds and bruises beyond
the heralds’ counting ; and thus have the ladies of our House
ever been hanoured. Ah{ had you but hall the heart of
sour noble ancestry, you would find means ‘at some Court,
where ladies’ love and fame in arms are still prized, to main-
uain a tournament, at which your hand should be the prize,
23 was that of your great-grandmother of blessed memory, at
the spear-running of Strasbourg; and thus should jou gain
the best lance in Europe, to maintan the rights of the
House of Croye, both against the oppression of Burgundy
and the policy of France.”

“But, fair kinswoman,” answered the younger Countess,
"I.h:m: been told by my old nurse, that although the
Rhinegrave was the best lance at the great tournament at
Strasbourg, and so won the hand of my respected ancestcs,
yet the match was no happy one, as he used often to scold
20d sometimes even to beat, my greatgrandmother of blessegt
memory.”

“Anfl wherefore not?” said the elder Countess, in her

hus' fession of chivalry, “wiy

for the p
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should these victorious arms, accustomed to deal blows
when abroad, be bound to restrain their energies at home?
A thousand times rather would I be beaten twice a day, by
a husband whose arm was as much feared by others as by
me, than be the wife of a coward, who dared neither to lift
hand to his wife, nor to any one clse!”

] should wish you joy of such an active mate, fair aunt,”
replied Isabelle, “ without envying you ; for if broken bones
be lovely in tourneys, there is nothing less amiable in ladies’
bower.”

“Nay, but the beating is no necessary consequence of
wedding with a knight of fame in arms,” said the Lady
Hameline ; “though it is true that our ancestor of blessed
memory, the Rhinegrave Gottfried, was something rough-
tempered, and addicted to the use of Rheinwein.—The very
perfect knight is a lamb among ladies, and a lion among
~ lances. There was Thibault of Montigni—God be with
* him !—he was the kindest soul alive, and not only was he
never so discourteous as to lift hand against his lady, but, by
our good dame, he who beat all enemies without doors,
found a fair foe who could belabour him within—Well,
’twas his own fault—he was one of the challengers at the
Passage of Haflinghem, and so well bestirred himself, that if
it had pleased Heaven, and your grandfather, there might
have been a lady of Montigni, who had used his gentle
nature more gently.”

The Countess Isabelle, who had some reason to dread this
Passage of Haflinghem, it being a topic upon which her aunt
was at all times very diffuse, suffered the conversation to
drop ; and Quentin, with the natural politeness of one who
had been gently nurtured, dreading lest his presence might
be a restraint on their conversation, rode forward to join the
guide, as if to ask him some questions concerning their
route.
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Meanwhile, the ladies continued their journey in silence,
or in such conversation as is not worth narrating, until day
began to break; and as they had then been on horseback
for several hours, Quentin, anxious lest they should be
fatigued, became impatient to know their distance from the
nearest resting-place.

“1 will show it you,” answered the guide, “in halfan-
hour,”

“ And then you leave us to other guidance?” continued
Quentin.

“Yven so, Seignior Archer,” replied the man; “my jour-
neys ate always short and straight.—When you and others,
Scignior Archer, go by the bow, I always go by the cord.”

The moon had by this time long been down, and the
lights of dawn were beginning to spread bright and strong in
the east, and to gleam on the bosom of a small lake, on the
verge of which they had been riding for o short space of
time. ‘This lake kay in the midst of 2 wide plain, scattered
over with single trees, groves, and thickets; but which
might be yet termed open, so that objects began to be dis-
cemed with sufficient accuracy. Quentin cast his eye on
the person whom he mdc beside, and, under the shadow of
a slouched g hat, which bled the t
of a Spanish pmslm. he mcogmscd the facetious features of
the same Petit-André, whose fingers, not Jong since, had, in
concert with those of his lugubrious brother, Trois-Eschelles,
been 50 unplexsantly active about his throat.—Impelled by
avension, not nlxogcxher unmucd mth fear (for in his own
country the ded with almost
horror), which his late namw escape had not dnmmshed
Durward msuamvcly moved his horse’s head to the right,
and pressing bim at the same time with the spur, made a
demi-volte, which lcpnmed him eight feet from bis hateful
coczpesion,
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“Ho, ho, ho, ho!” exclaimed Petit-André; “by our
Lady of the Gréve, our young soldier remembers us of old.
—What! comrade, you bear no malice, I trust?—every one
wins his bread in this country. No man need be ashamed
of having come through my hands, for I will do my work
with any that ever tied a living weight to a dead tree.—And
God hath given me grace to be such a merry fellow withal
—Ha ! ha! hal—1I could tell you such jests I have cracked
between the foot of the ladder and the top of the gallows,
that, by my halidome, I have been obliged to do my job
rather hastily, for fear the fellows should die with laughing,
and so shame my mystery !”

As he thus spoke, he edged his horse sideways, to regain
the interval which the Scot had left between them, saying
at the same time, * Come, Seignior Archer, let there be no
unkindness betwixt us l—For my part, I always do my
duty without malice, and with a light heart, and I never
love a man better than when I have put my scant-of-wind
collar about his neck, to dub him Knight of the Order of
Saint Patibularius, as the Provost’s Chaplain, the worthy
Father Vaconeldiablo, is wont to call the Patron Saint of the
Provostry.”

*Keep back, thou wretched object!” exclaimed Quentin,
as the finisher of the law again sought to approach him
closer, “or I shall be tempted to teach you the distance that
should be betwixt men of honour and such an outcast.”

*La you there, how hot you are!” said the fellow; *had
you said men of konesty, there had been some savour of
truth in it;—but for men of Aenour, good lack, I have to
deal with them every day, as nearly and closely as I was
about to do business with you—But peace be with you,
and keep your company to yourself. I would have bestowed
a flagon of Auvernit upon you to wash away every unkind-
ness—but 'tis like you scom my courtesy.—\Well Be as
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chuttish a3 you list—I nerer quarrel with my costomers—
my jerry-come-tumbles, my merry dancers, my little play-
fellows, 2s Jacques Butcher says to his lambs—those in fine,
who, like your seigniorship, have H. E. M. P. written on
their foreheads—No, no, let them use me as they list, they
shall have my good service at last—and yourself shall see,
when you next come under Petit-Andr€’s hands, that he
knows how to forgive an injury.”

So saying, and summing up the whole with a provoking
wink, and such an interjectional 24k as men quicken a
dull horse with, Petit-Andté drew off to the other side of the
path, and left the youth to digest the taunts he had treated
him with, as his proud Scottish stomach best mightt A
strong desire had Quentin to have belaboured him while the
staff of his lance could hold together; but he put 2 restraint
on his passion, recollecting that a brawl with such a character
could be creditable at na time or place, and that a quarrel
of any kind, on the present occasion, would be a breach of
daty, and might involve the most perilous consequences.
He therefore swallowed his wrath at the illtimed and pro-
fessional jokes of Mons. Petit-André, and contented himself
with devoutly hoping that they had not reached the ears of
his fair charge, on which they could not be supposed to
make an impression in favour of himself, 25 one obnexious
to such sarcasms.  But he was speedily roused from such
thoughts by the cry of both the ladies 2t once, “ Look heck
—look beck I—For the love of Heaven look to yourself, and
us—we are pursued 1*

Quentin hastily looked back, 2nd saw that two armed men
were in fact following them, and riding at such 2 pace as
must soon bring them up with their party.  “It can,” ke
said, “be only some of the Provostry making their rounds
mlbeForst.—Dol}mlco\:.‘hcmdeemAndxf’\gd
sce what they may be”
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Petit-André obeyed; and rolling himself jocosely in the
saddle after he had made his observations, replied, “These,
fair sir, are neither your comrades nor mine—neither Archers
nor Marshalmen—for I think they wear helmets, with visors
lowered, and gorgets. of the same-—~A plague upon these
gorgets, of all other pieces of armour !-—T have fumbled with
them an hour before I could undo the rivets.”

“ Do you, gracious ladies,” said Durward, without attend-
mg to Petit-André, “ride forward—not so fast as to raise an
opinion of your being in flight, and yet fast enough to avail
yourself of the impediment which I shall presently place
between you and these men who follow us.”

The Countess Isabelle looked to their guide, and then
whispered to her aunt, who spoke to Quentin thus—*“We
have confidence in your care, fair Archer, and wi¥ rather
abide the risk of whatever may chance in your company,
than we will go onward with that man, whose mien is, we
think, of no good augury,”

“Be it as you will, ladies,” said the youth—*“There are
but two who come after us; and though they be knights, as
their arms seem to show, they shall, if they have any evil
purpose, learn how a Scottish gentleman can do his devoir
in the presence and for the defence of such as you.—Which
of you there,” he continued, addressing the guards whom he
commanded, “is willing to be my comrade, and to break
a lance with these gallants? ”

Two of the men obviously faltered in resolution ; but the
third, Bertrand Guyot, swore, *“that cap de dion, were they
Knights of King Arthur’s Round Table, he would try their
mettle, for the honour of Gascony.”

While he spoke, the two knights—for they seemed of no
less rank-—came up with the rear of the party, in which
Quentin, with his sturdy adherent, had by this time stationed
himself. They were fully accoutred in excellent armour of
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polished steel, without any device by which they could be
distinguished,

One of them, as they approached, called out to Quentin,
“Sir Squire, give place—we come to relicve you of a charge
which is above your rink and condition. You will do well
to leave these ladies in our care, who are fitter to wait upon
them, especially as we know that in yours they are linle
better than eaptives™

“Inretum to your demand, sirs,” replied Durward, “ know,
in the first place, that I am discharging the duty imposed
upon me by my present Sovereign; and next, that however
unworthy I may be, the ladies desire to abide under my
protection.”

“QOut, sirzh!” exchimed one of the champions; “will
you, & wandering beggar, put yourself on terms of resistance
against belted knights?”

“They are indeed terms of resistance,” said Quentin,
“since they oppose your insolent and unlawful apgression;
and if there be difference of rank between us, which as yet I
know not, your discourtesy bas done it away. Draw jour
u'ard, or, if you will use the lance, take ground for your

\\'hxlc the knights tumed their horses, and rode back to
the distance of about a hundred and fifty yards, Quentin,
looking to the ladies, bent Jow on his saddle-bow, as if
desiring their favoursble regard, and as they streamed
towards him their kerchiefs, in token of encouragement,
the two gssailants had geined the distance necessary for
theit charge.

Calling to the Gascon to bear hunself like a man, Durward
put his steed into rmotion ; and the four horsemen met in full
career in the midst of the ground which at fint sepurated
them  The shock was fata] to the pocr Gascon
adversary, aiming at his face, which was e=defe
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visor, ran him-through the eye into the brain, so that he fell
dead from his horse. i

On the other hand, Quentin, though labouring under the
same disadvantage, swayed himself in the saddle so dexter-
ously, that the hostile lance, slightly scratching his cheek,
passed over his right shoulder ; while his own spear, striking
his antagonist fair upon the breast, hurled him to the ground.
Quentin jumped off, to unhelm his fallen opponent ; but the
other knight (who had never yet spoken), seeing the fortune
of his companion, dismounted still more speedily than Dur-
ward, and bestriding his friend, who lay senseless. exclaimed,
“In the name of God and Saint Martin, mount, good fellow,
and get thee gone with thy woman’s ware |—Ventre Saint
Gris, they have caused mischief enough this morning.”

By your leave, Sir Knight,” said Quentin, who could not
brook the menacing tone in which this advice was given, “1
will first see whom I have had to do with, and learn who is
to answer for the death of my comrade.”

““That shalt thou never live to know or to tell,” answered
the Knight. “*Get thee back in peace, good fellow. If we
were fools for interrupting your passage, we have had the
worst, for thou hast done more evil than the lives of thou
and thy whole band could repay.—Nay, if thou ws/# have
it (for Quentin now drew his sword, and advanced on him),
“take it with a vengeance!”

So saying, he dealt the Scot such a blow on the helmet,
as, till that moment (though bred where good blows were
plenty), he had only read of in romance. It descended like
a thunderbolt, beating down the guard which the young
soldier had rised to protect his head, and, reaching his
helmet of proof, cut it through so far as to touch his hair,
but without further injury; while Durward, dizzy, stunned,
and beaten down on one knee, was for an instant at the
mercy of the knight, had it pleased him to second his blow.
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But compassion for Quentin's youth, or admiration of his
courage, of & generous love of fair play, made him withhold
{rom taking such advantage ; while Durward, collecting him.
self, sprang up and attacked his antagonist with the energy
of cne determined to conquer or die, and at the same time
with the presence of mind necessary for fighting the quarre}
out to the best advantage. Resolved not again to expose
himself to such dreadful blows as he had just sustained, he
employed the edvantage of superior agility, increased by the
comparative lightness of his armour, to harass his antagonist,
by traversing on all sides, with a suddenness of motion and
rapidity of attack, agsinst which the knight, in his heavy
panoply, found it difficult to defend bimself without much
fatigue,

It was in vain that this generous antagonist called aloud
to Quentin, “that there now remained no cause of fight
betwixt them, and that he was Joath to be constrained to do
him injury” Listening only to the suggestions of a pas.
sionate wish to tedeem the shame of his temporary defeat,
Durward continued to assail him with the rapidity of ightning
~—now menaang him with the edge, now with the point of
his sword—and ever keeping such an eye on the motions of
his opponent, of whose superior strength he had had terrible
proof, that he was ready to spring backward, or aside, from
under the blows of his tremendous weapon.

“Now the devil be with thee for an obstinate and pre-
sumptuous {ool,” muttered the knight, *that cannot be quiet
till thou art knocked on the head1®  So saying, he changed
his mode of fighting, collected himself as1f to stand on the
defensive, and seemed contented with parrying, instead of
Tetuming, the blows which Quentin unceasingly aimed at
him, with the internal resolution, that the instant when
either lowt of breath, or any false or carcless pass of tha
young soldier, should give an opening, he wor**  *
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to the ﬁght by a siogle blow. It is likely he might have
succeeded in this artful policy, but Fate had ordered it
otherwise.

The duel was still at the hottest, when a large party of
horse rode up, crying, “ Hold, in the King’s name!” Both
champions stepped back—and Quentin saw, with surprise,
that his Captain, Lord Crawford, was at the head of the
party who had thus interrupted their combat. There was
also Tristan Hermite, with two or three of his followers;
making, in ali, perhaps twenty horse.

CHAPTER XV.

THE GUIDE.

He was n son of Egypt, as he told me,
And one descended from those dread magicians,
Who waged rash war, when Israel dwelt in Goshen,
With Israel and her Prophet—matching rod
With his the sons of Levi’s—and encountering
Jehovab's miracles with incantations,
Till upon Egypt came the avenging Angel, v
And these proud sages wept for their first-born,
As wept the unletter’d peasant.
Anorymors,

Tre arrival of Lord Crawford and his guard put an imme-
diate end to the engagement which we endeavoured to
describe in the last chapter; and the Knight, throwing off
his helmet, hastily gave the old Lord his sword, saying,
*Crawford, I render myself—But hither—and lend me your
car—a word, for God’s sake—save the Duke of Orleans!?”

* How P—what P—the Duke of Orleans!” exclaimed the
Scottish commander,—* How came this, in the name of the

foul fiend? It will ruin the callant mth the ng, for ever
and a day.”

"t
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" Ask no questions,” said Dunois—for it was no other
than he—*It was all my fauit—See, he stis. T came
forth but to have a snatch at yonder damsel, and make
mysell a landed and a mamied man—and see what is
come ont. Keep back your canaille—let no man look
upon him.” So saying, he opened the visor of Orleans,
and threw water on his face, which was afforded by the
neighbouring lake.

Quentin  Durward, meanwhile, stood like one planet-
struck ; so fast did new adventures pour in upon him., He
had now, as the pale features of his first antagonist assured
him, bome to the carth the first Prince of the blood in
France, and had measured swords with her best \champion,
the celebrated Dunois ;—both of them achiev: ements honour-
#ble in themselves; but whether they might be ealled good
service to the King. or so esteemed by him, was a very
different question.

The Duke had now recovered his breath, and was able
tosit up and give attention to what prssed betwixt Dunois
and Crawford, while the former pleaded eagerly, that there
was no occasion to mention in the matter the name of the
most noble Orleans, while he was ready to take the whole
blame on his own shoulders; and to avouch that the Duke
had only come thither in fncndshxp 10 him.

Lord Crawford continued listening, with his eyes ﬁxcd on
the ground, and from time to time he sighed and shook
his head. At length he said, looking up, “Thou knowest,
Dunois, that, for thy father's sake, as well as thine own, 1
would full fain do thee a service.”

“It is not for myselfl 1 demand anjthing,” answered
Dunois. “Thou hast my sword, and I am your pnsoner—
what needs more?  But it is for this noble Prince, the enly
bope of France, if God should eall the Dauplun.  He only
"came kither 10 do me & favosr—iz an et th mabe oo
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fortune—in a ‘matter which the King had partly en-
couraged.” ‘ .

“ Dunois,” replied Crawford, “if another had told me
thou hadst brought the noble Prince into this jeopardy.to
serve any purpose of thine own, I bad told him it was false.
And now that thou dost pretend so thyself, I can hardly
believe it is for the sake of speaking the truth.”

“Noble Crawford,” said Orleans, who had now entirely
recovered from his swoon, “you are too like in character to
your friend Dunois, not to do him justice. It was indeed I
that dragged him hither, most unwillingly, upon an entet-
prise of harebrained passion, suddenly and rashly under-
taken.—Look on me all who will,” he added, rising up and
turning to the soldiery—*“I am Louis of Orleans, willing
to pay the penalty of my own folly. I trust the King
will limit his displeasure to me, as is but just—Meanwhile,
as a Child of France must not give up his sword to any
‘one—not even to you, brave Crawford—fare thee well,
good steel.” ,

So saying, he drew his sword from its scabbard, and flung
it into the lake. It went through the air like a stream of
lightning, and sunk in the flashing waters, which speedily
closed over it. All remained standing in itresolution and
astonishment, so high was the rank, and so much esteemed
was the character, of the culprit; while, at the same time,
all were conscious that the consequences of his rash enter-
prise, considering the views which the King had upon him,
were likely to end in his utter ruin.-

Dunois was the first who spoke, and it was in the chiding
tone of an offended and distrusted friend—*“So ! your High-
ness hath judged it it to cast away your best sword, in the
same moming when it was your pleasure to fling away the
King's favour, and to slight the friendship of Dunois?”

"My dearest kinsman,” said the Duke, “when or how
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was it in my purpose to slight your friendship, by telling the
truth, when it was due to your safety and my honour?”

*“What had you to do with my safety, my most princely
cousin, I would pray to know?” answered Dunois gruffly ;—
“\What, in God's name, was it to you, if I had a mind to be
hanged, or strangled, or flung into the Loire, or poniarded,
or broke on the wheel, or hung up alive in an iron cage, or
buried alive in a castle-fosse, or disposed of in any other way
in which it might please King Louis to get nd of his faithful
subject ?>—(you nced not wink and frown, and point to
Tristan 'Hermite—1 see the scoundrel as well as you do.)
But it would not have stood so hard with me—And so
much for my safety. And then for your osn honour—by
the blush of Saint Magdalene, I think the honour would
have been to have missed this moming’s work, or kept it
out of sight. Here has your Highness got yourself unhorsed
by 2 wild Scoutish boy.”

“Tut, tut!” sud Lord Crawford; “never shame his
Highness for that, It s not the first time a Scottish boy
hath broke a good lance—I am glad the youth hath bome
him well.”

“T will say nothing to the contrary,” sud Dunois; “yet,
had your Lordship come something later than you did, there
might have been a vacancy n your hand of Archers.”

“Ay, ay,” answered Lord Crawford; “1 ean read your
handwriting in that cleft monon.—Same one take 1t from
the lad, and give him a bonnet, which, with its stecl lining,
will keep his head better than that broken Joom.~And let
me tell your Lordship, that your owxn armour of proof is
not without some marks of good Scottish handwriting.—
But, Dunois, 1 must now request the Duke of Orleans and
you to take horse and accompany me, as I have power
and commission to convey you to a place differentfrom
that which my goodwill might assign you™
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%May I not speak one word, my Lord of Crawford, to
yonder fair ladies?” said the Duke of Orleans.

“Not one syllable,” answered Lord Crawford; “I am
too much a friend of your Highness to permit such an act
of folly."—Then, addressing Quentin, he added, “ You, young
man, have done your duty. Go on to obey the charge with
which you are entrusted.”

“Under favour, my Lord,” said Tristan, with his usual
brutality of manner, “the youth must find another guide.
1 cannot do without Petit-André, when there is so like to
be business on hand for him.” ,

“The young man,” said Petit-André, now coming forward,
“has only to keep the path which lies straight before him,
and it will conduct him to a place where he will find the
man who is to act as his guide.—I would not for a thousanc
ducats be absent from my Chief this day! I have hangec
knights and squires many a one, and wealthy Echevins, an
burgomasters to boot—even counts and marquises hav
tasted of my handiwork—but, a-humph ”  He looked =
the Duke, as if to intimate that he would have filled up th
blank, with “a Prince of the blood 1"—*Ho, ho, ho{ Peti
André, thou wilt be read of in Chronicle {”

“Do you permit your ruffians to hold such language
such a presence ?” said Crawford, looking sternly to Trista)

“Why do you not correct him yourself, my Lord?” sa
Tristan sullenly,

Because thy hand is the only one in this company tt
can beat him, without being degraded by such an action.”

“Then rule your own men, my Lord, and I will
answerable for mine,” said the Provost-Marshal,

Lord Crawford scemed about to give a passionate rep
but, as if he had thought better of it, turned his back st
upon Tristan, and, requesting the Duke of Orleans :
Dunois to ride one on either hand of him, he made a si
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of adieu to the ldies, and sid 1o sz:ntm. “God bless
thee, my child ; thou hast begun thy service valiantly, though
i an !:1'up;1y canse®  He was about to go of—when
Quentin could Lear Dunois whisper to Crawford, “ Do you
carry us to Plessis?™

“No, my unhappy and rash friend,” answered Crawford,
with a sizh; “10 Loches™

“To Loches!™ The name of a castle, or mather prison,
yet more dreaded than Plessis jiself, fell LXe a deatholl
upon the car of the young Scotchman  He had heard it
described as 2 place destined to the workings of those secret
acts of cruelty with which even Louis shamed to pollute the
interior of his own residence.  There were in this place of
terror dungeons under dungeons, some of them pnknowxn
even to the keepers themselves; living graves, to which
men were consigned, with little bope of further employment
during the fest of their Lfe, than to breathe impure 2ir, 2nd
foed on bread and water. At this formidable castle were
also these dreadful places of confinement called cages, in
which the wretched prisoner could neither stand upright,
ror stretch himself at Iength, an invention, it is s2id, of the
Cardimal Balue® It is no wonder that the name of this
place of horrors, and the consciotsness that be had beea
Iy the means of despaiching thither two such illustnous

Scot, that he rode for some time with his head dejected, bis
eyes Lxed on the ground, and his heant filled with the most
it reflections.

As he was now amin at the head of the little troop, and
psuirg the road which bad been pointed ozt to him, the
Lady Hameline kad an opportuuty to say to him—

»Methinks, fair i, you regret the 'nc:my which your
gallantry by attained in oer behalf? ™

? Who bazsclf wmwnted coe of theme dety fr piore than
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There was something in the question which sounded like
irony, but Quentin had tact enough to answer sxmply and
with sincerity—

“J can regret nothing that is done in the service of such
ladies as you are; but, methinks, had it consisted with your
safety, I bad rather have fallen by the sword of 50 good a
soldier as Dunois, than have been the means of consigning
that renowned knight and his un’nappy chief, the Duke of
Orleans, to yonder fearful dungeons.”

It zvas, then, the Duke of Orleans,” said the elder lady,
turning to her niece. “1 thought so, even at the distance
from which we beheld the fray.—You see, kinswoman, what
we might have been, had this sly and avaricious monarch
permitted us to be seen at his Court. The first Prince of
the blood of France, and the valiant Dunois, whose name
is known as wide as that of his heroic father—This young
gentleman did his devoir bravely and well; but methinks
%, ’tis pity that he did not succumb with honour, since his ill-

advised gallantry has stood betwixt us and these princely
rescuers.”

The Countess Isabelle replied in a firm and almost a
displeased tone; with an energy, in short, which Quentin
had not yet observed her use.

*Madam,” she said, *but that I know you jest, I would
say your speech is ungrateful to our brave defender, to whom
we owe more, perhaps, than you are aware of, Had these
gentlemen succeeded so far in their rash enterprise as to
have defeated our escort, is it not still evident, that, on the
arrival of the Royal Guard, we must have shared their
captivity? For my own part, I give tears, and will soon
bestow masses, on the brave man who has fallen, and I
trust”. (she continued, more timidly), “that he who lives
will accept my grateful thanks.”

As Quentin turned his face towards hcr,wremmtbeﬁ%
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ting acknowledsments, she naw the blood which streamed
down on one side of his fice, and exchimed, ia 2 tone of
deep feelirg, “Holy Virgin, ke is womaded! be hlesds 1—
Diszmouns, sir, and let yorr wound be bornd ep”

In spite of all that Durward could say of the slightress of
his hurs, he was compelled to dismount, and to seat hizmeell
on 2 bank, 3nd unhelmet humself, while the ladies of Croye,
who, according to a fashjon rot as yer antiquated, pretendad
some knowledge of lecchenaft, washed the wound, stanched
the blood, and bound it with the kerchief of the younger
Countess, in order to exclude the air, for so their praction
preseribed.

In modern times, gallints seldom or hever take wonnds
for ladies’ sake, and damsels on their side never meddiz
with the cure of wounds.  Each bas a danger theless That
which the men csaape will be genenlly acknowledged ; bﬂt
the peril of dresuing such 2 slight wound as that of Quentin'
which involred nothing fofmxd.\b‘c or dangerous, was per!:u's
as real in its way a3 the nsk of encountering it

We have already s2id the patient was eminently handsome ;
and the removal of his helmet, or, mere properly, of his
morion, had soff ezedlumrlockswaancmpm‘m:m.
around a countenance in which the hilarity of youth was
qualified by a blush of modesty at onee and pleaszre. And
then the feelings of the younger Countess, when compelled
10 hold the kerchief to the wound, while her aznt sorght in
their bapoage for some vulnerary remedy, were misgled 2t
once with a sense of delicacy and emberrassment ; 2 thell of
pity for the fatient, and of gratitude for hix sernces, which
exxgerzied, in her eyes, ks good mien and handsemre
features  In short, thxs inddent scemed intended by Fate
to plese the which she had,
by rany pey and apparently accidental eircumstances,
extabliabed 2 two puxxl, whao, thowgh far difirent
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in rank and fortune, sirongly resembled each other in youth,
beauty, and the romantic tenderness of an affectionate dis-
posiion. It was no wonder, therefore, that from this
moment the thoughts of the Countess Isabelle, already so
familiar to his imagination, should become paramount in
Quentin’s bosom, nor that, if the maiden’s feelings were of
a less decided character, at least so far as known to herself,
she should think of her young defender, to whom she bad
just rendered a service so interesting, with more emotion
than of any of the whole band of high-bom nobles who had
for two years past besieged her with their adoration. Above”
all, when the thought of Campo-Basso, the unworthy favourite
of Duke Charles, with his hypocritical mien, his base, treache-
rous spirit, his wry neck, and his squint, oceurred to her, his
portrait was more disgustingly hideous than ever, and deeply
did she resolve no tyranny should make her enter into so
. hateful 2 union.

In the meantime, whether the good Lady Hameline of
Croye understood and admired masculine beauty as much as
when she was fifieen years younger (for the good Countess
was at least thirty-five, if the records of that noble house
speak the truth), or whether she thought she had done their
young protector less justice than she ought, in the first
view which she had taken of his services, it is certain that
he began to find favour in her eyes.

My niece,” she said, *has bestowed on you a kerchief
for the binding of your wound ; I will give you one to grace
your gallantry, and to encourage you in your farther progress
in chivalry.”

So saying, she gave him a richly embroidered kerchief of
blue and silver, and pointing to the housing of her palfrey,
and the plumes in her riding-cap, desired him to observe
that the colours were the same. . ‘

The fashion of the time prescribed one absolute mode of



Owentin Davrerd. xag

receiving suen 2 favorr, which Quenus followed aceordn-gly,
by tying the rapkin around his arm; yet his manner of
acknowledgment had more of awkwardness, and less of
gallantry in i, than perhaps it might Lave had at another
{time, and in another presence ; for though the wearing of a
Iady’s favour, given in such & manncr, was merely matter of
general compliment, he would much rather have preferred
the right of displaying on his arm that which bound the
wound mﬂmcd by the sword of Dunou.

M, they inued their Quentin now
riding abreast of the ladies, into whose society he seemed to
be tacitly adopted.  He did not speak much, however, being
filled by the silent consciousness of happiness, which is afraid
of giving too strong vent toits feelings. The Countess Isabelle
spoke still Jess, 2o that the conversation was chiefly carried
on by the Lady Hameline, who showed no inclination to let
it drop; for, to initiate the young Archer, as she said, into
the principles and practice of chivalry, she detailed to him,
at full length, the Passage of Arms at Haflinghem, whete she
had distributed the prizes among the victors.

Not much interested, I am sorry to say, in the desenp-
tion of this splendid scene, or in the hemaldic beanngs of
the different Flemish and German krughts, which the lady
blaroned with pitiless accuracy, Quentin began to entertan
some alarm lest he should have passed the place where his
guide was to join him—a most senous disaster, and from
which, should it rc:dly h:re ukm place, the very worst con-

were to it

While he hnsmlcd ‘whether it would be better to send
back one of his followers, to see whether this might not be
the case, he heard the blast of a hom, and looking in the
direction from which the sound came, beheld a horseman
nding very fast towards them. The low size, and wild,
thazsy, ttrained state of the amimal, reminded Quentin of
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the mountain -breed of horses in his own country; bat this
was much more finely limbed, and, with the same appearance
of hardiness, was more rapid in its movements. The head
particularly, which, in the Scottish pony, is often lumpish
and heavy, was small and well placed in the neck of this
animal, with thin jaws, full sparkling eyes, and expanded
nostrils. K

The rider was even more singular in his appearance than
the horse which he rode, though that was extremely unlike
the horses of France. Although he managed his palfrey
with great dexterity, he sat with his feet in broad stirrups,
something resembling shovels, so short in the leathers, that
his knees were wellnigh as high as the pommel of his saddle.
His dress was a red turban of small size, in which he wore a
sullied plume, secured by a clasp of silver; his tunic, which
was shaped like those of the Estradiots (a sort of troops
whom the Venetians at that time levied in the provinces on
the eastern side of their gulf), was green in colour, and
tawdrily laced with gold; he wore very wide drawers or
trousers of white, though none of the cleanest, which
gathered beneath the knee, and his swarthy legs were quite
bare, unless for the complicated laces which bound a pair of
sandals on his feet ; he had no spurs, the edge of his large
stirrups being so sharp as to serve to goad the horse in a
very severe manner.  In a crimson sash this singular horse-
man wore a dagger on the right side, and on the left a short
crooked Moorish sword ; and by a tamished baldrick over
the shoulder hung the horn which announced his approach.
He had a swarthy and sunburnt visage, with a thin beard,
and piercing dark eyes, a well-formed mouth and nose, and
other features which might have been pronounced handsome,
but for the black elflocks which hung around his face, and
the air of wildness and emadation which rather seemed te
indicate a savage than a civilised map.
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*He also ts a Boheman 1" 12id the hidies to exch other;
* Holy Mary, will the King 2min plice confidence in these
oucasis?”

“1 will question the man, if it be )o.:r pleasure,” s.ul
Quentin, “and assure myself of his fidelizy as I best rmay .~

Drreard, as well as the hidies of Croye, had recognised in
this ran’s dress and appearance, the tabi and the manners

of those yagrans with whom he h2d nearly been con
!ry the }'.'u'y proceedings of Tro's-Eschells ;nd Petit-
2nd he, too, ined very matural apprel, concern
ing the risk of reposing trust 1 one of that vagrant nee

4.1t thou come hither to seek ts? ™ was his firgt guestion.

The stranger nodded

“ And for what purpose?”

“To guide you to the palice of Him of Liegge®

*Qf the Bishop? ™

The Dohemian again nodded

“What token canst thou give me, that we should yield
eredence to thee? ™

“Lven the od rhyms, 2nd po other,” answered the
Dohemisn e

#The puge siew the boar,
The prer kad the glove”

*A tree token,” said Quentin, *lcad on, good fellow—I
will speak forther with thee presently ”  Thee fallng back
10 the ladies, he suid, “1 2m convinced s man s the
we re 1o expect, for he hath brouzh: @e 2 password,
km':alth:.-.k. but to the Kirg and me. But I will dis-
course with k. further, and eadavowr o ascentin how far
ke i1 to be trested.”
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-CHAPTER XVIL
THE VAGRANT.

I am as free as Nature first made man,
Ere the base laws of servitude began,
When wild in woods the noble savage ran.
Z%e Congutest of Grenada.

WaiLe Quentin held the brief communication with the
ladies, necessary to assure them that this extraordinary
addition to their party was the guide whom they were to
expect on the King’s part, he noticed (for he was as alert
in observing the motions of the stranger, as the Bohemian
could be on his part), that the man not only turned his head
as far back as he could, to peer at them, but that, with a
singular sort of agility, more resembling that of a monkey
than of a man, he had screwed his whole person around
on the saddle, so as to sit almost sidelong upon the horse,
for the convenience, as it seemed, of watching them more
attentively,

Not greatly pleased with this manceuvre, Quentin rode up
to the Bohemian, and said to him, as he suddenly assumed
his proper position on the horse, “Methinks, friend, you
will prove but a blind guide, if you look at the tail of your
horse rather than his ears.”

“And if T were actually blind,” answered the Bohemian,
“1 could not the less guide you through any county in this
realm of France, or in those adjoining to it.”

“Yet you arc no Frenchman born? ” said the Scot.

“T am not,” answered the guide.

“What countryman, then, are you?"” demanded Qucntm-

*“1 am of no country,” answered the guide.

“How! of na conntry ?” repeated the Scct.
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“No* answered the Bohemian, “of none.  1am & Zingaro,
a Bohemian, an Egyptian, or whatever the Furopeans, in
their different languages, may choose to call our people;
but 1 have no country.”

“ Are you & Christan?® asked the Scotchman,

‘The Bohemian shook his head,

“Dog1” £aid Quentin (for there was Jittle toletion in
the spint of Catholicism in those days), “dost thou worship
Mahoun?®

“No,” was the indifferent and concise answer of the
guide, who neither scemed offended or surprised at the
young man's violence of manner,

“ Are you a Pagan then, or wlat are you?”

“1 have no religion,” ® answered the Bohemun,

“Durward started back; for though he had heard of
Saracens and Idolaters, it had never entered into his
ideas or belief, that any body of men could exist who
practised no mode of worship whatever. He recovered
from his astonishment, to ask his guide where he usually
dwelt,

“Wherever I chance to be for the ume,” replied the

Johemian. T have no home.™

*How do you guard your property 2"

* Excepting the clothes which 1 wear, and the horse T
tide on, 1 have no property.”

“Yet you dress gaily, and nde gallantly,” said Durward.
*What are your means of subsistence 2*

“1 eat when I am hungry, dnnk when I am thirsty, and
have no other means of subsistence than chance throws in
my way,” rephed the yvagabond.

*Under whose laws da you lne?”

*T acknowledze obedience to none, but as it suits my
leasure or my necessines,” s3id the Bohemian

* Note HL.—Relgion of the Dobemurs,
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% Who is your leader, and commands you?”

“The Father of our tribe—if I choose to obey him,” said
the guide—* otherwise I have no commander.”

“Vou are then,” said the wondering querist, destitute
of all that other men are combined by—you have no law,
no leader, no settled means of subsistence, no house or
home. You have, may Heaven compassionate you, no
country—and, may Heaven enlighten and forgive you, you
have no God! What is it that remains to you, deprived of
government, domestic happiness, and religion?”

“T have liberty,” said the Bohemian—*1I crouch to no
one—obey no one—respect no one.—~I go where I will—
live as I can—and die when my day comes.”

“But you are subject to instant execution, at the pleasurc
of the Judge?” )

“Be it so,” returned the Bohemian; “I can but die so
much the sooner.”

“ And to imprisonment also,” said the Scot; “and where,
then, is your boasted freedom?”

“In my thoughts,” said the Bohemian, “which no chains
can bind ; while yours, even when your limbs are free, remain
fettered by your laws and your superstitions, your dreams of
local attachment, and your fantastic visions of civil policy.
Such as I are free in spirit when our limbs are chained—
You are imprisoned in mind, even when your limbs are most
at freedom.”

“Yet the freedom of your thoughts,” said the Scot, “re-
lieves not the pressure of the gyves on your limbs.”

“Tor a brief time that may be endured,” answered the
vagrant; “and if within that period I cannot extricate
myself, and fail of relief from my comrades, I can always
die, and death is the most perfect freedom of all.”

There was a deep pause of some duration, which Quentm
at length broke by resuming his queries,
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“Yours is a wandering race, unkno™n to the nations of
Europe—\Whence do they derive their origin?”

“I may not tell you,” answered the Bohemian

“When will they reliesc this kingdom from their presence,
and return to the land from whence they came?” said the
Scot.

*“When the day of their pilgril
replied his vagrant guide.

*Are you not sprung from those tribes of Isracl, which
were carried into captivity beyond the great river Euph-
rates #” eaid Quentin, who had not forgotten the lore which
had been taught him at Aberbrothick.

“Had we been so,” answered the Bohemian, “we had
followed their faith, and practised their rites

“What is thine own name?” sud Durward.

“My proper name is only known to my brethren—The
men beyond our tents call me Hayraddin Maugrabun, that is,
Hayraddin the African Moor.”

““Thou speakest too well for one who hath Lived always in
thy filthy horde,” said the Scot.

*1 have leamed some of the knowledge of this land,”
said Hayraddin,—~*When 1 was a lutle boy, our tnbe was
chased by the hunters after human flesh. An arrow went
through my mother’s head, and she died I was entangled
in the Wlanket on her shoulders, and was taken by the
pursuers. A priest begged me from the Provost's archers,
and tminéd me up i Frankish learning for two or three
years,®

“How came you to part with him ?® demanded Durward.

“I stole money from him—even the God which he wor-
shipped,” answered Hayraddin, with perfect composure
“he detected me, and beat me—1I stabbed him with my
knife, fled to the woods, and was agun umted to my
people”

shall be accomplished,”

3
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“Wretch!” said Durward, “did you murder your bene-
factor?”

“\What had he to do to burden me with his benefitsP—
The Zingaro boy was no house-bred cur, to dog the heels
of his master, and crouch beneath his blows, for scraps of
food—He was the imprisoned wolf-whelp, which at the first
opportunity broke his chain, rended his master, and returned
to his wilderness.” _

There was another pause, when the young Scot, with a
view of still further investigating the character and pur-
pose of this suspicious guide, asked Hayraddin, ¢ Whether
it was not true that his people, amid their ignorance, pre-
tended to a knowledge of futurity, which was not given
to the sages, philosophers, and divines, of more polished
society 77

“We pretend to it,” said Hayraddin, “and it is with
justice.”

“How can it be, that so high a gift is bestowed on so
abject a race ?” said Quentin,

“Can I tell you?” answered Hayraddin—* Yes, 1 may
indeed ; but it is when you shall explain to me why the dog
can trace the footsteps of a man, while man, the nobler
animal, hath not power to trace those of the dog. These
powers, which seem to you so wonderful, are instinctive in
our race. From the lines on the face and on the hand, we
can tell the future fate of those who consult us, even as
surely as you know from the blossom of the tree in spring,
what fruit it will bear in the harvest.”

“1 doubt of your knowledge, and defy you to the
proof.”

“Defy me not, Sir Squire,” said Hayraddin Maugrabin—
“I can tell you, that, say what you will of your religion, the
Goddess whom you worship rides in this company.”

" Peace|” said Quentin, in astonishment; “on thy life,
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not a word farther, but in answer to what I ask thee.—Canst
thou be faithful?”

“1 can—all men can,” said the Bohemian.

“Rut w7/t thou be faithful?®

“Wouldst thou believe me the more shotld I swear jt?™
ansnered Maugrabin, with a sneer.

* Thy life is in my hand,” said the young Scot.

“Strike, and sece whether I fear to die,” answered the
Pohemian,

“Will money render thee a trusty guide?” demanded
Durward,

“If,I be not such without it, No,” replied the heathen,

“Then what will bind thee?” asked the Scot.

“Kindness,” replied the Bohemian,

“Shall T swear to show thee such, if thou arnt true guide
to us on this pilgrimage?”

“No,” rephied Hayraddin, “it were extravagant waste of
2 commodity so rare.  To thee I am bound already.”

“How?" exclaimed Durward, more surpnsed than ever.

“Remember the chestnut-trees on the banks of the Cher!
‘The victim, whose body thou didst cut down, was my
brother, Zamet the Maugrabin.”

“And yet,” said Quentin, #1 find you in correspondence
with those very officers by whom your brother was done to
death; for it was one of them who directed me where to
meet with you—the same, doubtless, who procured yonder
ladies your services as a guide.”

“What an we do?” d Hayraddin gloomily
“These men deal with us as the shccpdogs du with lhc
flocks; they protect us for a while, drve us hither and
thither at their pleasure, and always end by guiding us 1o
the shambles”

Quentin had afterwards occasion to leam that the Bohe
mimn spoke truth in this particular, and that the Prowste
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guard, employed to suppress the vagabond bands by which
the kingdom was infested, entertained correspondence
among them, and forbore, for a certain time, the exercise
of their duty, which always at last ended in conducting
their allies to the gallows. This is a sort of political rela-
tion between thief and officer, for the profitable exercise of
their mutual professions, which has subsisted in all countries;
and is by no means unknown to our own. .

Durward, parting from the guide, fell back to the rest of
the retinue, very little satisfied with the character of Hay-
raddin, and entertaining little confidence in the professions
of gratitude which he had personally made to him. He

_ proceeded to sound the other two men who had been as-
signed him for attendants, and he was concerned to find
them stupid, and as unfit to assist him with counsel, as in
the rencounter they had shown themselves reluctant to use
their weapons.

“Jt is all the better,” said Quentin to himself, his spirit
rising with the apprehended difficulties of his situation;
“that lovely young lady shall owe all to me.—~What onc
hand—ay, and one head can do,~—methinks I can boldly
count upon. I have seen my father’s house on fire, and he
and my brothers lying dead amongst the flames—1I gave not
an inch back, but fought it out to the last. Now I am two
years older, and have the best and fairest cause to bear me
well, that ever kindled mettle within a brave man’s bosom.”

Acting upon this resolution, the attention and activity
which Quentin bestowed during the joumey, had in it some-
thing that gave him the appearance of ubiquity. His principal
and most favourite post was of course by the side of the
ladies ; who, sensible of his extreme attention to their safety,
began to converse with him in almost the tone of familiar
friendship, and appeared to take great pleasure in the naivefé,
yet shrewdness, of his conversatian, Vet Quentin did not
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suffer the fasclnation of this intercourse to interfere with the
vigilant discharge of his duty,

If he was often by the side of the Countesses, labouring
to describe to the natives of a level country the Grampian
tmountains, and, above all, the beauties of Glen-hottlakin,—
he was as often riding with Hayraddin, in the front of the
gavalcade, questioning him about the toad, and the resting-
places, and recording his answers in his mind, to ascertain
whether upon cross-examination he could discover anything
hke mcdxmlcd treachery.  As often agamn he was in the rear,

g to secure the h of the gwo b
by kind words. gifts, and promises of additional P
when their task should be. accomplished.

In this way they travelled for more than a week, through
by-paths and unfrequented distriets, and by circuitous routes,
in order to avoid large towns, Nothing remarkable occurred,
though they now and then met strolling gangs of Bohemians,
who respected them, as under the conduct of one of their
tribe,—straggling soldiers, or perhaps banditti, who deemed
their party too strong to be attacked,—or parties of the
Marechaussée, as they would now be termed, whom Lows,
who scarched the wounds of the land with steel and cauteny,

ployed to supp the disorderly bands which nfested
lhc mlcnor These last suffered them to pursue their way
unmolested, by virtue of a pass-word, with which Quentin
had Leen fumished for that purpose by the King limself,

Their resting-places were chiefly the monasterivs, most of
which were oblized by the rules of their foundation to re-
ceive pilgrims, under which character the ladies travelled,
with hosptality, and without any troublesome mquines into
their rank and character, which most persons of distincuon
were desirous of concealing while n the discharge of ther
vowxr. The pretence of weanncas was usually employed by
the Countesses of Croye, ss an excuse for instsgtly yabnn
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to rest, and Quentin, as their major-domo, arranged all that
was necessary betwixt them and their entertainers, with a
shrewdness which saved them all trouble, and an alacrity
that failed not to excite a corresponding degree of goodwill
on the part of those who were thus sedulously attended to.
One circumstance gave Quentin peculiar trouble, which
was the character and nation of his guide; who, as a
heathen, and an infidel vagabond, addicted besides to occult
arts (the badge of all his tribe), was often looked upon as a
very improper guest for the holy resting-places at which the
company usually halted, and was not in consequence ad-
mitted within even the outer circuit of their walls, save with
extreme reluctance, This was very embarrassing; for, on
the one hand, it was necessary to keep in good humour a
man who was possessed of the secret of their expedition ;
and on the other, Quentin deemed it indispensable to main-
tain a vigilant though secret watch on Hayraddin’s conduct,
in order that, as far as might be, he should hold no com-
munication with any one without being observed. This of
course was impossible, if the Bohemian was lodged without
the precincts of the convent at which they stopped, and
Durward could not help thinking that Haymddin was de-
sirous of bringing about this latter arrangement ; for, instead
of keeping himself still and quict in the quarters allotted to
him, his conversation, tricks, snd songs, were, at the same
time, so entertaining to the novices and younger brethren,
and so unedifying in the opinion of the seniors of the
fraternity, that, in more cases than one, it required all the
authority, supported by threats, which Quentin could exert
over him, to restrain his jrreverent and untimeous jocularity,
and all the interest he could make with the Superiors, to
prevent the heathen hound from being thrust out of doors.
He succeeded, however, by the adro’t manner in which he
apologised for the acts of indecorum committed by their
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attendant, and the skill with which he hinted the hope of
his being brought to a better sense of principles and be-
haviour, by the neighbouthood of holy relics, consecrated
Luildings, and, above all, of men dedicated to religion,

But upon the tenth or twelfth day of their journey, after
they had entered Flanders, and were approaching the town
of Namur, all the efforts of Quentin became inadequate to
suppress the consequences of the scandal given by his
heathen guide. The scene was a Francisaan convent, and
of & strict and reformed order, and the Prior 2 man who
afterwards died in the odour of sanctity, After rather more
than the usuat scruples (which were indeed i in sucha asc to
be expeeted) had been d, the ot B
at Jength obu.mcd quarters in an outhouse inhabited by a
lay-brother, who acted as gardenct. The ladies retired to
their apartment, as usual, and the Prior, who chanced to
have some distant allinces and friends in Seotland, and
who was fond of heanng forcigners tell of their mative
countries, invited Quentin, with whose mien and conduct he
scemed much pleased, to a slight monastic refection 1n his
owncell. Finding the Father a man of intelligence, Quentin
did not neglect the opportunity of making himself acquanted
with the state of aflurs in the country of Liege, of which,
during the last two days of thair joumney, he had heard such
reporty, a8 made him very apprehensive for the security of
his charge during the remainder of their route, nay, even of
the Bishop's power to protect them, when they should be
safely conducted to his residence.  The rephies of the Prior
were not very consolatory,

He s2id, that “the people of Liege were wealthy burghers,
who, Fike Jeshurun of old, had waxed fat and kiched—that
they were uplifted in heart because of their wealth and therr
privileges—that phey had divers disputes with the Duke of
Burgundy, thelr licge Jord, upon the subject of iress and
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immunities—and that they had repeatedly broken out into
open mutiny, whereat the. Duke was so much incensed, as,
being 2 man of a hot and fiery nature, that he had swom, by
Saint George, on the next provocation, he would make the
city of Liege like to the desolation of Babylon, and the
downfall of Tyre, a hissing and a reproach to the whole
territory of Flanders.”

“ And he is a prince, by all report, Jikely to keep such a
vow,” said Quentin; “so the men of Liege will probably
beware how they give him occasion.”

“ Tt were to be so hoped,” said the Prior; “and such are
the prayers of the godly in the land, who would not that
the blood of the citizens were poured forth like water, and
that they should perish, even as utter castaways, ere they
make their peace with Heaven. Also the good Bishop
labours night and day to preserve peace, as well becometh
a servant of the altar; for it is written in Holy Seripture,
Beati pacifici. But—" Here the good Prior stopped, with
a deep sigh.

Quentin modestly urged the great importance of which it
was to the ladies whom he attended, to have some assured
information respecting the internal state of the country, and
what an act of Christian charity it would be, if the worthy
and reverend Father would enlighten them upon that
subject.

“It is one,” said the Prior, “on which no man speaks
with willingness ; for those who speak evil of the powerful,
etiart in eubiculo, may find that a winged thing shall carry
the matter to his ears. Nevertheless, to render you, who
seem an ingenuous youth, and your ladies, who are devout
votaresses accomplishing 2 holy pilgtimage, the little service
that is in my power, I will be plain with you.”

He then looked cautiously round, and lowered his voice,
as if afraid of being overhesrd,
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“The prople of Llcge,” he 1aid, “arc privily instigated to
their frequent mutinies by men of Belial, who pretend, bu,
23 I hape, falwely, to have comminion to that effect from
our most Christian King; whom, however, T hold to de-
scrve that term better than were consistent with his thus
disturbing the peace of a neighbouring state.  Yet so
it is, that his name is frecly used by those who uphold
and Inflame the ducontents at Liege.  There §s, moreover,
in the land, a nobleman of good descent, and fame in
wathike affairs; but othermse, 5o to speak, Lagfs affensionis
et petra scandali—a stumbling-block of offence to the
countries of Burgundy and Flanders.  His name is Willam
de Is Marck,”

“Called William with the Deard,” said the young Scot,
“or the Wild Boar of Ardennes?”

“And rightly so called, my son,” sud the Prior;
“beeause he i9 @y the wild boar of the forest, whirh
treadeth dovn with bis hoofs, and sendeth with his tutke,
And he hath formed to himsell a band of more than a
thounand men, all, like humsclf, contemnen of awil and
cccleviastical authonty, and holds humsell independent of
the ke of Burgundy, and mantans himeelf and his
followers by rapine and wrong, wrought without distinction,
upen churchmen and lymen.  Jmpotwit manus 1n Christes
xeminf—he hath stretched forth lus hand upon the anointcd
of the Lotd, repardless of what is wniten,—'Touch rot
mine ancinted, and do my prophets no wrong'—Even to
ot poor hause did he send for sumt of gold and sums of
silver, a8 & rantom for our lives, and those of our brethren,
to which we returned a Latin supplication, stating our in-
ability to answer Ius demand, and exborting hum in the
words of the preacher, Ne molizrs amico fuo malum, ceom
Aaket in te fIudam Nevertheless, this Gulielmus *Barbatus,
thay Willam de la Marck, as completely igootant of bumane



238 Quentin, Lurward,

immunities—and that they had repeatedly broken out into
open mutiny, whereat the Duke was so much incensed, as,
being a man of & hot and fiery nature, that he had swom, by
Saint George, on the next provocation, he would make the
city of Liege like to the desolation of Babylon, and the
downfall of Tyre, a hissing and a reproach to the whole
territory of Flanders.”

“ And he is a prince, by all report, likely to keep such a
vow,” said Quentin; “so the men of Liege will probably
beware how they give him occasion.”

. %1t were to be so hoped,” said the Prior; “and such are
the prayers of the godly in the land, who would not that
the blood of the citizens were poured forth like water, and
that they should perish, even as utter castaways, ere they
make their peace with Heaven. Also the good Bishop
Iabours night and day to preserve peace, as well becometh
a servant of the altar; for it is written in Holy Scripture,
Beati pacifid. But—" Here the good Prior stopped, with
a deep sigh,

Quentin modestly urged the great importance of which it
was to the ladies whom he attended, to have some assured
information respecting the internal state of the country, and
what an act of Christian charity it would be, if the worthy
and reverend Father would enlighten them upon that
subject.

“It is one,” said the Prior, “on which no man speaks
with willingness ; for those who speak evil of the powerful,
etiam in cubieio, may find that a winged thing shall carry
the matter to his cars. Nevertheless, to render you, who
seem an ingenuous youth, and your ladies, who are devout
votaresses accomplishing a holy pilgtimage, the little service
that is in my power, I will be plain with you.”

He then Jooked cautiously round, and lowered his voice,
as if aftaid of heing overheard,
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“The people of Liege,” be xaid, “arc privily instigated to
their frequent mutinies by men of Delal, who pretend, but,
as 1 hope, falscly, to have commission to that effect from
our most Christian King; whom, howcver, T hold to de-
serve that term better than were consistent with his thus
distutbing the, peace of a neighbouring state  Yet sa
it is, that his name iy frecly used by those who uphold
and inflame the discontents at Liege. There is, moreover,
in the land, a nobleman of good descent, and fame in
wathke affairs; but otherwise, so to speak, Lapis ofensionss
¢t petra seandali—a stumblingblock of offence to the
countries of Burgundy and Flanders. s name is William
de la Marck™

“Called William with the Deard,” sud the young Scot,
*or the Wild Boar of Ardennes?”

"And rightly so alled, my son” sid the Prior;
“because he is as the wild boar of the forest, which
treadeth down with bis hoofs, and rendeth with his tusks.
And he hath formed to himselfl o band of more than a
thounaind men, all, hike humself, contemners of avil and
eccletiastical authority, and holds himself independent of
the Duke of Burgundy, and maintains himself and his
foflowers by rapine snd wrong, wrought without distinction,
upen churchmen and laymen.  Jmposwit manus sn Cheistos
Derini~he hath stretched forth his hand upon the anointed
of the Lord, regardless of what is wntten,—*Touch not
mine ancinted, and do my prophets no wrong'~Esen to
our poor house did he send for sums of gold and sums of
silver, a3 a ransom for our lives, and those of our brethren,
to which we yetumed a Latin supplication, staung our in-
absllity t9 anvwer Ws demand, snd exhorung him in the
words of the preacher, Ne smoliars amw tuo malzm, com

Ralet in te fIuciam. Neveutheless, this Gulielmus 'Barbatus,
thus Williamn e s Marcl, as completely ignorant of humsne
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letters as of humanity itself, replied, in his ridiculous jargon,
¢ 87 non payatis, brulabo monasterium vestrum.’” *

«Of which rude Latin, however, you, my good father,”
said the youth, *were at no loss to conceive the meaning?”

® Alas, my son,” said the Prior, “Fear and Necessity are
shrewd interpreters ; and we were obliged to -melt down the
silver vessels of our altar to satisfy the rapacity of this cruel
chief—May Heaven requite it to him sevenfold! Fereat
improbus—Amen, amen, anathema esto!” :

“T marvel,” said Quentin, “that the Duke of Burgundy,
who is so strong and powerful, doth not bait this boar to
purpose, of whose ravages I have already heard so much.”

*“Alas! my son,” said the Prior, *the Duke Charles is
now at Peronne, assembling his captains of hundreds and
his captaing of thousands, to make war against France ; and
thus, while Heaven hath set discord between the hearts
of those great princes, the country is misused by such sub-
. ordinate oppressors. But it is in evil time that the Duke
neglects the cure of these internal gangrenes; for this
William de ]a Marck hath of late entertained open com-
munication with Rouslaer and Pavillon, the chiefs of the
discontented at Liege, and it is to be feared he will soon
stir them up to some desperate enterprise.”

‘But the Bishop of Liege,” said Quentin, “he hath still
power enough to subdue this disquieted and turbulent spirit
—hath he not, good fatherP—Your answer to this question
concerns me much.”

““The Bishop, my child,” replied the Prior, “hath the
sword of Saint Peter, as well as the keys. He hath power
as a secular prince, and he hath the protection of the mighty
House of Burgundy; he hath also spiritual authority as a

" A similar story is told of the Duke of Vendome, who answered in
this sort of macaronic Latin the classical expostulations of a German
convent against the imposition of & contzibaticn,
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prelate, and he zupports both with a reasomble force of good
soldiers and menatarms  This William de L Marck was
bred in his houschold, and bound to him by many benefits.
But he gave vent, even in the court of the Hishop, to his
fierce and Lloodthinsty temper, and was expelled thence for
a homicide, commitled on one of the Bishop's chiel domestics,
TI'rom thenceforward, being banished from the good Prelate’s
presence, he hath been his constant 2nd untelenung foe ;
and now, I gricve to say, he hath grded iy loing, and
strengthened his hom against him.*

“You comsider, then, the situation of the worthy Prelate
as being dangerous? * suud Quentin, very anxiously,

“Ahs! my son,” sud the good Franaiscan, “ what or who
is there in this weary wildemness, whom we may not hold as
in danger? But Heasen forefend, I should speak of the
reverend Prelate as one whose penl is imminent.  He has
much treasure, true counsellors, and brave soldiers; and,
moreaver, A messenger who passed hither to the eastward
yesterday, saith that the Dule of Burgundy hath despatched,
tpon the Bishop’s request, an hundred men-atarms to his
assisance, This reinforcement, with the retinue belonging
10 cach hnce, are enough to deal with William de b Marck,
on whose mame be sorow l—Amen.”

At this crisis their conversation was mierrupted by the
Sacristin, who, in a voice almost inrticulate with anger,
acensed the Pohemian of having practised the most abomin.
able arts of delusion among the younger brethren.  He had
added to their nightly meal cups of a heady and ntoxicating
cordul, of ten times the strength of the most powerful wine,
under which several of the fratemity Lad succumbed,—and
indeed, although the Sacristan had been strong to resist its
inflyence, they might yet see, from his infamed countenance
and thick tpeech, that even he, the socuser himeelf, »
tome degrre afected by thys cobellowed potation,
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over, the Bohemian had sung songs of wotkily vanity ax}d
impure pleasures ; he had derided the cord of Saint Francis,
made jest of his miracles, and termed his votaries fools and
lazy knaves. Lastly, he had practised palmistry, and fore-
told to the young Father Cherubin, that he was beloved by
a beautiful lady, who should make him father to a thriv-
ing boy.

The Tather Prior listened to these complaints for some
time in silence, as struck with mute horror by their enormous
atrocity. When the Sacristan had concluded, he rose up,
descended to the court of the convent, and ordered the lay
brethren, on pain of the worst consequences of spiritual
disobedience, to beat Hayraddin out of the sacred precincts,
with their broom-staves and cart-whips.

This sentence was executed accordingly, in the presence:
of Quentin Durward, who, however vexed at the occurrence,
easily saw that his interference would be of no avail.

The discipline inflicted upon the delinguent, notwith-
standing the exhortations of the Superior, was more ludicrous
than formidabley The Bohemian ran hither and thither
through the court, amongst the clamour of voices, and noise
of blows, some of which reached him not, because purposely
misaimed ; others, sincerely designed for his person, were
cluded by his activity ; and the few that fell upon his back
and shoulders, he took without either complaint or reply.
The noise and riot was the greater, that the inexperienced
cudgel-players, among whom Hayraddin ran the gauntlet
hit each other more frequently than they did him; till at
length, desirous of ending a scene which was more scan-
dalous than edifying, the Prior commanded the wicket to be
flung open, and the Bohemian, darting through it with the
speed of lightning, fled forth into the moonlight.

During this scene, a suspicion which Durward had formerly
entertained, recwred with sdditions] strength,  Hayraddin
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had, that very moming, promised to him more modest and
discreet behaviour than he was wont to exhibit, when they
rested in & convent on their journey; yet he had broken
his engugement, and had been even mote offensively obstre-
perous than usual  Something probably lurked under this;
for whatever were the Bohemian’s deficiendies, he lacked
neither sense, nor, when he pleased, selfcommand; and
might it not be probable that he wished to hold some
communication, either with his own horde or some one else,
from which he was debarred in the course of the day, by
the wigilance with which he was watched by Quentin, and
had recourse to this stratagem in order to get himself tumed
out of the convent?

No sooner did this suspicion dart once more through
Quentin’s mind, than, alert as he always was in his motions,
he resolved to follow his cudgelled guide, and obserie
{secretly if possible) how he disposed of himsell  Accord-
ingly, when the Bohemian fled, as already mentioned, out at
the gate of the convent, Quentin, hastily explaining to the
Prior the necessity of keeping sight of bis guide, followed in
pursit of him.

CHAPTER XVIL
THE PSFIED STY.

TWhat, the rude ranger? and spied spy 2—tands off —
Yoa nze for no such roaticr
B Jomson's Talt of Rebin Hoad.

Wirx Quentin sallied from the convent, he could mark
the precipitate retreat of the Dohemin, whose dark figure
w23 scen in the far moonlight, fying with the speed of a
Cogxed hound quite through the street of the linle village,
and across the Jevel meadow that iy beyond.



# My friend rans fast” sald Guendn to himeelf; *but
he must run faster yet, to escape the fleetest foct that ever
pressed the heather of Glen-houlakin.”

Being fortunately without his cloak and armour, the
Scottish mountaineer was at Hberty to put forth a speed
which was unrivailed in his own glens, and which, netwith-
standing the mate at which the Bohemian rav, was likely
soon to bring his pursuer up with him. This was not, how-
cever, Quentin’s object; for ke considered it more essential
to watch Hayraddin's motions, than to interrupt them. He
was the rather led to this, by the steadiress with which the
Bohemian directed his course; and which continuing, even
after the impulse of the violent expulsion had subsided,
seemed to indicate that his career had some more certain
goa! for its object then could have cuggested itsef to a
person unexpectedly turned out of good gquarters when
midnight was approaching, to reelr o pew place of repose
He ncver cven looked behiné him; snd consequently
Durward wes emabled to foiicw him unobserved. At langth
the Bohemian having traversed the meadow, and attained
the side of a little siream, the banks of which were clothed
with alders and wiliows, Quentin observed that he stood
still, and blew 2 low note on his hom, which was answered
by & whistle at some little distance,

“This is o rendezvous,” thought Quentin; “but how
shall I come near enough to overhear the import of what
passes? the round of my steps, and the rustling of the
boughs through which I must force my passage, will betray
me, unless [ am coutious—I will statk them, by Saint
Andrew, es if they were Glen-Isia deer—they shall learn that
I'have not conned wooderft for nought.  Yonder they meet,
the two shadows—und two of them there are—odds egainst
me il I am discovered, and if their purpose be unfriendly, as
is much to be doubtsd. And then the Countess I=abells
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Joses her poor friend t=Well—and he were not worthy to Le
called such, if he ®ere pot ready to meet 3 dozen in her
behalf.—Hase 1 not crossed swords with Dunois, the best
knight in France, and shall'1 fear a tribe of yonder yaga-
bonds ?—Pshaw—God and Saint Andrew to friend, they will
find me both stout and wary,”

‘Thus resolving, and with & degree of caution tanght him
by his silvan habits, our friend descended into the channel
of the hittle stream, which vaned in depth, sometimes gearce
covering his shocs, somctimes coming up to his knces, and
0 crept along, his form concealed by the boughs over-
hanging the bank, and his steps unhcard amid the ripple of
the water,  (We have ourselves, in the days of yore, thus
approached the nest of the wakeful raven.)  In this manner,
the Scot drew near unperceived, until he distingtly heard
the voices of those who were the subject of lus observa.
tion, though he could not duzmgu:sh the words. ]}unb
at this time under the drooping hes of a
weeping willow, which almost swept the surface of the
waler, e canght hold of one of its boughs, by the assist-
ance of which, exerting at once much agility, dextenty,
and strength, he riised himsell up into the body of the
tree, and sat, secure from dicovery, among the central
branches,

Trom this situation he cou'd duscover that the person
with whom Hayraddin was now comversing was one of his
o\m !nbr and, at the same ume, he [wrc:ncd, 10 his great

Y, that no apf could enable him to
comprthmd lhnr linguage, which was toully unknown to
hist  They hinghed much; and as Hayraddin made a sign
of skipping lbtmt, and ended by rubbing his shoulder with
his hand, Durward had no doubt that he was rclating the
story of the Lazinadog which ke bad sustained previows 1o
his esc2pe from the coavest
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On a sudden, a whistle was again heard in the distance,
which was once more answered by a low tone or two of
Hayraddin’s homn. Presently afterwards, a tall, stout, sol-
dierly-looking man, a strong contrast in point of thewes
and sinews to the small and slenderlimbed Bohemians,
made his appearance. He had a broad baldric over his
shoulder, which sustained a sword that hung almost across
his person; his hose were much slashed, through which
slashes was drawn silk or tiffany, of various colours; they
were tied by at least five hundred points or strings, made of
ribbon, to the tight buff-jacket which he wore, and the right
sleeve of which displayed a silver boar’s head, the crest of
his Captain. A very small hat sat jauntily on one side of
his head, from which descended a quantity of curled hair,,
which fell on each side of a broad face, and mingled with as
broad a beard, about four incheslong. He held a long
lance in his hand ; and his whole equipment was that of one
of the German adventurers, who were known by the name of
lanzknechts, in English, spearmen, who constituted a formid-
able part of the infantry of the period. These mercenaries
were, of course, a fierce and rapacious soldiery, and having
an idle tale current among themselves, that a lanzknecht
was refused admittance into heaven on account of his vices,
and into hell on the score of hic tumultuous, mutinous, and
insubordinate disposition, they manfully acted as if they
neither sought the one, nor eschewed the other,

“Donner and blitz1” was bis first salutation, in a sort
of German-French, which we can only imperfectly imitate,
“why have you kept me dancing in attendance dis dree
nights?”

*I could not see you tooner, Meinherr,” said Hayraddin,
very submissively ; “there is a young Scot, with as quick
an eye es the wild<cat, who watches my least motions, He
suspects me already, apd, rhevld be find his suspicion con-
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“The ambuscade at the Cross of the Three Kings then
still holds? ” said the Bohemian.

« Mein Got, ay,—you will siear to bring them there ; and
when they .are on their knees before the cross, and down
from off their horses, which all men do, except such black
heathens as thou, we will make in on them, and they are
ours.”

“ Ay; but I promised this piece of necessary villainy only
on one condition,” said Hayraddin.—* I will not have a hair
of the young man’s head touched. If you swear this to
me, by your Three Dead Men of Cologne, I will swear to
you, by the Seven Night Walkers, that I will serve you truly
as to the rest. And if you break your oath, the Night
Walkers shall wake you seven nights from your sleep,
between night and morning, and, on the eighth, they shall
strangle and devour you.”

* But, donner and hagel, what need you be so curious
about the life of this boy, who is neither your bloot nor
kin ?” said the German.

“No matter for that, honest Heinrick; some men have
pleasure in cutting throats, some in kecping them whole—
So swear to mc, that you will spare him life and limb, or, by
the bright star Aldeboran, this matter shall go no further
~—Swear, and by the Three Kings, as you call them, of
Cologne—I know you care for no other oath.”

“Du bist ein comische man,” said the lanzknecht, “I
swear—-"

“Not yat,” said the DBohemian—*TFaces about, brave
lanzknecht, and look to the east, else the kings may not
hear you.”

The soldier took the oath in the manner preseribed, and
then declared that he would be in readiness, observing the

place was quite convenient, being scarce five miles from thein
present leaguer,
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*“But, were it not making sure work to have a fahnlein of
riders on the other road, by the left side of the inn, which
might trap them if they go that way ?”

The Bohemian considered a moment, and then answered,
“No—the appearance of their troops in that direction might
alarm the garrison of Namur, and then they would have a
doubtful fight, instead of assured success. Besides, they
shall travel on the right banks of the Maes, for I can guide
them which way I will; for, sharp as this same Scottish
mountaineer is, he hath never asked any one’s advice, save
mine, upon the direction of their route~~Undoubtedly, I
was assigned to him by an assured friend, whose word no
man mistrusts till they come to know him a lttle.”

“Hark ye, friend Hayraddin,” said the soldier, *I would
ask you somewhat.—You and your bruder were, as you say
yourself, gross deuter, that is, star-lookers and geister-
seers—Now, what henker was it made you not foresee him,
your bruder Zamet, to be hanged?”

*1 will tell you, Heinrick,” said Hayraddin ;—*if I could
have known my brother was such a fool as to tell the counsel
of King Louis to Duke Charles of Burgundy, I could have
foretold his death as sure as I can foretell fair weather in
July. Louis hath both ears and hands at the Court of Bur-
gundy, and Charles’s counsellors love the chink of French
gold as well as thou dost the clatter of a wine pot.—But fare
thee well, and keep appointment—I must await my early
Scot 2 bow-shot without the gate of the den of the lazy swne
yonder, else will he think me about some excursion which
bodes no good to the success of his journey.”

“Take a draught of comfort first,” sud the lanzknecht,
tendering him a flask,—*but I forget ; thou art beast enough
to drink nothing but water, like 2 vile vassal of Mahound
and Termagund.”

“Thon art thys:lf & vaseel of the wine-measure and the
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flagon,” said the Bohemian,—*1 marvel not that thou art
only trusted with the bloodthirsty and violent part of exe-
cuting what better heads have devised—He must drink
no wine, who would know the thoughts of others, or hide
his own. But why preach to thee, who hast a thirst as
eternal as a sand-bank in Arabia ?—Fare thee well—Take
my comrade Tuisco with thee~—his appearance about the
monastery may breed suspicion.”

The two worthies parted, after each had again pledged
himself to keep the rendezvous at the Cross of the Three
Kings.

Quentin Durward watched until they were out of sight,
and then descended from his place of concealment, his heart
throbbing at the narrow escape which he and his fair charge
had made—if, indeed, it could yet be achieved—from a
deep-lnid plan of villaing. Afraid, on his return to the
monastery, of stumbling upon Hayraddin, he made a long
detour, at the expense of traversing some very rough ground,
and was thus enabled to return to his asylum on a different
point from that by which he left it.

On the route, he communed eamnestly with himself con-
cerning the safest plan to be pursued. Fe had formed the
resolution, when he first heard Hayraddin avow his treachery,
to put him to death so soon as the conference broke up, and
his companions were at a sufficient distance; but when he
heard the Bohemian express so much interest in saving his
awn life, he felt it would be ungrateful to execute upon him,
in its rigour, the punishment his treachery had deserved.
He therefore resolved to spare his life, and cven, if possible,
still to use his services as a guide, under such precautions as
should ensure the sccurity of the precious charge, to the
preservation of which his own life was internally devoted.

But whither were they to turn ?—the Countesses of Croye
could neither obtain shelter in Burgundy, from which they
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nad fled, por in France, from which they had been in &
manner expelled. The violence of Duke Charles in the one
country, was scarcely more to be feared than the cold and
tyrannical policy of King Louis in the other, After deep
thought, Durward could form no better or safer plan for
stheir security, than that, evading the ambuscade, they should
take the road to Liege by the left hand of the Maes, and
throw themselves, as the ladies originally designed, upon the
protection of the excellent Bishop. That Prelate’s will to
protect them could not be doubted, and, if reinforced by
this Burgundian party of men-atarms, he might be con-
sidered as having the power. At any rate, if the dangers to
which he was exposed from the hostility of William de la
Marck, and from the troubles in the city of Liege, appeared
imminent, he would still be able to protect the unfortunste
Indies until they could be despatched to Germany with a
suitable escort.
TO sum up this reasoning—for when is a mental a:gumeﬂ!
d without some refe to selfish id
—Quentin imagined that the death or captivity to w‘::ch
King Louis had, in cold blood, consigned him, set kiz 2t
liberty from his engagements to the Crown of France; wx
therefore, it was his determined purpose to renocmes. The
Bishop of Liege was likely, he concluded, to reed soldiers,
and he thought that, by the interposition of his fur friends,
who now, especially the elder Countess, treased Eim with
much faniliarity, he might get some command, zxd perhaps
might have the charge of conducting the Lad:es of Croye to
some plice more safe than the neighbourhood of Liege
And, to conclude, the ladies had talked, althorgh almost n
a sort of j jest, of rising the Countess’s own vassls, 224, 25
others did, in those stormy times, fortifying ber strong castle
against all assailants whatever; they bad jessogly asked
Quentin, whether he would accept the perilons c5ce of ther
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Seneschal ; and, on his embracing the office with ready glee
and devotion, they had, in the same spixit, permitted him tc
kiss both their hands on that confidential and honourable
appointment, Nay, he thought that the hand of the Countes:
Isabelle, one of the best formed and most beautiful to which
true vassal ever did such homage, trembled when his lips
rested on it a moment longer than ceremony required, and
that some confusion appeared on her cheek and in her eye
as she withdrew it.  Something might come of all this; and
what brave man, at Quentin Durward’s age, but would gladly
have taken the thoughts which it awakened, into the con
siderations which were to determine his conduct ?

This point settled, he had next to consider in what degree
he was to use the further guidance of the faithless Bohemian.
He had renounced his first thought of killing him in the
wood, and, if he took znother guide, and dismissed him
alive, it would be sending the traitor to the camp of William
de In Marck, with intelligence of their motions., He thought
of taking the Prior into his counsels, and requesting him to
detain the Bohemian by force, until they should have time
to reach the Bishop's castle; but, on reflection, he dared
not hazard such a proposition to one who was timid both as
an old man and a friar, who held the safety of his convent
the most important object of his duty, and who trembled at
the mention of the Wild Boar of Ardennes.

At length Durward settled a plan of operation, on which
he could the better reckon, as the execution rested entirely
upon himself; and, in the cause in which he was engaged,
he felt himself capable of everything. With a firm and
bold heart, though conscious of the dangers of his situation,
Quentin might be compared to one walking under a load, of
the weight of which he is conscious, but which yet is not
beyond his strength and power of endurance. Just as his
plan was determined, he reached the convens,
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Upon knockirg pently a2 the pate, 2 brother, considenately
gtationed for that purpose by the Prior, opened i, and
2cquaiated him that the beethren were to be engzged in the
cho'r tll daybreak, praying Heaven to forgive to the com-
muzity the various scandals which had that evenirg taken
place among them,

The worthy frisr ofered Quentin perrzission to attend
their devotions; but his dothes were in such 2 wet con-
that the young Scot was obliged to decling the
opportunlty, and request permist.on, iasicad, to sit by the
tirchen fre, in order to his attre berg dried before
morning ; 23 be was particulurly desirous that the Bohemixn,
whra they should pext meet, should observe 1o traces of kis
havirg been abroad denng the night.  The friar not only
granted bis request, but afiorded him his own company,
which fell in very happily with the desire which Durward
E2d to obtnn information concertung the two routes which
ke bad heard mentioned by the Boherruan 1 bis conversa
tion with the Lincknecht  The fnar, er d upon man:
occasions with the business of the convent abrmed, was the
pesson in the fraternity best gualiied to aford him the in-
farmation he requested, but observed, that, as true pilgnms,
122 became the duty of the ladies whom Quentin escorted, to
take the road on the rght side of the Maes, by the Cross of
the Kings, where the blessed relics of Caspmr, Melcheor, and
Balhasr (ax the Cathoke Church bas named the castem
M2zt who ame to Dethlehem with therr ofenrgs), had
resed 23 they were transported to Cologne, and on which
1pct they had wrovght many mimacles

centin replied, that the lades were detemined 1o
etserve all the holy sauoms with the mmost punctuality,
and would certainly ¥iat that of the Cross, either in going to
o= returring from Cologne, but they had hesrd reports that
the rad by the right ride of the nver wes 2t present
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rendered unsafe by the soldiers of the feromous William de
la Marck.

«“Now may Heaven forbid,” said Father Francis, *that
the Wild Boar of Ardennes should again make his lair so
near us!—Nevertheless, the broad Maes will be a good
barrier betwixt us, even should it so chance.”

«But it will be no barmrier between my ladies and the
marauder, should we cross the river, and travel on the right
bank,” answered the Scot.

“Heaven will protect its own, young man,” said the
friar; “for it were hard to think that the Kings of yonder
blessed city of Cologne, who will not endure that a Jew or
infidel should even enter within the walls of their town,
could be oblivious enough to permit their worshippers,
coming to their shrine as true pilgrims, to be plundered and
misused by such a miscreant dog as this Boar of Ardennes,
who is worse than 2 whole desert of Saracen heathens, and
all the ten tribes of Israel to boot.”

Whatever reliance Quentin, as a sincere Catholic, was
bound to rest upon the special protection of Melchior,
Caspar, and Balthasar, he could not but recollect, that the
pilgrim habits of the ladies being assumed out of mere
earthly policy, he and his charge could scarcely expect their
countenance on the present occasion j and therefore resolved,
as far as possible, to avoid placing the ladies in any predica-
ment where miraculous interposition might be necessary;
whilst, in the simplicity of his good faith, he himself vowed
a pilgrimage to the Three Kings of Cologne in his own
proper person, provided the simulate design of those over
whose safety he was now watching, should be permitted by
those reasonable and royal, as well as sainted personages, to
attain the desired effect.

That he might enter into this obligation with all solemnity,
be requested the foar to show him into oms of the yarious
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ehapels which opened from the main body of the enurch of
the {convent, where, upon his knees, and with sincere de-
votion, he matifed the vow which he had made intermally.
The distant sound of the cho'r, the solemnity of the deep
2nd dead hor which he had chosen for this act of devotion,
the eff=ct of the glimmering Limp with which the Intle Gothie
tuilding was illuminated—all contributed to throw Quentin's
ri'nd into the =iate when it most readily acknowledges jis
Ezman frailty, and seeks that supermatural aid and protec-
tion, which, in every worship, must be connected with
repentance for past sins, and resolutions of futere amend-
ment  That the object of his devotion was misplaced, was
not the fault of Quentin; and, its purpose being sincere, we
& searee suppose it unacceptable to the only tree Delty,
whn remards the motives, 2nd not the forms of prayer, and
ia whose eyes the sincere devotion of a hexthen is more
estizable than the specious hypocrisy of a Phansee.

Haring commended amsell and his helpless companions
ta the Saints, and to the keeping of Providence, Quentin at
Jerzth retized to rest, leaving the fnar much edified by the
depth aad sincerity of his devotion.

CHAPTER XVIIL

PALMISTRY.
Then mary & merry tale and manya
Cheer'd the nc:hmd.-e'nhdl!-:mc;hrdb—"
Tte roegh rond, then, returnizg 1 a roond,
Yock'd oar enchanted steps, for all was fury proczd.
Sancrr Jouxsox.

Ry peep of diy Quentn Durward had forsaken his little cell,

tad rosed the sleepy grooms, 2nd, with mors than ki
wortod carT, seen that everything was prepared for the day’s
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journey. Girths and bridles, the horse-fumiture, and t.he
shoes of the horses themselves, were carefully inspected with
his own eyes, that there might be as little chance as possible
of the occurrence of any of those casualties, which, petty
as they scem, often interrupt or disconcert travelling. The
horses were also, under his own inspection, carefully fed, so
as to render them fit for a long day’s journey, or, if that
should be necessary, for a hasty flight.

Quentin then betook himself to his own chamber, armed
himself with unusual care, and belted on his sword with the
feeling at once of approaching danger, and of stern deter-
mination to dare it to the uttermost.

These generous feelings gave him a loftiness of step, and
a dignity of manner, which the Ladies of Croye had not yet
observed in him, though they had been highly pleased and
interested by the grace, yet naiveté, of his general behaviour
and conversation, and the mixture of shrewd intelligence
which naturally belonged to him, with the simplicity arising
from his secluded education and distant country. He let
them understand, that it would be necessary that they should
prepare for their journey this morming rather carlier than
usual ; and, accordingly, they left the convent immediately
after a moming repast, for which, as well as the other hos-
pitalitics of the House, the ladies made acknowledgment by
a donation to the altar, befitting rather their rank than their
appearance. But this excited no suspicion, as they were
supposed to’be Englishwomen ; and the attribute of superior
wealth attached at that time to the insular character as
strongly as in our own day.

The Prior blessed them as they mounted to depart, and
congratulated Quentin on the absence of his heathen guide ;
“for,” said the venerable man, “better stumble in the path,
than be upheld by the arm of 1 thief or robber.”

Quentin was not quite of his opinion ; for, dangerous as
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e knew the Bohemian to be, he thought he could use his
1orvices, and, at the same time, bafile his treasonable purpose,
now that he saw clearly to what it tended.  But his anxiety
upon this subject was soon at an exd, for the little cavaleade
was not an hundred yards from the monastery and the village
before Maugrabin joined it, riding as usual on his httle active
and wild-looking jennet. Their road led them along the
side of the same brook where Quentin had overheard the
taysterious conference of the preceding evening, and Hay-
raddin had not long rejoined them, erc they passed under
the very willow-tree which had afforded Durward the means
of concealment, when he became an unsuspected hearer of
what then passed betwixt that false guide and the lanzknecht,

The recollections which the spot brought back stired
Quentin to enter abruptly into conversation with his guide,
whom hitherto he had scarce spoken to.

“Where hast thou found mght<quarter, thou profane
Inave? ™ said the Scot.

“Your wisdom may guess, by looking on my mberdine,”
anywered the Nohemian, pomnting to his dress, which was
covered with the sceds of hay.

*A pood haystack,” said Quentin, “is a convenient bed
for an astrologer, and a much better than a heathen scoffer
at our blessed religion, and its ministers, ever deserves.”

“It suited my Klepper better than me, though,” said
Hayraddin, patting his horse on the neck ; * for he had food
and shelter at the same tme.  The old bald fools tumed
him loose, 25 if a wise man's horse could have infected with
wit or mnacity a whole convent of asset. Lucky that Klepper
knows my whistle, and follows me as truly as a bound, or
we had never met again, and you in your tumn might have
whistled for a guide.”

9 “Ilhavetold thee more than once,” s2id Durward stemly,
*to restram thy nibaldry when thou chancest to be in worthy



258 Cuentin Darwavd,

men’s company, 2 thing which, I believe, hath rarely hap-
pened to thee in thy life before now; and I promise thee,
that, did I hold thee as faithless a guide as T esteem thee
a blasphemous and worthless caitiff, my Scottish dirk and
thy heathenish heart had ere now been acquainted, although
the doing such a deed were as ignoble as the sticking of
swine,”

“ A wild boar is near akin to a sow,” said the Bohemian,
without flinching from the sharp look with which Quentin
segarded him, or altering, in the slightest degree, the caustic
indifference which he affected in his language; “and many
men,” he subjoined, *“find both pride, pleasure, and profit,
in sticking them.”

Astonished at the man's ready confidence, and uncertain
whether he did not know more of his own history and
feelings than was pleasant for him to converse upon, Quentin
. broke off a conversation in which he had gained no advan-
* tage over Maugrabin, and fell back to his accustomed post
beside the ladies.

We have already observed, that 2 considerable degree of
familiarity had begun to establish itself between them. The
clder Countess treated him (being once well assured of the
nobility of his birth) like a favoured equal; and though her
niece showed her regard to their protector less frecly, yet,
under every disadvantage of bashfulness and timidity, Quentin
thought he could plainly perceive, that his company and
.conversation were not by any means indifferent to her.

Nothing gives such life and soul to youthful gaiety as the
consciousness that it is successfully received ; and Quentin
had accordingly, during the former period of their journey,
amused his fair charge with the liveliness of his conversation,
and the songs and tales of his country, the former of which
he sung in his native language, while his efforts to render
the latter into his foreign and imperfect French, gave rise to
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8 hundred little mistakes and errors of speech, as diverting
as the narmatives themselves,  But on this anzious moming,
he rod= beside the Ladics of Croye without any of his usual
attempts 10 amuse them, and they could not help observing
his silence as something remarkable.

“Qur young companion has scen a wolf,” said the Lady
Hamcling, alluding to an ancient superstition, *and he has
lost his tongue in consequence.” ¢

“To say I had tracked a fox were nearer the mark”
thouzht Quentin, but gave the reply no utterance.

“Are you well, Seignior Quentin?™ said the Countess
Tsabelle, in 8 tone of interest at which she herselfl blushed,
while she felt that it was something more than the distance
between them wamanted.

“He hath sat up earousing with the jolly frixrs,” said the
Lady Hameline; “the Scots are Lke the Germans, who
spend all their minth over the Rhein-wein, and brirg only
theit staggering steps to the dance in the evening, and their
aching heads to the hidies’ bower 1n the moming.”

“Nay, gentle badies,” said Quentin, “1 deserve not your

ch. The good friars were at their devotions almost
all night; and for myself, my dnnk was larely a cup of
their thinnest and most ordinary wine.”

#1t is the badness of his fare that has put him out of
humour,” said the Countess Isabelle.  Cheer up, Seignior
Quentin; and should we ever visit my ancient Castle of
Bracquemont tocether, if 1 mysell should stand your cup-

* Vor quoqe Mak
Jom fogit frma g bapd Merrion vhiew priores.
Vizziu, b eclopn
The commentators sdd, Iy explanation of (his amage, the opmson cf
Tlinyt *The being k\e'l ty n wolf bn Ttaly Is aceourted pomocy, ad
It vppoacd 0 take sy the speec €f & man, If these axtmals bebold
Blon ere boe owt Lhom.”
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bearer, and hand it to you, you shall have a generous cup of
wine, that the like never grew upon the vines of Hochheim
or Johannisberg.”

“A glass of water, noble lady, from your hand—" Thus
far did Quentin begin, but his voice trembled ; and Isabelle
continued, as if she had been insensible of the tenderness
of the accentuation upon the personal pronoun.

“The wine was stocked in the deep vaults of Bracquemont,
by my great-grandfather the Rhinegrave Godfrey,” said the
Countess Isabelle.

“Who won the hand of her great-grandmother,” inter-
jected the Lady Hameline, interrupting her nicce, by prov-
ing himself the best son of chivalry, at the great tournament
of Strasbourg—ten knights were slain in the lists.  But those
days are over, and no onc now thinks of encountering peril
for the sake of honour, or to relieve distressed beauty.”

To this speech, which was made in the tone in which a
modern beauty, whose charms are rather on the wane, may
be heard to condemn the rudeness of the present age,
Quentin took upon him to reply, “that there was no lack
of that chivalry which the Lady Hameline scemed to con-
sider as extinct, and that, were it eclipsed everywhere else, it
would still glow in the bosoms of the Scottish gentlemen.”

* Hear him !” said the Lady Hameline; * he would have
us believe, that in his cold and bleak country still lives the
noble fire which has decayed in France and Germany!
The poor youth is like a Swiss mountaineer, mad with par-
tiality to his native land—he will next tell us of the vines
and olives of Scotland.”

“No, madam,” said Durward ; “ of the wine and the oil of
our mountains I can say little, more than that our swords can
compel these rich productions, as tribute from our wealthier
neighbours. But for the unblemished faith and unfaded
honour of Scotland, I must now put to the proof how far
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you €an reposs trost fn them, howerer mexa the fndividoal
who can offer nothing more a3 & pledse of your safety.”

“You speak mysteriously—you know of some pressing and
present danges,” said the Lady Hameline,

“1 have read it in his eye for this bour past!” exchimed
the Lady Ismbelle, clasping her hands. “Sacred Virgin,
wlhat will become of us?* i

#“Nothing, I hope, but what you would desire,” answered
Durward. * And now I am compelled to ask—gentle hidies,
can you trust me?”

*Trust you?™ answered the Countess Hameline—* cer-
tainly—Put why the question? Or how far do you ask our
confidence 2*

“T, on my part,” said the Countess Isabelle, “trust you
implicitly, and without condition. If you ean deceive us,
Quentin, 1 will no more Jook for truth, save in Heaven”

*Gentle ldy,” replicd Durward, highly gratified, “you do
me but justice. My object is to alter our route, by pro-
ceeding directly by the kRt tank of the Maes to Licge,
instead of crossing at Namuor, ‘This differs from the order
assigned by King Lows, and the mstructions given to the
guide.  But I heard pewsan the monastery of mananders on
the right bank of the Maes, and of the march of Burgundian
soldicrs to suppress them.  Both circumstances alarm me for
yoursafety, Have I your peromssion £0 far to deviate from
the route of your journcy »”

“My ample and full permission,” answered the younger
Lady,

* Cousin,” said the Lady Hameline, “1 belicve with you,
that the youth mcans ©s well ;7—but bethink you—we trans-
gresy the instructions of King Louis, s0 positively jterated.”

“And why should we regard his instroctions?™ sud the
Tady Tabelle. “Iam, I thank Heaven for it, no subject of
his; and, s & tuppliant, be by abused the conften~s t=
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induced me to repose in him. I would not dishonour this
young gentleman by weighing his word for an instant against
the injunctions of yonder crafty and selfish despot.”

“Now, may God bless you for that very word, lady,” said
Quentin joyously; “and if I deserve not the trust it
expresses, tearing with wild horses in this life, and cternal
tortures in the next, were e'en too good for my deserts.”

So saying, he spurred his horse, and rejoined the Bohe-
mian. This worthy seemed of a remarkably passive, if not
a forgiving temper. Injury or threat never dwelt, or at least
seemed not to dwell, on his recollection; and he entered
into the conversation which Durward presently commenced,
just as if there had been no unkindly word betwixt them
in the course of the morning.

“The dog,” thought the Scot, “snarls not now, because
he intends to clear scores with me at once and for ever,
when he can snatch me by the very throat; but we will try
for once whether we cannot foll a traitor at his own weapons.
~Honest Hayraddin,” he said, “thou hast travelled with us
for ten days, yet hast never shown us a specimen of your
skill in fortune-telling ; which you are, nevertheless, so fond
of practising, that you must needs display your gifts in every
convent at which we stop, at the risk of being repaid by 2
night's Jodging under a haystack.”

“You have never asked me for a specimen of my skill,”
said the gipsy. “VYou are like the rest of the world, con-
tented to ridicule those mysteries which they do not under-
stand.”

“Give me then a present proof of your skill,” said
Quentin; and, ungloving his hand, he held it out to the
Zingaro,

Hayraddin carefully regarded all the lines which crossed
each other on the Scotchman’s palm, and noted, with equally
scrupulous attention, the little risings or swellings at the
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mots of the fingers, which were then believed as intimately
cunnccted with the disposition, habits, and fortunes of the
individual, as the organy of the brain are pretended to be in
our own time,

*“Here is 2 hand,” said Hayraddin, * which speaks of toils
endured, and dangers encountered. T read in it an eatly
acquaintance with the hit of the sword; and yet some
acquaintance alto with the clasps of the mass-book.”

“‘This of my past ife you may kave jeamned elsewhere,”
£3id Quentin; “tell me something of the future.

“This line from the hill of Venus,” sud the Bohemian,
*“not broken off abruptly, but attending and accompanying
the hine of life, argues a certam and large fortune by marnage,
whereby the party shall be rased among the wealthy and the
noble by the influence of suceessful love.”

*“Such promiscs you make to all who ask your advice,”
=id Quentin, “they are part of your art.”

“What I tell you 13 as certain,® sud Hayraddin, “as that
you shall 1n a bnef space be menaced with mighty danger;
which { infer from ths brnght blood red Line eutting the
tableline trannersely, and intimating strole of sword, or
other violence, from winch you shall only be saved by the
attachm~nt of a futhful fnend.”

“Thyself, ha?" sud Quentin, somewhat ind-grant that
the chiromantist ahould thus practise on his credulity, and

d to found a rep by predicting the conse-
quences of kis own treachery.

“My art” replied the Zinmaro, “tefls me nought that
concems mysell.”

*In this, then, the seers of my land,” said Quentin, * excel
your boasted knowledge; for ther skill teaches them the
dangers by which they sre themselves beset 1 Jeft not my
hills without hanng felt a portion of the double vision with
which thet jahaberarmy are pfied; and 1 will gir- 47 -
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proof of it, in exchange for thy specimen of palmistry. Hay-
raddin, the danger which threatens me lies on thejright
bank of the river—I will avoid it by travelling to Liege on
the left bank.”

The guide listened with an apathy, which, knowing the
circumstances in which Maugrabin stood, Quentin could
not by any mecans comprehend. “If you accomplish your
purpose,” was the Bohemian’s reply, *the dangerous crisis
will be transferred from your lot to mine.”

“1 thought,” said Quentin, “that you said but noyw, that
you could not presage your own fortune?”

“Not in the manner in which I have but now told you
yours,” answered Hayraddinj “but it requires little know-
ledge of Louis of Valois, to presage that he will hang your
guide, because your pleasure was to deviate from the road
which he recommended.”

“The attaining with safety the purpose of the journey, and
ensuring its happy termination,” said Quentin, “ must atonc
for a deviation from the exact line of the prescribed route.”

“Ay,” replied the Bohemian, “if you are sure that the
King had in his own eye the same termination of the pil-
grimage which he insinuated to you.”

“And of what other termination is it possible that he
could have been meditating? or why should you suppose he
had any purpose in his thought, other than was avowed in
his direction ?” inquired Quentin.

“Simply,” replied the Zingaro, “that those who know
aught of the Most Christian King, are aware, that the
purpose about which he is most anxious, is always that which
he is least willing to declare.  Let our gracious Louis send
twelve embassies, and T will forfeit my neck to the gallows a
year before it is due, if in eleven of them there is not some-

thing at the bottom of the ink-hom more than the pen hos
written in the letters of credenca”
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“1 regard not your foul suspicions,” answered Quentin;
“my duty is phin and peremptory—to convey these ladies
in safety to Liege; and I take it on me to think that I best
discharge that duty in changing our prescribed route, and
keeping the left side of the river Maes, It is likewise the
direct road to Liege. By crossing the river, we should lose
time, and incur fatigue, to no purpose—Wherefore should
we do so?”

“Only because pilgrims, as they call themselves, destined
for Cologne,” said Hayraddin, “do not usually descend the
Maes so lowns Liege; and that the route of lhe hdxes w:ll
be dictory of their professed d

“If we are challenged on that nccoun:," said Quentin,
“we will say that alarms of the wicked Duke of Gueldres, or
of William de Ia Marck, or of the Ewrckeurs and lanzknechts,
on the right side of the river, justify our holding by the left,
instead of our intended route.”

“ As you will, my good seignior,” replicd the Bohemian—
“I am, for my part, equally ready to gnde you down the
left a3 down the nght side of the Macs—Your excuse to
your master you must make out for yourself,”

Quentin, although rather surpnsed, was at the same time
pleased with the ready, or at least the unrepugnant ac-
quiescence of Hayraddin in their change of route, for he
needed his assistance as a guidé, and yet had feared that
the disconcerting of his intended act of treachery would
have driven hum to extremity. DBesides, to expel the Bohe-
mian from their society, would have been the ready mode
to bring down William de la Marck, with whom he was
in comespondence, upon their intended route; whereas if
Hayraddin temained with them, Quentin thought he could
manage to prevent the Moor from having any commumea-
tion with strangers, unless he was himself aware of it.

. Aband berefore, all

<
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the littis pariy followed that by the left bank <f the broad
Maes, so speedily and successfully, that the next day early
brought them to the purposed end of their journey. They
found that the Bishop of Liege, for the sake of his health,
as he himself alleged, but rather, perhaps, to avoid being
surprised by the numerous and mutinous population of the
city, had established lis residence in his beautiful Castlc of
Schonwaldt, about 2 mile without Liege.

Just as they approached the Castle, they saw the Prelate
retumning in long procession from the neighbouring city, in
which he had been officiating at the performance of High
Mass, He was at the head of a splendid train of religious,
civil, and military men, mingled together, or, as the old
ballad-maker expresses it,

¢ TTith many = cross-bearer befors,
And many a spear behind,”

The procession made a noble appearance, as, winding
along the verdant banks of the broad Maes, it wheeled into,
and was as it were devoured by, the huge Gothic portal of
the Episcopal residence.

But when the party came more near, they found that
circumstances around the Castle argued a doubt and sense
of insecurity, which contradicted that display of pomp and
power which they had just witnessed. Strong guards of the
Bishop's soldiers were heedfully*maintained all around the
mansion and its immediate vicinity; and the prevailing
appearances in an ecclesiastical residence, secmed to arguc
a sense of danger in the reverend Prelate, who found it
necessary thus to surround himself with all the defensive
precautions of war. The Ladies of Croye, when announced
by Quentin, were reverently ushered into the great Hall,
where they met with the most cordial reception from the
Bishop, who met them there nt the head of his little Court. .
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He would not permit them to kiss his hand, but welcomed
them with a salute, which had something in it of gallantry
on the part of a prince to fine women, and something also
of the holy affection of a pastor to the sisters of his flock.

Louis of Bourbon, the seigning Bishop of Liege, was in
truth a generous and kind-hearted prince; whose life had
not indeed been always confined, with precise
thhm the bounds of hxs clenml pmf&ssmn ; but who,

ding, had ined the frank and
honourable character of the House of Bourbon, from which
he was descended.

In later times, as age advanced, the Prelate had adopted
habits more beseeming a member of the hierarchy than his
early reign had exhibited, and was loved among the neigh-
bouring princes, as a noble ecclesiastic, generous and magni-
ficent in his ordinary mode of Ife, though preserving no
very ascetic seventy of character, and governing with an easy
indifference, which, amid his wealthy and mutinous subjects,
rather encouraged than subdued rebellious purposes,

The Bishop was 50 fast an ally of the Duke of Butgundy,
that the latter claimed almost a jont sovereignty mn his
bishopric, and repaid the good-natured ease with which
the Prelate admitted claims which he mught easily have
disputed, by taking his part on all occasions, with the deter-
mined and furious zeal which was a part of his character. He
used to say, he considered Liege as his own, the Bishop
as his brother (indeed they might be accounted such, in
consequence of the Duke having married for his first wife,
the Bishop's sister), and that he who annoyed Louis of
Bourbon, had to do with Charles of Burgundy; a threat
which, considering the character and the power of the prince
who used it, wonld have been powerful with any but the
sich and discontented city of Liege, where much wealth had,
according to the ancient proverh, made wit wave:
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The Prelate, as we have said, assured the Ladies of Croye
of such intercession as his interest at the Court of Burgundy,
used to the uttermost, might gain for them, and which, he
hoped, might be the more cffectual, as Campo-Basso, from
some late discoveries, stood rather lower than formerly in
the Duke’s personal favour. He promised them also such
protection as it was in his power to afford; but the sigh
with which he gave the warrant, seemed to allow that his
power was more precarious than in words he was willing
to admit.

“ At every event, my dearest daughters,” said the Bishop,
with an air in which, as in his previous salute, 8 mixture of
spiritual unction qualified the hereditary gallantry of the
House of Bourbon, “ Heaven forbid I should abandon the
lamb to the wicked wolf, or noble ladies to the oppression of
faitours. T am a man of peace, though my abode now rings
with arms ; but be assured I will care for your safety as for
my own; and should matters become yct more distracted
here, which, with our Lady’s grace, we. trust will be rather
pacified than inflamed, we will provide for your safe-conduct
to Germany ; for not even the will of our brother and pro-
tector, Charles of Burgundy, shall prevail with us to dispose
of you in any respect contrary to your own inclinations. We
cannot comply with your request of sending you to a convent;
for, alas! such is the influence of the sons of Belial among
the inhabitants of Liege, that we know no retreat to which
our authority extends, beyond the bounds of our own castle,
and the protection of our soldiery. But here you are most
welcome, and your train shall have an honourable entertain-
ment ; especially this youth, whom you recommend so par-
ticularly to our countenance, and on whom in especial we
bestow our blessing.”

Quentin kneeled, 25 in duty bound, to receive the Episcopal
benediction
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*For yourselves,” proceeded the good Prelate, “you shall
teside here with my sister Isabelle, a Canoness of Triers, and
with whom you may dwell in all honour, even under the roof
of 20 gay a bachelor as the Bishop of Liege.”

He gallantiy conducted the ladies to his sister’s apartment,
23 he concluded the harangue of welcome; and his Master
of the Household, an officer, who, having taken deacon’s
orders, held eomething between a secular and ecclesiastical
character, entertained Quentin with the hospitality which his
master enjoined, while the other personages of the retinue
of the Ladies of Croye were committed to the inferior

departments.
In this amangement Quentin could not help remarking,
that the ¢ of the Bohemian, so much objected to

in countty convents, seemed, in the household of this
wealthy, and perhaps we might say worldly prelate, to attract
neither objection nor remark.

CHAPTER XIX
THE CITY.

Good friends, sweet fnends, let me not stir you up
To any sudden act of mutiny 1
Julins Casar,

SCPARATED from the Lady Isabelle, whose Jooks had been
for so many days his Joad-star, Quentin felt a strange vacancy
and cnillness of the heart, which he bad not yet experienced
in any of the vicissitudes to which his life had subjected
him  No doubt the cessation of the close and unavoidable
intercourse and intimacy betwixt them was the necessary
consequence of the Countess having obtsined a place of
settled residence, for, toder what pretext could she, had she
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meditated such an impropriety, have had a gallant young
squire, such as Quentin, in constant attendance upon her?

But the shock of the separation was not the more welcome
that it scemed unavoidable, and the proud heart of Quentin
swelled at finding he was parted with like an ordinary postil-
lion, or an escort whose duty is discharged ; while his cyes
sympathised so far as to drop a secret tear or two over the
ruins of all those airy castles, so many of which he had
employed himself in constructing during their too interesting
journcy. He made a manly, but, at first, a vain effort, to
throw off his mental dejection ; and so, yielding to the fecl-
ings he could not suppress, he sat him down in one of the
deep recesses formed by a window which lighted the great
Gothic hall of Schonwaldt, and there mused upon his hard
fortune, which had not assigned him rank or wealth sufficient
to prosecute his daring suit.

Quentin tried to dispel the sadness which overhung him
by despatching Charlet, onc of the valets, with letters to the
Court of Louis, announcing the arrival of the Ladics of
Croye at Liege. At length his natural buoyancy of temper
returned, much excited by the title of an old romawn? which
had been just printed at Strasbourg, and which lay beside
him in the window, the title of which set forth,

How the Squire of lowe degres,
Loved the King's dauphter of Hongarle.

While he was tracing the “letters blake” of the ditty so
congenial to his own situation, Quentin was interrupted by a
touch on the shoulder, and, looking up, beheld the Bohemian
standing by him.

Hayraddin, never a welcome sight, was odious from his
late treachery, and Quentin stemnly asked him, why he dared
take the freedom to touch a Christian and a gentleman?

“ Simply,” answered the Bohemian, “because I wished to
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know if the Christian gentleman had lost his feeling as well
as his eyes and cars. I have stood speaking to you these
five minutes, and you have stared on that scrap of yellow
paper, as if it were 2 spell to tura you into a statue, and had
already wrought half its purpose.”

“Well, what dost thou want? Speak, and begone!”

] want what all men want, though few are satisfied with
it,” said Hayraddin; 1 want my due; my ten crowns of
gold for guiding the ladies hither.”

“With what face darest thou ask any guerdon beyond
my sparing thy worthless Jife? " said Durward fiercely ; “thou
knowest that it was thy purpese to have betrayed them on
the road.”

“But 1 did mof betray them,” said Hayraddin; *if I had,
1 would have asked no guerdon from you or from them,
but from him whom their keeping upon the right-hand side
of the river might have benefited. The party that I have
served is the party who must pay me.”

“Thy guerdon perish with thee, then, tmitor!” said
Quentin, telling out the money. “Get thee to the Boar
of Ardennes, or to the devil! but keep hereafter out of my
sight, Jest I send thee thither before thy time,”

#The Boar of Ardennes!"” repeated the Bohemian, with
& stronger emotion of surprise than his features usually
expressed ; “it was then no vague guess—no general sus-
picion—which made you insist on changing the road?—
Can it be—are there really in other lands arts of prophecy
more sure than those of our wandering tribes? The willow-
tree under which we spoke could tell no tales, But no—no
—no—Dolt that T was—1I have it—I have it I~The willow
by the brook near yonder convent—I saw yon look towards
it s you passed it, about half a mile from yon hive of
drones—that could not indeed speak, but it mi; -
who could heart I will hold my cooncils in &t
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henceforth ; not 2 bunch of thistles shall be near me for a
Scot to shroud amongst—Ha! ha! the Scot hath beat the
Zingaro at bis own subtle weapons. But know, Quentin,
Durward, that you have folled me to the marring of your
own fortune—Ves! the fortune I told thee of, from the
lines on thy hand, had been richly accomplished but for
thine own obstinacy,”

¢ By Saint Andrevw,” said Quentin, “ thy impudence makes
me laugh in spite of myself—How, or in what, should thy
successful villainy have been of service to me? I heard,
indeed, that you did stipulate to save my life, which con-
dition your worthy allies would speedily have forgotten, had
we once come to blows—but in what thy betrayal of these
ladies could have served me, but by exposing me to
death or captivity, is a matter beyond human brains to con-
jecture.”

“No matter thinking of it, then,” said Hayraddin, “for I
mean still to surprise you with my gratitude. Had you kept
back my hire, I should have held that we were quit, and had
left you to your own foolish guidance. As it is, I remain
your debtor for yonder matter on the banks of the Cher.”

“Methinks T have already taken out the payment in
cursing and abusing thee,” said Quentin.

* Hard words, or kind ones,” said the Zingaro, “are but
wind, which makes no weight in the balance. Had you
struck me, indeed, instead of threatenin ”

“I am likely cnough to take out payment in that way, if
you provoke me longer.”

“I would not advise it,” said the Zingaro; “such pay-
ment, made by a rash hand, might exceed the debt, and
unhappily leave a balance on your side, which I am not one
to forget or forgive. And now farewell, but not for a long
space—I go to bid adieu to the Ladies of Croye.”

“Thou?” said Quentin in astorishment~— %oy be




Ouentin Durward, 273

admitted to the presence of the ladies, and here, where they
are in a manner recluses under the protection of the Bishop's
sister, a noble canoness? It is impossible.”

“Marthon, however, waits to conduct me to their pre-
sence,” said the Zingaro, with a sneer; “and I must pray
your forgiveness if I leave you something abruptly.”

He tumed as if to depart, but instantly coming back, said,
with a tone of deep and serious emphasis, “I know your
hopes—they are daring, yet not vain if I aid them. I know
your e they should teach prudence, not timidity. Every
woman may be won. A count is but a nickname, which
will befit Quentin as well as the otber nickname of duke
befits Charles, or that of king befits Louis.”

Ere Durward could reply, the Bohemian had left the hall
Quentin instantly followed ; but, better acquainted than the
Scot with the passages of the house, Hayraddin kept the
advantage which he bad gotten; and the pursuer lost sight
of him as he descended a small back staircase. Still Durward
followed, though without exact consciousness of his own
purpose in doing so. The staircase terminated by a door
opening into the alley of a garden, in which be again beheld
the Zingaro hastening down a pleached walk,

On two sides, the garden was surrounded by the buildings
of the castle—a huge old pile, partly castellated, and partly
resembling an ecclesistical building ; on the other two sides,
the encl was a high embattled wall Crossing the
alleys of the garden to another part of the building, where a
postemn-door opened behind a large massive buttress, over-
grown with ivy, Hayraddin looked back, and waved his hand
in signal of an exulting farewell to his follower, who saw
that in effect the post:mdoor was opened by Manbon, and
that the vile Bohemian was itted into the p as
he \i) luded, of the ap of the C
of Croye. Q\.mun bit kis lips with indignation, and blamed
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himself severely that he had not made the ladies sensible of
the full infamy of Hayraddin's character, and acquainted
with his machinations against their safety. The arrogating
manner in which the Bohemian had promised to back his
suit, added to his anger and his disgust ; and he felt as if even
the hand of the Countess Isabelle would be profaned, were
it possible to attain it by such patronage. “But it isall a
deception,” he said—*a turn of his base juggling artifice.
He has procured access to these ladies upon some false
pretence, and with some mischievous intention. It is well
I have learned where they lodge. I will watch Marthon,
and solicit an interview with them, were it but to plice them
on their guard. It is hard that I must use artifice and
brook delay, when such as he have admittance openly and
without scruple, They shall find, however, that though I
am excluded from their presence, Isabelle’s safety is still the
chief subject of my vigilance,”

While the young laver was thus meditating, an aged
gentleman of the Bishop’s household approached him from
the same door by which he had himself entered the garden,
and made him aware, though with the greatest civility of
manuer, that the garden was private, and reserved only for
the use of the Bishop, and guests of the very highest dis-
tinction. ‘

Quentin heard him repeat this information twice ere he
put the proper construction upon it; and then starting as
from a reverie, he bowed and hurried out of the garden,
the official person following him all the way, and overwhelm-
ing him with formal apologies for the necessary discharge of
his duty. Nay, so pertinacious was he in his attempts to
remove the offence which he conceived Durward to have
taken, that he offered to bestow his own company upon him,
to contribute to his entertainment ; until Quentin, internally
cursing his formal foppery, found no better way of escape,
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than pretending a desire of yisiting the neighbouring city,
and setting off thither at such a round pace as speedily
subdued all desire in the gentleman-usher to accompany
him farther than the drawbridge. In a few minutes, Quentin
was within the walls of the city of Liege, then one of the
richest in Flanders, and of course in the world.

Melancholy, even | lancholy, is not so deeply seated,
at least in minds of a manly and elastic character, as the
soft enthusiasts who suffer under it are fond of believing.
It yields to unevpected and striking impressions upon the
senses, to change of place, to such scenes as create new
trains of assocuation, and o the inflnence of the busy hum of
mankind. In a few minutes, Quentin’s attention was as much
engrossed by the variety of objects presented in rapid suc-
cession by the busy streets of Liege, as if there had neither
been a Countess Isabelle, nor 2 Bohemian, in the world.

The lofty houses,—the stately, though narrow and gloomy
strects,—the splendid display of the nichest goods and most
gorgeous armour in the warchouses and shops around,—the
walks crowded by busy citizens of every description, passing
and repassing with faces of careful importance or eager
bustle,—the huge wains, which transported to and fro the
subjects of export and import, the former consisting of broad-
cloths and serg2, arms of all kinds, nails and iron work, while
the latter comprehended every article of use or Turury, in-
tended either for the consumption of an opulent city, or
feceived in barter, and destined to be transported elsewhere,
—all these objects bined to form 2n engrossing picture
of wealth, bustle, and splendour, to which Quentin had been
hitherto a stranger. He admired also the various streams
and canals, drawn from and eommunimxing with the Maes,
which, traversing the city in various directions, oﬁ’ned to

marter the fal facilities of
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Saint Lambert, said to have been founded in the eighth
century.

It was upon leaving this place of worship that Quentm
began to observe, that he, who had been hitherto gazing on
all around him with the eagerness of unrestrained curiosity,
was himself the object of attention to several groups of
substantial-looking burghers, who seemed assembled to look
upon him as he left the church, and amongst whom arose
a buzz.and whispez, which spread from one party to another;
while the number of gazers continued to augment rapidiy,
and the eyes of each who added to it were eagerly directed
to Quentin, with a stare which expressed much interest and
curiosity, mingled with a certain degree of respect.

At length he now formed the centre of a considerable
crowd, which yet yielded before him while he continued to
move forward ; while those who followed or kept pace with
him, studiously avoided pressing on him, or impeding his
motions. Vet his situation was too embarrassing to be Jong
endured, without making some attempt to extricate himself,
and to obtain some explanation.

Quentin looked around him, and fixing upon a jolly, stout-
made, respectable man, whom, by his velvet cloak and gold
chain, he oconcluded to be a burgher of eminence, and
perhaps a magistrate, he asked him, * Whether he saw any.
thing particular in his appearance, to attract public attention
jn 8 degrec 50 unusunl? or whether it was the ordinary
custom of the people of Ltege thus to throng around atrangers
who chanced to visit their cxty p”

*“Surely not, good seignior,” answered the burgher ; “ the
Liegeois are meither so idly curicus as to practise such a
custom, o7 i there anything in your dress ot appearance,
saving that which i most welcome to this city, and which
our townsmen are both delighted to see, and d&mmus to
homoxe®
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*This sounds very polite, worthy sir,” said Quentin *but
by the Cross of Saint Andrew, I cannot even guess at your
meaning.”

“Your oath, sir,” answered the merchant of Liege, “as
well as your accent, convinces me that we are right in our
conjecture.”

“By my patron Saint Quentin!” said Durward, “I am
farther off from your meaning than ever.”

“There again now,” rejoined the Liegeois, looking, as he
spoke, most provekingly, yet most civilly, politic and intelli-
gent.—* 1t is surely not for us to see that which you, worthy
seignior, deem it proper to conceal. But why swear by Saint
Quentin, 1f you would not have me construe your meaning?
—We know the good Count of Sant Paul, who les there at
present, wishes well to our cause.”

“On my Ife,” sud Quentin, “you are under some delu-
sion~—1I know nothing of Saint Paul.”

“Nay, we question you not,” said the burgher ; “although,
hark ye—I say, hark in your ear—my name is Pavillon.”

“ And what is my business with that, Seignior Pavillon?"”
said Quentin,

“ Nay, nothing—only methinks it mlght sahsfy you that T
am tr y—Here 15 my coll too.”

Rouslaer advanced, a corpulent dxgmur), whose fair round
belly, like 2 battenng-ram, “did shake the press before him,”
and who, whispering caution to his nerghbour, said, in a tone
of rebuke—*You forget,. good colleague, the place is too
open—the seignior will retire to your house or mine, and
drink a’glass of Rbenish and sugar, and then we shall hear
more of our good friend and ally, whom we love with all our
honest Flemish hearts.”

I have no news for any of you,” said Quentin im tiently ;
1 will drink no Rhenish; and I only desire ﬁ men

of account and respectability, to disperse this
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Saint Lambert, said to havq been fo*.mued in the eighth
century.

It was upon leaving this place of worshtp that Quentm
began to observe, that he, who had been hitherto gazing on
alf around him with the eagemess of unrestrained curiosity,
was himself the object of attention to several groups of
substantial-looking burghers, who seemed assembled to look
upon him as he lef the church, and amongst whom arose
a buzz.and whisper, which spread from one party to another;
while the number of garers confinued to augment rapidly,
and the eyes of each who added to it were eagerly directed
0 Quentin, with a store which expressed much interest and
curiosity, mingled with a certain degree of respect.

At length he now formed the centre of a considerable
crowd, which yet yielded before him while he continued to
move forward ; whila those who followed or kept pace with
him, studiously avoided pressing on him, or impeding his
motions. Vet his situation was too embarrassing to be Jong
endured, without making some attempt to extricate himself,
and to obtain some explanation.

Quentin looked around him, and fixing upon a jolly, stout-
made, respectable man, whom, by his velvet cloak and gold
chain, he concluded to be a burgher of eminence, and
perhaps a magistrate, he asked him, “ Whether he saw any.
thing particular in his appearance, to attract public attention
In & degree 50 unusual? or whether it was the ordinary
custom of the people of Liegs thus to throng around strangers
who chanced to visit their city ?*

*Surely not, good seignior,” answered the burgher; “the
Liegeois are neither so idly curious as to practise such a
custom, not is there anything in your dress ot eppearance,
saving that which is most welcome to this city, and which
our townsmen sre both delighted to see, and desirons to



Quentin Durwayd, ®77

«This sounds very polite, worthy sir,” said Quentin; “but
by the Cross of Saint Andrew, I cannot even guess at your
meaning.”

“Your oath, sir,” answered the merchant of Liege, “as
well 25 your accent, convinces me that we are right in our
conjecture.”

“By my patron $Saint Quentin!” said Durward, “I am
farther off from your meaning than ever.”

“There again now,” rejoined the Liegeois, looking, as he
spoke, most provokingly, yet most civilly, politic and intelli-
gent.—*“ It is surely not for us to see that which you, worthy
seignior, deem it proper to conceal. But why swear by Saint
Quentin, if you would not have me construe your meaning?
-—We know the good Count of Saint Paul, who lies there at
present, wishes well to our cause.”

“On my life,” said Quentin, “you are under some delu-
sion—1T know nothing of Saint Paul.”

“Nay, we question you not,” said the burgher ; “although,
hark ye—TI say, hark in your ear—my name is Pavillon.”

** And what is my business with that, Seignior Pavillon?”

said Quentin,

*Nay, nothing—only methinks it might satisfy you that I

am hy—Hete is my colleague Rouslaer, t00.”
Rouslaer advanced, 2 corpulent dignitary, whose fair round
belly, like a battering-ram, “did shake the press before him,”
and who, whispering caution to his neighbour, said, in a tone
of rebuke—*You forget,, good colleague, the place is too
open—~—the seignior will retire to your house or mine, and
drink 2 glass of Rhenish and sugar, and then we shall hear
more of our good friend and ally, whom we love with all our
honest Flemish hearts.”

“1 have no news for any of you,” said Quentin impatiently ,
“1 will drink no Rhenish; and T only desire of you, as men
of acceunt and respactability, to disperse thus idle crowd, and
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allow o stranger to leave your town as quietly as he came
into it.”

«Nay, then, sir,” said Rouslaer, “since you stand so much
on your incognito, and with us, too, who are men of con-
fidence, let me ask you roundly, wherefore wear you the
badge of your company if you would remain unknown in
Liege?” -

“What badge, and what order ?” said Quentin ; “you look
like reverend men and grave citizens, yet, on my soul, you
are either mad yourselves, or desire to drive me so.”

“Sapperment | ” said the other burgher, “this youth would
make Saint Lambert swear} Why, who wear bonnets with
the Saint Andrew’s cross and feur-de-lys, save the Scottish
Archers of King Louis’s Guards?”

“And supposing I am an Archer of the Scottish Guard,
why should you make a wonder of my wearing the badge of
my company ?” said Quentin impatiently.

“ He has avowed it, he has avowed it 1” said Rouslaer and
Pavillon, turning to the assembled burghers in attitudes of
congratulations, with waving arms, extended palms, and large
round faces radiating with glee. “He hath avowed himself
an Archer of Louis’s Guard—of Louis, the guardian of the
liberties of Liege1”

A general shout and cry now arose from the multitude, in
which were mingled the various sounds of ““Long live Louis
of France! Long live the Scottish Guard! Long live the
valiant Archer! Our liberties, our privileges, or death! No
imposts! Long live the valiant Boar of Ardennes! Down
with Charles of Burgundy ! and confusion to Bourbon and
his bishopric }”

Half-stunned by the noise, which began anew in one
quarter s0 soon as it ceased in another, rising and falling
like the billows of the sea, and augmented by thousands
of ‘voices which roared in chorus from distant streets and
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marker-piaces, Quentin had yet time to form a conjecture
concerning the meaning of the tumult, and 2 plan for re-
gulating his own conduct.

He had forgotten that, after his skirmish with Orleans and
Dunois, one of his comrades had, at Lord Crawford’s com-
mand, replaced the morion, cloven by the sword of the latter,
with one of the stecl-ined bonnets, which formed a part of
the proper and well-known equipment of the Scotch Guards
That an individual of this body, which was always kept very
close to Louis’s person, should have appeared in the streets
of a city, whose civil descontents had been aggravated by the
agents of that King, was naturally enough interpreted by the
burghers of Liege into a determination on the part of Louts
openly to assist their cause ; and the apparition of an in-
dividual archer was magnified into a pledge of immediate

" and active support from Louis—nay, into an assurance that
his auxiliary forces were actually entering the town at one or
other, though no one could distinctly tell which, of the city
gates,

To remove a conviction so generally adopted, Quentin
casily saw was 1mpossible—nay, that any attempt to un-
deceive men so obstnately prepossessed in thewr behef,
would be attended with personal sk, which, in this case, he
saw little use of incurnng. He therefore hastily resolied to
temporise, and to get free the best way he could; and this
resolution he formed while they were in the act of conduct-
ing him to the Stadthouse, where the notables of the tovn
were fast assembling, in order to hear the ndings which he
was presumed to have brought, and to regale hum with a
splendid banquet,

In spite of 2ll his opposition, which was set down 0
modesty, he was on every side surrounded by the donors of
popularity, the unsavoury tide of which now floated around
bim. His two burgomaster fnends, who were Sohogren OF
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Syndics of the city, had made fast both his arms." Before
him, Nikkel Blok, the chief of the butchers’ incorporation,
hastily summoned from his office in the shambles, brandished
his death-doing axe, yet smeared with blood and brains, with
a courage and grace which dranfwein alone could inspire.
Behind him came the tall, lean, raw-boned, very drunk, and
very patriotic figure of Claus Hammerlein, president of the
mystery of the workers ia iron, and followed by at least a
thousand unwashed artificers of his class. Weavers, nailers,
ropemakers, artisans of every degree and calling, thronged
forward to join the procession from every gloomy and narrow
street. Escape seemed a desperate and impossible adventure.

In this dilemma, Quentin appealed to Rouslaer, who held
one arm, and to Pavillon, who had secured the other, and
who were conducting him forward at the head of the ovation,
of which he had so unexpectedly become the principal object.
He hastily acquainted them *with his having thoughtlessly
adopted the bonnet of the Scottish Guard, on an accident
having occurred to the head-piece in which he had proposed
to travel ; he regretted that, owing to this circumstance, and
the sharp wit with which the Liegeois drew the natural
inference of his quality and the purpose of his visit, these
things had been publicly discovered ; and he intimated, that,
if just now conducted to the Stadthouse, he might unhappily
feel himself under the necessity of communicating to the
assembled notables certain matters, which he was directed
by the King to reserve for the, private ears of his excellent
gossips, Meinheers Rouslaer and Pavillon of Liege.”

This last hint operated like magic on the two citizens,
who were the most distinguished leaders of the insurgent
burghers, and were, like all demagogues of their kind, de-
sirous to keep everything within their own management, so
far as possible. They therefore hastily agreed that Quentin
should leave the town for the time, and retum by night to
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Liege, and converse with them privately in the house of
Rousker, near the gate opposite to Schonwaldt.  Quentin
hesitated not to tell them, that he was at present residing in
the Bishop's palace, under pretence of bearing despatches
from the French Court, although his real errand was, as they
had well conjectured, designed to the citizens of Liege;
and this tortuous mode of conducting & communication, as
well as the character and rank of the person to whom it was

pposed to be d, was so to the ch
of Louis, a5 neither to excite doubt nor surprise.
Almost diately after this laireis was com-

pleted, the progress of the multitude brought them opposite
to the door of Pawillon’s house, in one of the principal
strects, but which communicated from behind with the Maes,
by means of a garden, as well as an extensive manufactory
of tan-pits and other conveniences for dressing hides; for
the patriotic burgher was a felt-dresser, or currier.

It was natural that Pavillon should desire to do the
honours of his dwelling to the sypposed envoy of Lous,
and a halt before his house excited no surprise on the part
of the multitude ; who, on the contrary, greeted Meinheer
Pavillon with a loud tizas, as he ushered in his disunguished
guest  Quentin speedily laid aside his remarkable bonnet,
for the cap of a felt-maker, and flung 2 cloak over his other
apparel  Pavillon then fumished tum with a passport to
pass the gates of the city, and to retun by night or day as
should suit his convemence ; and, lastly, commated hum to
the charge of his daughter, a farr and smiling Flemsh lass,
with instructions how he was to be disposed of, while he him-
self hastened back to his colleague, to amuse therr friends
at the Stadthouse, with the best excuses which they could
invent for the disappearance of King Lowis’s envoy. We
cannot, a3 the footman says in the play, recollect the exact
nature of the Ko which the belwethers toid the flock, bat
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no task is so easy as that of imposing upon a multitude
whose eager prejudices have more than half done the busi-
ness, ere the impostor has spoken a word.

The worthy burgess was no sconer gone, than his plump
daughter, Trudchen, with many a blush, and many a
wreathed smile, which suited very prettily with lips like
cherries, laughing blue eyes, and a skin transparently pure,
escorted the handsome stranger through the pleached alleys
of the Sieur Pavillon’s garden, down to the water-side, and
there saw him fairly embarked in a boat, which two stout
Flemings, in their trunk-hose, fur caps, and many-buttoned
jerkins, had got in readiness with as much haste as their low-
country nature would permit.

As the pretty Trudchen spoke nothing but German, Quen-
tin,—no disparagement to his loyal affection to the Countess
of Croye,—couid only express his thanks by a kiss on those
same cherry lips, which was very gallantly bestowed, and ac-
cepted with all modest gratitude; for pallants with a form
and face like our Scottish Archer, were not of everyday
occurrence among the dourgeorsie of Liege.®

While the boat was rowed up the sluggish waters of the
Maes, and passed the defences of the town, Quentin had
time enough to reflect what account he ought to give of
his adventure in Liege, when he returned to the Bishop's
palace of Schonwaldt; and disdaining alike to betray any
person who had reposed confidence in him, although by
misapprehension, or to conceal from the hospitable Prelate

* The adventure of Quentin at Liege may be thought overstrained,
yet it is extmordinary what slight circumstances will influence the public
mind in a moment of doubt and uncertainty. Most readers must
remember, that, when the Dutch were on the point of rising against the
French yoke, their zeal for liberation received a strong impulse from the
landing of o person in a British volunteer uniform, whose presence,
though that of a private individual, wos xeceived as a guarantee of

succours from Eaglend,



Quentin Durmware?, 283

the mutinous state of his eapital, he resolved to confine
himself to so general an account as might put the Bishop
upon his guard, while it should point out no individual to
his vengeance.

He was landed from the boat, within half & mile of the
castle, and rewarded his rowers with a guilder, to their great
satisfaction.  Yet, short as was the space which divided him
from Schonwaldt, the castle-bell had tolled for dinner, and
Quentin found, moreover, that he had approached the
castle on a different side from that of the principal entrance,
and that to go round would throw his arrival considerably
fater.  He, therefore, made straight towards the side that
was nearest him, as he discemned that it presented an em-
battled wall, probably that of the little garden already noticed,
with a postern opening upon the meat, and a skiff moored
by the postern which might serve, he thought, upon summons,
to pass him over. As he approached, in hopes to make
his entrance this way, the postern opened, a man came out,
and, jumping into the boat, made his way to the farther side
of the moat, and then, with a long pole, pushed the shiff
back towards the place where he had embarked. As he
came near, Quentin discerned that this person was the
Rohemian, who, avoiding him, as was not difficult, beld
a different path towards Liege, and was presently out of
his ken.

Here was new subject for meditation. Had this vagabond
heathen been all this while with the Ladies of Croye, and
for what purpose should they so far have graced him with
their presence? ‘Tormented with this thought, Durward
became doubly determined to seek an explanation with
them, for the purpose at onee of laying bare the treachery
of Hayraddin, and announcing to them the perflous stte
in which their protector, the Bishop, was placed, by the
mutinous state of his town of Liege.
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As Quentin thus resolved, he entered the castle by the
principal gate, and found that part of the family who as-
sembled for dinner in the great hall, including the Bishop's
attendant clergy, officers of the household, and strangers
below the rank of the very first nobility, were already placed
at their meal. A seat at the upper end of the board, had,
however, been reserved beside the Bishop’s domestic chap-
Izin, who welcomed the stranger with the old college jest of,
Sero venientibus ossa, while he took care so to load his plate
with dainties, as to take away all appearance of that tendency
to reality, which, in Quentin’s country, is said to render a
joke either no joke, ot at best an unpalatable one,*®

In vindicating himself from the suspicion of ill-breeding,
Quentin briefly described the tumult which had been occa-
sioned in the city by his being discovered to belong to the
Scottish Archer-guard of Louis, and endeavoured to give a
ludicrous tum to the narrative by saying, that he had been
with difficulty extricated by a fat burgher of Liege and his
pretty daughter, l

But the company were too much interested in the story to
taste the jest. All operations of the table were suspended
while Quentin told bis tale ; and when he had ceased, there
was a solemn pause, which was only broken by the Major-
L'omo saying, in a low and melancholy tone, “I would to
God that we saw those hundred lances of Butgundy 1”

“Why should you think so deeply on it ?” said Quentin—
*You have many soldiers here, whose trade is arms; and
your antagonists are only the rabble of a disorderly city, who
will fly before the first flutter of a banner with men-at-arms
arrayed beneath it

“You do not know the men of Liege,” said the Chaplain,
“of whom it may be said, that, not even excepting those of
Ghent, they are at once the fiercest and the most untamable

® *4.4A sooth boord ftrue joke) is no boord,” says the Scot,
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in Europe. Twice has the Duke of Burgundy chastised
them for their repeated revolts against their Bishop, and
twice hath he suppressed them with much severity, abridged
their privileges, taken away their banners, and established
rights and claims to himself, which were not before com-
petent over a free city of the Empire—Nay, the last time he
defeated them with much slaughter near Saint Tron, where
Liege lost nearly six thousand men, what with the sword,
what with those drowned in the flight; and, thereafter, to
disable them from farther mutiny, Duke Charles refused to
enter at any of the gates which they had surrendered, but,
beating to the ground forty cubits breadth of their city wall,
marched into Liege as a conqueror, with visor closed, and
lance in rest, at the head of his chivalry, by the breach
which he had made. Nay, well were the Liegeois then
assured, that, but for the intercession of his father, Duke
Philip the Good, this Charles, then called Count of Chara-
lois, would have given their town up to spoil.  And yet,
with all these fresh recollecti with their b unre-
paired, and their arsenals scarcely supplied, the sight of an
Archer's bonnet is sufficient agmin to stir them to uproar.
May God amend alll but I fear there will be bloody work
betneen so fierce a population and so fiery a Sovereign;
and 1 would my excellent and kind master had a see of
fesser dignity and more safety, for his mitre is lined with
thoms instead of ermine. ‘This much I say to you, Sergnior
stranger, to make you aware, that, i your affairs detan you
not at’ Schonwalde, it is a place from which each man of
sense should depart as speedily as possible. I apprehend
that your ladies are of the same opinion; for one of the
grooms who attended them on the route, has been sent back
by them to the Court of France with letters, which, doubt-
less, are intended to announce their gong in search of a
safer asylum
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CHAPTER XX
THE BILLET.

Go to—thon art made, if thou desirest to be so—1If not, let me see thee
still the fellow of servants, and not fit to touch Fortune's fingers.
Twelftr Night,

Wugxn the tables were drawn, the Chaplain, who seemed
to have taken a sort of attachment to Quentin Durward’s
society, or who perhaps desired to extract from him farther
information concerning the meeting of the morning, led
him into a withdrawing apartment, the windows of which,
on one side, projected into the garden ; and as he saw his
companion’s eye gaze rather eagerly upon the spot, he
proposed to Quentin to go down and take a view of the
curious foreign shrubs with which the Bishop had enriched
its parterres,

Quentin excused himself, 43 unwilling to intrude, and
therewithal communicated the check which he had received
in the moming. The Chaplain smiled, and said, “That
there was indeed some ancient prohibition respecting the
Bishop’s private garden; but this,” he added, with a smile,
“was when our reverend father was a princely young prelate
of not more than thirty years of age, and when many fair
ladies frequented the Castle for ghostly consolation. Need
there was,” he said, with a downcast look, and a smile, half
simple and half intelligent, “that these ladies, pained in
conscience, who were ever lodged in the apartments now
occupied by the noble Canoness, should have some space
for taking the air, secure from the intrusion of the profane.
But of late years,” he added, “this prohibition, although not
formally removed, has fallen entirely out of observance, and
remains but s¢ the superstition which lingers in the bmin
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of a superannuated gentleman-usher. If you please,” he
added, “we will presently descend, and try whether the place
be haunted or no,”

Nothing could have been more agreeable to Quentin than
the prospect of o free entrance into the garden, through
means of which, according to a chance which had hitherto
attended his passion, he hoped to communicate with, or at
least obtain sight of, the object of his affections, from some
such turret or balcony-window, or similar * coign of vantage,”
as at the hostelry of the Fleur-de-Lys, near Plessis, or the
Dauphin’s Tower, within that castle itsell, Isabelle seemed
still destined, wherever she made her abode, to be the Lady
of the Turret.

When Durward descended with his new friend into the
garden, the latter scemed a terrestnal philosopher, entirely
busied with the things of the earth; while the eyes of
Quentin, if they did not seck the heavens, like those of an
astrologer, ranged at least all around the windows, balconies,
and especially the turrets, which projected on every part
from the inner front of the old building, in ordsr io discover
that which was to be his cynosure.

While thus employed, the young lover heard with total
neglect, if indeed he heard at all, the enumerauon of plants,
herbs, and shrubs, which his reverend conductor pointed out
to him; of which this was choice, because of pnme use in
medicine ; and that more choice for yielding a rare flavour
to pottage ; and a third, choicest of all, because possessed
of no merit but its extreme scarcity.  Still it was necessary
to preserve some semblance at least of attention ; which the
youth found so difficult, that be fairly wished at the devil the
officious naturalist and the whole vegetable kingdom. He
was relieved at length by the striking of a clock, which
summoned the Chaplain to some official duty.

‘The reverend man made many uanecessary 2po.
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leaving his new friend, and concluded by giving him the
agreeable assurance, that he might walk in the garden till
supper, without much risk of being disturbed.

“Tt is,” said he, “the place where I always study my own
homilies, as being most sequestered from the resort of
strangers. I am now about to deliver one of them in the
chapel, if you please to favour me with your audience.—1
have been thought to have some gift—But the glory be where
it is duel”

Quentin excused himself for this evening, under pretence
of a severe headache, which the open air was likely to prove
the best cure for; and at length the well-meaning priest left
him to himself.

It may be well imagined, that in the curious inspection
which he now made, at more lelsure, of every window or
aperture which looked into the garden, those did not escape
which were in the immediate neighbourhood of the small
door by which he had seen Marthon admit Hayraddin, as he
pretended, to the apartment of the Countesses. But nothing
stirred or showed itself, which could either confute or confirm
the tale which the Bohemian had told, until it was becoming
dusky; and Quentin began to be sensible, he scarce knew
why, that his sauntering so long in the garden might be
subject of displeasure or suspicion.

Just as he had resolved to depart, and was taking what he
had destined for his last turn under the windows which had
such attraction for him, he heard above him a slight and
cautious sound, like that of a cough, as intended to call his
attention, and to avoid the observation of others. As he
looked up in joyful surprise, a casement opened—a female
hand was seen to drop a billet, which fell into a rosemary
bush that grew at the foot of the wall. The precaution used
in dropping this letter, prescribed equal prudence and secrecy
in reading it. The garden, surrounded, as we have said,
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upon two sides, by the buildings of the palace, was com-
manded, of course, by the windows of many apartments;
but there was a sort of grotto of tock-work, which the
Chaplin had shown Durward with much complacency.
To snatch up the billet, thrust it into his bosom, and hie
to this place of secrecy, was the work of a single minute.
He there opened the preciouy scroll, and blessed at the
same time the memory of the Monks of Aberbrothick,
whose nurtare had rendered him capable of deciphering its
contents,

‘The first line contained the injunction, “Read this in
secret,™—and the contents were as follows: “What your
eyes have too boldly sad, mine have pethaps too rashly
understood.  But unjust persecution makes its victims bold,
and it were better to throw mysell on the, gratitude of one
than to remain the object of pursuit to many. Fortune has
her throne upona rock ; but brave men fear not to climb.
If you dare do aught for one that hazards much, you need
but pass into this garden at prime to-morrow, wearing in
your cap a blueand-white feather; but expect no farther
communication.  Your smxs have, they sag, destined you
for g and di d you to gratitude.~Farewell—be
Luthul prompt, and rnso!utc. and doubt not thy fortune.”
Within this letter was enclosed a ring with a table diemond,
on which were cut, in form of a lozenge, the ancient arms
of the House of Croye.

‘The first feeling of Quentin upon this occasion was un-
mingled cestasy-~a pride and Joy which seemed to mise him
to the stars,—a determination to do or die, influenced
by which he treated with scorn the thousand obstacles
that placed themselves betwixt him and the goal of his
wishes

In this mood of npture, and umble to endure 2 er

suption which might withdmw bis mind, were it

0
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moment, from 50 ecstatic a sibject of contempiation, -Dur-
ward, retiring to the interior of the castle, hastily assigned- his
former pretext. of a headache for not joining the house-
hold of the Bishop at the supper-meal, and, lighting his
lamp, betook  himself to the chamber which had been
assxgned him, to read, and to read again and again, the
precmus billet, and to kiss a'thousand times the no less
precious ring. : :

But such high-wrought feelings could not remain long in
the same ecstatic tone. A thought pressed upon him, though
he repelled it as ungrateful—as even blasphemous—that the
frankness of the confession implied less delicacy, on the part
of her who made it, than was consistent with the high
romantic feeling of adoration with which he had hitherto
worshipped the Lady Isabelle. No sooner did this un-
gracious thought intrude itself, than he hastened to stifle it,
as he would have stifled a hissing and hateful adder, that
had intruded itself into his couch. Was it'for him—him
the Favoured—on whose account she had stooped from her
sphere, to ascribe blame to her for the very act of condescen-
sion, without which he dared not have raised his eyes towards
her? Did not her very dignity of birth and of condition,
reverse, in her case, the usual rules which impose silence on
the lady until her lover shall have first spoken? To these
arguments, which he boldly formed into syllogisms, and
avowed to himself, his vanity might possibly suggest one
which he cared not to embody even mentally with the same
frankness~—that the mérit of the party beloved might perhaps
warrant, on the part of the lady, some little departure from
common rules; and, after all, as in the case of Malvolio,
there was example for it in chronicle. The Squire of low
degree, of whom he had just been reading, was, like himself,
a gentleman void of land and living, and yet the generous
‘Princess of Hungary bestowed on him, without scruple, more
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substantial marks of her affection, than the billet he had just
received :—

# Welcome,” she 1aid, * my swete Squyre,
My Leartis soote, my sould’s desirey

1 will give thee kisses three,

And als Cre bundrid poondis [ fee."

And agnin the same faithfil histoty made the King of
Hongtie himself ayouch,
1 bave yknowa tmsy 5
Oxmwlrhwbyum"

B0 that, upon the whole, Quentin generouly and magnant
mously recoaciled bimseif 1o & hne of conduct on the Coun-
tess's past, by which be was likely o be so highly benefited.
But this scruple was succeeded by another doubt, harder
of digestion. The traitor Hayraddin had been in the epert-
ments of the kdies, for anght Quentin knew, for the space of
four hours, and, considering the hints which he had thrown
out, of possessing an influence of the most interesting kind
over the fortunes of Quentin Durward, what should assure
him that this train was not of his kying? and if so, was it
not probable that such a dissembling villzin had set it on
foct to conceal some new plan of treachery—perhaps to
seduce Jeabelle out of the protection of the worthy Bishop?
‘This was a matter to be clcscly Jooked i mta, for Quentin felt
& repugn to this individ d to the trabashed
umpodence with which he bad avowed his pmﬂxgncy, and
could pot bring himself to hope, that anything in which he
w23 concerned conld ever come to an bonourable or bappy

conclusion. .
These various thoughts rolled over Quentin’s mind like
misty clouds, to dash and obscure the fair which

bis fancy had at first drawn, and his conch was, nght
B slecploms oae. At tho hour of prime—ay, 7
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before it, was he in the ‘castle garden, where no one now
- opposed either his entrance or his abode, with a feather of
the assigned colour, as distinguished as he could by any
means procure in such haste.. No notice was taken of his
appearance for nearly two hours ; at length he heard a few
notes of the lute, and presently the lattice opened right
above the little postern-door at which Marthon had admitted
Hayraddin, and Isabelle, in maidenly beauty, appeared at
the opening, greeted him halfkindly halfshyly, coloured
extremely at the deep and significant reverence with which
he returned her courtesy-—shut the casement, and dis-
appeared,

Daylight and champaign could discover no more! The
authenticity of the billet was ascertained—it only remained
what was to follow; and of this the fair writer had given
him no hint. But no immediate danger impended—The
Countess was in a strong castle, under the protection of a
Prince, at once respectable for his secular, and venerable
for his ecclesiastical authority. There was neither immediate
room nor occasion for the exulting Squire interfering in the
adventure ; and it was sufficient if he kept himself prompt
to execute her commands whenever they should be com-
municated to him. But Fate purposed to call him into
action sooner than he was aware of.

It was the fourth night after his arrival at Schonwaldt,
when Quentin had taken measures for sending back on the
morrow, to the Court of Louls, the remaining groom who
had accompanied him on his journey, with letters from
hlmself to his uncle and Lord Crawford, renouncing the
serwice of France, for which the treachery to which he
had been exposed by the pnvate instructions of Hayraddin
gave him an excuse, both in honour and prudence; and
he betook himself to his bed with all the rosy-coloured
ideas asound him which futter about the couch of a youth
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when he loves dearly, and thinks hus love as sincerely
repaid.

But Quentin's dreams, which at fist partook of the nature
of those happy influences under which he had fallen asleep,
began by degrees to assume a more temific character,

He walked with the Countess Isabelle beside a smooth
and inland lake, such as formed the principal characteristic
of his n:luvc glen; and he spokc to her of his fove, without

any o of the imped; which lay between
them. She blushed and smiled when she listened—even as
he might have expected from the tenor of the letter, which,
slecping or waking, lay nearest to his heart.  But the scene
suddenly changed from summer to winter—from calm to
tempest ; the winds and the waves rose with such a contest
of surge and whirlmind, as if the demons of the water and of
the air had been contending for their roaring empires in
rival strife. The rising waters seemed to cut off their advance
and their retreat—the increasing tempest, which dashed
them against each other, scemed to render their remaming
on the spot impossible ; and the 1 pro-
duced by the apparent danger awole the dreamer.

He awoke; but although the circumstances of the vision
had disappeared, and gren place to reality, the noise, which
had probably suggested them, sull continued to sound in
his ears,

Quentin’s first impulse was to sit erect in bed, and listen
with astonishment to sounds, which, if they had announced
2 tempest, might have shamed the wildest that ever burst
down from the Grampians ; and again 1n a minute he became
sensible, that the tumult was not exated by the fury of the
elements, but by the wrath of men.

He sprung from bed, and looked from the window of tus
apartment ; hut 1t opened into the garden, and on that side
all was quet. though the openung of the casemant made
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him still ‘more sensibie, from the shouts which reached his
ears, that the outside of the castle was beleaguered and as-
saulted, and that by 2 numerous and determined enemy.
Hastily collecting his dress and arms, and putting them on
with such celerity as darkness and surprise permitted, his
attention was solicited by a knocking at the door of his
chamber. As Quentin did not immediately answer, the
door, which was a slight one, was forced open from without,
and the intruder, announced by his peculiar dialect to.be
the Bohemian, Hayraddin Maugrabin, entered the apartment.
A phial, which he held in his hand, touched by a match,
produced a dark flash of ruddy fire, by means of which he
kindled a lamp, which he took from his bosom. :

“The horoscope of your destinies,” he said energetically
to Durward, without any farther greeting, “now turns upon
the determination of 2 minute.”

“Caitiff1” said Quentin, in reply, “there is treachery
around us; and where there is treachery, thou nust have a
share in it.”

“You are mad,” answered Maugrabm—-—“ I never betrayed
any one but to gain by it—and wherefore should ¥ betray
you, by whose safety I can take more advantage than by
your destruction? Hearken for a moment, if it be possible
for you, to one note of reason, ere it is sounded into your
ear by the death-shot of ruin. The Liegeois are up—William
de la Marck with his band leads them—Were there means
of resistance, their numbers; and his fury, would overcome
them ; but there are next to none. If you would save the
Countess and your own hopes, follow me, in the name of
her who sent you a table-diamond, with three leopards en-
graved on it "

“Lead the way,” said Quentin hastily—*In that name 1
dare every danger!”

“As T shall manage- it,” said the Bohemian; “there is no
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danges, if you can but withhold your hands from sirife which
does not concern you; for, efter all, what is it to yoo whether
the Bishop, es they call bim, slaughters his fock, or the £ock
shaghtery the shepherd ?—Hal kal hal Folow e, but
with caution and patience ; subdue your own courage, and
confide in my prudence—and my debit of thankfulaess is paid,
and you have 8 Countess for your spouse.—Follow me.”

“I follow,” eaid Quentin, drawing bis sword; “brt the
moment in which 1 detect the kast sizn of treachery, thy
bead and body ere three yards seporate !

Without more conversation, the Bobemian, seeing that
Quentin was pow fally armed and ready, f2n down the stairs
before him, snd winded hastily through varioes side-passages,
until they grined the litle garden.  Scarce a light was to
be seen on that gide, scarce eny bustle was to be heard;
but no sconer bad Quentin entered the open £pace, than
the noise on the opposite side of the castle became ten
times more stunningly andible, and he could bear the various
warcries of “Liege! Liege] Sanglier) Sangliert™ shouted
by the asaihnts, while the feebler ay of “Our Lady for
the Prince Bishop 1™ w2y raised in a faint and faltering toze,
by those of the prelate’s soldiers who had hastened, though
surprised and at disadrantage, o the defence of the walls

But the interest of the fght, norsithstanding the martial
chancter of Quentin Dumrward, was indifferent to bim in
comparison of the fate of Inbelle of Croye, which ke had
feason to fear wonld be a dreadful one, galess rescued from
the power of the dissolute and croed frecbooter, who was
now, 33 it sccmed, bunting the gates of the aastle He
teconciled himself to the aid of the Bohemim, #3 men in
a dosperate illness refuse not the remedy prescribed by
quacks and mommtebants, and followed scross the garden,
with the intention of being guided by him uatd he aboul
discover symptoms of treachery, aod then p/  kim
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through the heart, or striking his head from his body. FHay-
raddin seemed himself conscious that his safety tumned on
a feather-weight, for he forbore, from the moment they
entered the open air, il his wonted gibes and quirks, and
seemed to have made & vow to act at once with modesty,
courage, and activity.

At the opposite door which led to the ladies’ apartments,
upon a low signal made by Hayraddin, appeared two women,
muffled in the black silk veils which were then, as now, worn
by the women in the Netherlands. Quentin offered his
arm to one of them, who clung to it with trembling ‘eager-
ness, and indeed hung upon him so much, that had her
weight been greater, she must have much impeded their
retreat. The Bohemian, who conducted the other female,
took the road straight for the postern which opened upon
the moat, through the garden wall, close to which the little
skiff was drawn up, by means of which Quentin bad formerly
observed Hayraddin himself retreating from the castle.

As they crossed, the shouts of storm and successful violence,
seemed to announce that the castle was in the act of being
taken ; and so dismal was the sound in Quentin's ears, that
he could not help swearing aloud, “But that my blood is
irretrievably devoted to the fulfilment of my present duty,
I would back to the wall, take faithful part with the hospi-
table Bishop, and silence some of those knaves whose throats
are full of mutiny and robbery 1” '

The lady, whose arm was still folded in his, pressed it
lightly as he spoke, as if to make him understand that
there was a nearer claim on his chivalry than the defence of
Schonwaldt ; while the Bohemian exclaimed, lond enough
to be heard, “Now, that I call right Christian frenzy, which
would turn back to fight, when love and fortune both demand
that we should fly.—On, on—with all the haste you can make
~—Horzez weit us {a yonder thiocket cf willown,”
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* There are but twa horses,” said Quentin, who 1aw them
in the moonlight.

“All that T could procure without exciting suspicion—
and enough, besides,” replied the Bohemian. “You two
must ride for Tongres ere the way becomes unsafe—Marthon
will abide with the women of our horde, with whom she is
an old acquaintance.  Know, she is a danghter of our tribe,
and only dwelt among you to serve our purpose as oceasion
shoold fall”

“Marthon!” exclaimed the Countess, looking at the
veiled female with a shrick of surprise; “is not this my
kinswoman?”

* Only Marthon,” said Hayraddin—* Excuse me that little
piece of deceit. I dared not carry off dotA the Ladies of
Croye from the Wild Boar of Ardennes”

#Wretch1” said Quentin emphatically—*but it is not
—shall not be too late—1I will back to rescue the Lady
Hameline,”

“ Hamcline,” whispered the lady, in a disturbed voice,
“hangs on thy arm, to thank thee for her rescue.”

“Ha! what!—How is this?” said Quentin, extricating
himself from her hold, and with less gentleness than he
would at any other time have used towards a female of any
rank—*Is the Lady Isabelle then left behind I—Farewell—
farewell”

As he tumed to hasten back to the castle, Haymddin
laid hold of him—*Nay, hear yon—hear you—you run
upon your death! What the foul fiend did you wear the
colours of the old one for?—I wll never trust blue and
white silk again. But she has almost as large a dower—has
jewels and gold—hath pretensions, too, upon the earldom.”

While he spoke thus, panting on in broken sentences, the
Bohemian struggled to detain Quentin, wbo at length Lid
his hand on his dagger, in order to extricate himesif
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“ Nay, if that be the case,” said Hayraddin, unloosing his
old, “go—and the devil, if there be one, go along with
oul”—And, soon as freed from his hold, ‘the Scot shot
ack to the castle with the:speed of the wind.

Hayraddin then tumed round to the Countess Hameline,
tho bad sunk down on the ground between shame, fear,
nd disappointment.

“Yere has been a mistake,” he said; up, lady, and
ome with me—I will provide you, ere morming comes, 2
allanter husband than this smock-faced boy; and if one
vill not serve, you shall have twenty.”

The Lady Hameline was as violent in her passzons, as she
vas vain and weak in her understanding. Like many other
sersons, she went tolerably well through the ordinary duties
»f {life; but in a crisis like the present, she was entirely
ncapable of doing aught, save pouring forth unavailing
amentations, and accusing Hayraddin of being a thief, a
yase slave, an impostor, a murderer.

“Call me Zingaro,” returned he composedly, “and you
nave said all at once.” ’

“Monster! you said the stars had decreed our union, and
caused me to write~O wretch that I was!{” exclaimed the
unhappy lady.

* And so they #ad decreed "your union,” said Hayraddin,
*“had both parties been willing—but think you the blessed
constellations can make any one wed against his will 21
was led into error with your accursed Christian gallantries,
and fopperies of ribbons and favours—and the youth prefers
veal to beef, I think—that’s all—Up and follow me ; and
take notice, I endure neither weeping nor swooning,”

“7 will not stir a foot,” said the Countess obstinately.

“ By the bright welkin, but you shall, though 1” exclaimed
}:Iayraddm “1 swear to you, by all that ever fools believed
in, that you have to do with one, who would care little to
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strip you naked, bind you to a tree, and feave you to your
fortune 1"

“Nay,” said Marthon, interfering, “by your favour, she
shall not be misused I wear & knife as well as you, and
can use t—She is a kind woman, though a fool—.nd you,
madam, rise up and follow us—Here has been a mistake ;
but it is something to have saved life and hmb. There
arc many in yonder castle would give all the wealth in the
world to stand where we do now.”

As Marthon spoke, a clamour, in which the shouts of
victory were mingled with screams of terror and despair, was
wafted to them from the Castle of Schonwaldt.

“Hear that, lady " said Hayraddin, “and be thankful
you are not adding your treble pipe to yonder concert.
Believe me, I will care for you honestly, and the stars shall
keep therr words, and find you a good husband.”

Like some wild ammal, exhausted and subdued by terror
and fatigue, the Countess Hamelme yielded herself up to
the conduct of her guides, and suffered herself to be passively
Jed whichever way they would  Nay, such was the confusion
of her spirits and the exhaustion of her strength, that the
worthy couple, who half bore, half Jed her, camed on their
discourse in her presence without her even understanding it.

“1 ever thought jour phan was folly,” sud Marthon.
“Could you have brought the young people together, indecd,
we might have had a bold on their grattude, and a footing
in their castle.  But what chance of so haodsome & youth
wedding this old fool?”

“ Rizpah,* said Haymddin, *you have bome the name of
& Christian, and dwelt in the tents of those besotted people,
till thou hast become a partaker in their folies.  How could
1 dream that he would have made scruples about a few years,
youth or age, when the advantages of the match were so
evident? And thou knowesy, there would bave no



moving yonder coy v‘fench to be sO frank. as this coming
Countess here, WhO hangs on ou* arms 85 dead & weight &s
a wool-pack- 1 Yoved the 1ad 00, and would have don2 him
o kindness: ¥© wed him t0 this old womath was to make his

gelf with wassaily 88 is his wont he will not know &n old
Countess from & young one- Away, Rizpah—bear & gallant
heart. The bright Aldeboran ctill influences the destinies
of the Children of the Desest!” .

/

CHAPTER XXL
THE SACK.

The gates of mercy chall be all shut ups
And the flesh’d soldier rough and hard of hearts
In liberty of bloody hand shal rang®

Henry V-
~

Tue surprised and afrighted garrison of the Castle
gchonwaldt had, nevertheless, for some time, made good
defence of the place against the assailants 3 but the imm

crowds which, jssuing from the city of 14eg% t«
assault like bees, sstracted their attention, a0 abated
courage

There Was also Jisaffection 3¢ jeast, if mot trea
among the defenders ; for come called out to surrende
oﬁ\emdgmﬁn&;mk posts; tred 10 escape from the
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Many threw themselves from the walls into the moat, and
such as escaped drowning, flung aside their distinguishing
badges, end saved themsclves by mingling among the motley
crowd of assailants,  Some few, indecd, from attachment to
the Bishop's persan, drew around him, and continned to
defend the great keep, to which he had fled; apd others,
donbtful of recciving quarter, or from an impulse of desperate
courage, held out other detached bulwarks and towers of the
extensive building.  Dut the assailants had got possession of
the courts and Jower parts of lhc cdxfcc, and were busy
g the ished, and g for spoil, while one
indmdml, as if he sought for that death from which afl
others were flying, endeavoured to foree his way into the
scene of tumult and horror, under apprehensions still more
hortible to his imagination, than the realities around were 1o
his sight and scnses. Whoever had seen Quentin Durward
that famal night, not knowing the meaning of his conduct,
had accounted him a reging madman ; whoever had eppro-
diated his motives, had mnked him nothing beneath & hero
of romance,

Approaching Schonwalde on the same side from which he
had left i, the youth met scveral fugitives making for the
wood, who maturally avoided him as en enemy, becaunse he
came in an opposite direction from that which they bad
adopted.  When he eame nearer, he could hear, end partly
sce, men dropping from the gardenwall into the mst!c fosse,
and others who seemed precipitated from the
by the assailants.  His wumge was not stapgered, even for
an instant.  There was not time to Jook for the baat, even
had it been practicable to use i, and it was in win o
approach the postem of the garden, which was crowded
with fugitives, who ever and enon, as they were thrust
throtrgh it by the pressure behind, fell into the moat which
they bhad po means of cromicg.
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Avoiding that point, Quentin threw himself into the moat,
near what was called the little gate of the castle, and where
there was a drawbridge, which was still elevated. - He
avoided with difficulty the fatal:grasp of more than one
sinking wretch, and, swimming to the drawbridge, caught
hold of gne of the chains which was hanging down, and,
by a great exertion of strength and activity, swayed himself
out of the water, and attained the platform from which
the bridge was suspended. As with hands and knees he
struggled to make good his footing, a lanzknecht, with his
bloody sword in his harid, made towards him, and raised
his weapon for a blow, which must have been fatal.

“ How now, fellow !” said Quentin, in a tone of authority

—%Ts that the way in whxch you assist a comrade?——lee
me your hand.”

The soldier in silence, and not without hesitation, reached
him his arm, and helped him upon the platform, - when

~ without allowing him time for reflection, the Scot continued
in the same tone of command—*“To the western tower, if
you would be rich—the Priest’s treasury is in the western
tower.”

These words were echoed on every hand: “To the
western tower—the treasure is in the western tower!” And
the stragglers who were within hearing of the cry, took,
like a herd of raging wolves, the direction opposite to that
which Quentin, come life, come death, was determined to
pursue.

Bearing himself as if he were one, not of the conquered,
but of the victors, he made a way into the garden, and
pushed across it, with less interruption than he could have
expected; for the cry of “To the western tower!” had
carried off one body of the assailants, and another was
summoned together, by war-cry and trumpet sound, to assist
in repelling a desperate sally, attempted by the defenders of
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you; but do not—do not leave me to die the death.of a
smothered pig!”

In the midst of this scene of blood and confusxon, the
presence of mind of Quentin suggested to him, that this
dignitary might have the means of protecting their retreat.
He raised him on his feet, and asked him if he was
wounded. '

“Not wounded—at least I think not”—angwered the
burgher ; “but much out of wind.”

#GSit down then on this stone, and recover your breath,”
said Quentin; “1I will return instantly.” .

“ For whom are you ? ” said the burgher, still detaining him.

“For France—for France,” answered Quentin, studying.
to get away.

“What! my lively young Archer?” said the \vorthy Syndxc .
“Nay, if it has been my fate to find a friend in this fearful
night, I will not quit him, I promise you. Go where you
will, I follow ; and, could I get some of the tight lads of our
guildry together, I might be able to help you in turn; but
they are all squandered abroad like so many pease.—Oh, it
is a fearful night 1”

During this time, he was dragging himself on after
Quentin, who, aware of the importance of securing the coun-
tenance of a person of such mﬂuence, slackened his pace to
assist him, although cursing in his heart the encumbrance
that retarded him.

At the top of the stairs was an anteroom, with boxes and
trunks, which bore marks of having been rifled, as some
of the contents lay on the floor. A lamp, dying in the
chimney, shed a feeble beam on a' dead or senseless man,
who lay across the hearth.

Bounding from Pavillon, like a greyhound from his
keeper’s . leash, and with an effort which almost overthrew.
him, Quentin sprung through & second and 2 third room,
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the last of which seemed to be the bedroom of the Ladies
of Croye. No living mortal was to be seen in either of
them. He called upon the Lady Isabelle’s name, at first
gently, then more loudly, and then with an accent of de-
spairing emphasis ; but no answer was returned,  He wrung
his hands, tore bis hair, and stamped on the earth with
desperation. At Jength, a feeble ghmmer of Iight, which
shone through a crevice in the wainscoting of a dark nook
in the bedroom, announced some recess or concealment
behind the arras.  Quentin hasted to examine it He
found there was indeed a concealed door, but it resisted his
hurried efforts to open it.  Heedless of the personal injury
he might sustain, he rushed at the door with his whole force
and weight of his body ; and such was the impetus of an*
effort made betwixt hope and despair, that it would have
Lurst much stronger fastenings.

He thus forced his way, almost headlong, into a small
oratory, where a female figure, which had been knecling in
agonising supplication before the holy 1mage, now sunk at
length on the floor, under the new terrors implied in this
approaching tumult. He hastily raised her from the ground,
and, joy of joys! it was she whom he sought to save—the
Countess Isabelle.  He pressed her to his bosom—he

jured her to awak d her to be of good cheer—
for that she was now under the protection of one who had
heart and hand enough to defend her against armies.

“Durward 1" she said, as she at length collected herself,
“is it indeed you?—then there 1s some hope left. I thought
all living and mortal friends had left me to my fate—Do not
again abandon me!”

# Never—never {” said Durward  “Whateser shall happen
—vwhatever danger shall approach, may I forfeit the benefits
purchased by yonder blessed sign, if 1 be not thed” ™ of
your fate until it is agin a bappy cze!”
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“Very pathetic and touching, truly,” said a rough, broken,-
asthmatic voice behind—% A love affair, ‘T see; and, from
my soul, I pity the tender creature, as if she were my own'
Trudchen.” :

“You must do more than pity us,” said Quentin, turning
towards the speaker; “you must assist in protecting us,
Meinheer Pavillon. Be assured this lady was put under my
especial charge by your ally the King of France ; and, if you
aid me not to shelter her from every species of offence and
violence, your city will lose the favour of Louis of Valois.:
Above all, she must be guarded from the hands of William
de la Marck.” )

“That will be difficult,” said Pavillon, “f{or these schelms
‘of lanzknechts are very devils at rummaging out the wenches ;
but Tl do my best—We will to the other apartment, and
there I will consider—It is but a narrow stair, and you-can
keep the door with 2 pike, while T look from the window,
and get together some of my brisk boys of the currier’s
guildry of Liege, that are as. true as the knives they wear
in their girdles.—But first undo me these clasps—for I have
not worn this corslet since the battle of Saint Tron ;¥ and
I am three stone heavier since that time, if there be truth in
Dutch beam and scale.”

The undoing of the iron enclosure gave great relief to the
-honest man, who, in putting it ‘on, had more considered his
zeal to the cause of Liege, than his capacity of bearing arnis.
It afterwards turned out, that being, as it were, borne forward
involuntarily, and hoisted over the walls by his company as
they thronged to the assault, the magistrate had been carried
here and there, as the tide of attack and defence flowed or
ebbed, without the power, latterly, of even uttering a word ;

* Fought by the insurgents of Liege against the Duke of Burgundy,
Charles the Bold, when Count of Charalois, in which the people of
Licge were defeated with great slaughter,
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until, 23 tne sea casts & log of driftwood ashore in the first
creek, he had been ultimately thrown down in the entrance
to the Ladies of Croye's af where the b

of his own armour, with the superincumbent weight of two
men shin in the entrance, and who fcil above him, might
have fixed him down long enough, had he not been re-
lieved by Durward

The same warmth of temper which rendered Hermann
Pavillon a hot-headed and intemperate zealot in politics, had
the more desirable consequence of making him, in private,
2 good-tempered, kind-hearted man, who, if sometimes a
Tittle misled by vanity, was always well-meaning and bene-
volent. He told Quentin to have an especial care of the
poor pretty yung frau ; and, after this unnecessary exhorta-
tion, began to halloo from the window, “Liege, Liege, for
the gallant skinners’ guild of curriers!”

One or two of his immediate followers collected at the
summons, and at the peculier whistle with which it was ac.
companied {each of the crafts having such a signal among
themselves), and more joining them, established a guard
under the window from which their feader was bawling, and
before the postern-door.

Matters scemed now settling into some sort of tranquillity.
All opposition had ceased, and the leaders of the different
classes of assailants were taking measures to prevent indis-
eriminate plunder. ‘The great bell was tolled, as summons
to 2 military ocundl, and its i fron tongue communicating
to Liege the tri of Sch 1dt by the
insurgents, was nnswcrcd by all \he bells in that city ; whose
distant and clamorous voices scemed to ery, Hail to the
victors! It would have been natural, that Meinheer Favillon
should now have sallied from his fastness; but, either in
reverent care of those whom he had taken under his pro-
tection, or perhaps for the better assurance of bis own




safety, he contented himself with despatching messenger on
messenger to command his heutenant, Peterkin Gelslaer, to
attend him directly.

Peterkin came at length, to his great relief, as being the
-person upon whom, on all pressing occasions, whether of |
war, politics, or commerce, Pavillon was most accustomed
to repose confidence. He was a stout, squat figure, with
a square face, and broad black eyebrows, that announced
him to be opinionative and disputatious,~an advice-giving
countenance, so to speak. He was endued with a buff
jerkin, wore a broad belt and cutlass by his side, and carried
a halberd in his hand.

“Peterkin, my dear lieutenant,” said his commender,
“this has been a glorious day—night, T should say—I trust
thou art pleased for once?® :

“I am well enough pleased that you are so,” said the
doughty lieutenant ; “though I should not have thought of
your celebrating the victory, if you call it one, up in this
garret by yourself, when you are wanted in council”

“But ex I wanted there?” said the Syndic.

“Ay, marTy are you, to stand up for the rights of Liege,
that are in more danger than ever,” answered the Lieutenant,
- ¢ Pshaw, Peterkin,” answered hxs principal, *thou art ever
such a frampold grumbler—-"

* Grumbler? not 1,” said Peterkin; “what pleases other
people, will always please me. Only I wish we have not got
King Stork, instead of King Log, like the fabliau that the
Clerk of Saint Lambert’s used to read us ount of Meister’s
#sop’s book”

““I cannot guess your meaning, Peterkin,” said the Syndic.
© “Why then, I tell you, Master Pavillon, that this Boar,
or Bear, is like to make his own den of Schonwaldt, and *tis
probable to turn out as bad a neighbour to our town-as
ever was the old: Bishop, and wome. Here bas he taken
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the whole conquest in his own hand, and is only doubting
whether he‘should be called Prince or Bishop g=—and it
is a shame to sec how they have mishandled the old mzn
emong them”

“1 will not permit it, Peterkin,” smid Povillon, bestling
up; “I disliked the mitre, but not the head that wore it
Weare ten to one in the field, Peterkin, and will not permit
these courses.™

* Ay, ten to one in the field, but only man to man in the
castle; besides that Nikkel Blok the butcher, and all the
rabble of the suburbs, take part with Willizm de Ia Marck,
partly for saus and Srauy (for he has broached all the ale-
tubs and winecasks), and partly for old envy towards us,
who are the emftsmen, and have privileges.”

“Peter,” said Pavillon, “we will go presently to the city.
1 will stay no longer in Schonwaldt.”

“Dut the bridges of this castle are up, master,” said
Geislacr—*the gates locked, and guirded by these Lanz-
knechts: and, if we were to try to force our way, these
fellows, whose everpday business is war, might make wld
work of us, that only fight of a holyday.”

“But why has he secured the gates?” said the alirmed
burgher; “or what business hath be to make bonest men
prisoners?”

*“1 cannot tell—not I, said Peter. *Some noise there
fs about the Ladies of Croye, who have escaped during the
storm of the Castle, Tkat first put the Man with the Beard
beside himself with anger, and now he's beside himself with
drink alsa®

The Burgomaster cast a disconsolate look towards Quentin,
and seemed a2 a loss what to resolve upoa.  Durward, who
had not Jost & word of the coaversation, which alarmed him
very rouch, taw nevertheless that thele only safety depended
oo bir p ing bis cwn p of mind, and i f\
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the courage of Pavillon. He struck boldly. into the con-
versation, as one who had a right to have a voice in the
deliberation.— I am ashamed,” he said, * Meinheer Pavillon,
to observe you hesitate what to do on this occasion. Go
boldly to William de la Marck, and demand free leave to
quit the castle, you, your lieutenant, your squire, and
your daughter. He can have no pretence for keepmg you
prisoner.”

“For me and my lieutenant—that is myself and Peter —
good-—but who is my squire?”

“1 am, for the present,” replied the undaunted Scot.:

“You!” said the embarrassed burgess; “but are you
not the envoy of King Louis of France?”

“True, but my message is to the magistrates of Liege—
and only in Liege will I deliver it.—Were I to acknowledge
my quality before William de la Marck, must I not enter
into negotiation with him? ay, and, it is like, be detained
by him. You must get me secretly out of the Ca.stle in
the capacity of your squire.”

“Good—my squire ;—but you spoke of my daughter—
my daughter is, I trust, safe in my house in Liege—here
I wish her father was, with all my heart and soul.”

“This lady,” said Durward, “will call you father while
we are in this place.”

“And for my whole life afterwards,” said the Countess,
throwing herself at the citizen's feet, and clasping his knees.
~*“Never shall the day pass in which I will not honour
you, love you, and pray for you as a daughter for a father,
if you will but aid me in this fearful strait—Oh, be not hard-
hearted ! think your own daughter may kneel to a stranger,
to ask him for life and honour—think of this, and give me
the protection you would wish e to receive |”

“In troth,” said the good citizen, much moved mth her
pathetic appeal—~“1 think, Peter, that this pretty maiden
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hath 2 onch of our Trudchen’s sweet look,—I thought so
from the first; and that this brisk youth here, who is 50
ready with his advice, is someshat like Trudchen's bachelor
I wager a groat, Peter, that this is a true-love matter, and
it is a sin not to further it.”

“It were shame and sin both,” said Peter, a good-natured
Fleming, notwithstanding all his self-conceit; and as he
spoke, he wiped his eyes with the sleeve of his jerkin

“She skall be my daughter, then,” said Pavillon, “well
wrapped up in her black silk veil; and if there are not
enough of truc-hearted skinners to protect her, being the
daughter of their Syndic, it were pity they should ever tug
leather more.—But hark ye,—questiont must be answered—
How if I am asked what should my daughter make here at
such an onslaught2”

“What should half the women in Liege make here when
they followed us to the Castle?” said Peter; *“they had no
other reason, sure, but that it was just the place in the werld
that they should nof have come to.—Qurt yurig frau Trudchen
has come a little farther than the rest—that is alL”

“ Admimbly spoken,” said Quentin; “only be bold, and
take this gentleman’s good counsel, noble Meinheer Pamllon,
and, at no trouble to yourself, you will do the most worthy
action since the days of Charlemagne.—Here, sweet lady,
wrap yourself close in this veil ™ (for many articles of female
apparel lay scattered about the apartment),—*be but con-
fident, and & few minutes will place you in freedom and
safety.—Noble sir,” he added, addressing Pavillon, “set
forward.”

* Hold—hold—hold a minute,” said Pavillon, *my mind
misgives me}—This De la Marck 1s a fury; a perfect boar
in his nature as {n his name ; what if the young lady be one
of those of Croye?—and what if he discover her, and be
addicsod to wratk "
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% And If T were one of thoss unfortunate women,” said
Isabelle, again attempting to throw herself at his feet, “could
you for that reject me in this' moment of despair? Oh, that
I had been indeed your daughter, or the daughter of the
poorest burgher!”

“Not so poor—not so poor nclthcr, young lady—we pay
as we go,” said the citizen.

“Forgive me, noble sir,”—again began the unfortunate
maiden.

+ «Not noble, nor sir neither,” said the Syndic; “a plain
burgher of Liege, that pays bills of exchange in ready guilders.
~—But that is nothing to the purpose.—~Well, say you Z¢ a
countess, I will protect you nevertheless.”

“You are bound to protect her, were she a duchess,” said
Peter, “having once passed your word,”

“Right, Peter, very right,” said the Syndic; *it is our old
Low Dutch fashion, efn wor?, eit man ; and now let us to
this gear.—We must take leave of this William de la Marck;
and yet I know not, my mind misgives me when I think of
him ; and were it a ceremony which could be waived, I have
no stomach to go through it.”

“Were you not better, since you have a force together,
make for the gate and force the guard ?* said Quentin.

But with united voice, Pavillon and his adviser exclaimed
against the propricty of such an attack upon their ally’s
soldiers, with some hints concerning its rashness, which
satisfied Quentin that it was not a risk to be hazarded with
such associates, They resolved, thercfore, to repair boldly
to the great hall of the Castle, where, as they understood, the
Wild Boar of Ardennes held his feast, and demand frec
cgress for the Syndic of Licge and his company, a request
too reasonable, as it scemed, to be denied.  Still the good
Burgomaster groaned when he looked on his companions,
and exclaimed to his faithful Peter,—* Sce what it is to have
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00 bold and too tender & heart)  Alas| Perkin, how much
have courage and homanity cost me! and how much may I
yet have to pay for my virtues, before Heaven makes us free
of this damned Castle of Schonwalde §”

As they crossed the courts, still strewed with the dying
and dead, Quentin, while he supported Isabelle through the
scene of harrors, whispered to her courage and comfort, and
reminded her that her safety depended entirely on her firm-
ness and presence of mind.

“Not on mine—not on mine,” she said, *but on yours
—on yours only.—Oh, if 1 but escape this fearful night,
never shall § forget him who maved me! One favour more
only, let me implore &t your hind, end I conjure you
to grnt it, by your mother’s fame and your fathers
bonourt”

“What i #t you can ask that I could refuse?” said
Quentin, in a whisper,

“Plunge your dagger m my beart,” said she, *rather than
leave me captrve i the hands of these monsters.”

Quentin's only answer was & pressure of the young
Countess’s hand, which scemed as if, but for terror, it
would have retumed the caress And, leaning on her
youthful protector, she encered the fearful hall, preceded by
Pavillon and bis Lieutenant, and followed by 2 dozen of
the Kurschenschaft, or skinper’s trade, who attended, a5 a
guard of bonour, on the Syndic.

AsUtyupprmd:edlheMLthcyelhehcd;mmmd
bursts of wild hwghter, which proceeded from i, seemed
ather to ennounce the revel of festve demons, rejoicing
after some accomplished triumph over the human moe, than
of mortal beings, who had succeeded in a bold design.  An
emphatic tene of mind, which despair alone could have in-
wwdmemmd‘ﬁf-mm
losbella; coctacneed wplcits, which rom with New
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maintained that of Durward; while Pavillon and his
lieutenant made a virtue of necessity, and faced their fate
like bears bound to a stake, which must nec&ssanly stand
the dangers of the course, .

CHAPTER XXIL
THE REVELLERS.

Cade. Where's Dick, the butcher of Ashford?
Dick. Here, sir.
‘Cade, They {ell before thee like sheep and oxen ; and thou behavedst
thyself s if thou hadst been in thine own slaughter-heuse.
Second Fart of King Henry VI

THERE could hardly exist a more strange and horrible change
than had taken place in the castle-hall of Schonwaldt since
Quentin had partaken of the noontide mesl there; and it
was indeed one which painted, in the extremity of their
dreadful features, the miseries of war—more especially when
waged by those most relentless of all agents, the mercenary
soldiers of a barbarous age—men who, by habit and pro-
fession, had become familiarised with all that was cruel and
bloody in the art of war, while they were devoid alike of
patriotism and of the romantic spirit of chivalry.

Instead of the orderly, decent, and somewhat formal meal,
at which civil and ecclesiastical officers had, a few hours
before, sat mingled in the same apartment, where a light
jest could only be uttered in a whisper, and where, even
amid superfluity of feasting and of wine, there reigned .a
decorum which almost amounted to hypocrisy, there was
now such a scene of wild and roaring debauchery, as Satan
himself, had he taken the chair as founder of the feast, could
scarcely have’ mpmved. .

At the head of the table sat, in ths Bishop's tbxms and
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sort of contradiction, De la Marck, while he assumed in
other respects the appearance of the Wild Boar, and even
seemed pleased with the name, yet endeavoured, by the
length and growth of his beard, to conceal the circumstance
that had originally procured him that denomination. This
was an unusual thickness and projection of the mouth and
upper jaw, which, with the huge projecting side teeth, gave
that resemblance to the bestial creation, which, joined to the
delight that De la Marck had in haunting the forest so
called, originally procured for him the name of the Boar of
Ardennes. The beard, broad, grisly, and uncombed, neither
concealed the natural horrors of the countenance, nor digni-
fied its brutal expression,

The soldiers and officers sat around the table, intermixed
with the men of Liege, some of them of the very lowest
description ; among whom Nikkel Blok'the butcher, placed
near De la Marck himself, was distinguished by his tucked-
up sleeves, which displayed arms smeared to the elbows with
blood, as was the cleaver which lay on the table before him.
The soldiers wore, most of them, their beards long and
grisly, in imitation of their leader; had their hair plaited
and turned upwards, in the manner that might best improve
the natural ferocity of their appearance; and intoxicated,
as ‘many of them seemed to be, partly with the sense of
triumph, and partly with the long libations of wine which
they had been quaffing, presented a spectacle at once
hideous and disgusting. The language which they held,
and the songs which they sung, without even pretending to
pay each other the compliment of listening, were so full of
license and blasphemy, that Quentin blessed God that the
cxtremity of the noise prevented them from being intelligible
to his compamon

It only remains to say, of the better class of burghers who
were associated with William de 1a Marck’s soldiers in this
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fearfu] revel, that the wan faces and anxions micn of the
freater par, showed thas they cither duliked their extortaine
rent, or feared their companions; while some of lower
eduation, or a natere more bretal, raw only in the excezees
ef the eoldier 2 millint beari~z, which they would wil
iminate, 2nd the tone of xhich they endarorred 10 atch o
far g1 was poaible, and clued themselies to the task
by swallowing immente drazghes of wine end sekerars Zier—
indulsing & vice which et all times was too commen in the
Tsrw Coumtries.

The premarations for the faet had been as drorderly as
the quality of the company. The whole of the Pushop's
plate~=nay, even that belonging to the service of the Clurch,
for the Baar of Ardennes repanded not the imputation of
merilege~was mingled with blaekofacky or hrge tankards
made of Jather, 2nd denkingLoms of the mo-t odinary
descrip:
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friends. What! thou frontless dastard, thou—-thou who
didst wait for opened gate and lowered bridge, when Conrade
Horst forced his way over moat and wall, must #iox be
malapert #—XKnit him up to the stanchions of the hall-
window 1—He shall beat time with his feet, while we drink
a cup to his safe passage to the devil™

. The doom was scarce sooner pronounced than accom-
plxshed and in 2 moment the wretch wrestled out his last
agonies, suspended from the iron bars. s body still hung
there when Quentin and the others entered the hall, and
intercepting the pale moonbeam, threw on the castle-floor
an uncertain shadow, which dubiously, yet fearfully, intimated
the nature of the substance that produced jt.

When the Syndic Pavillon was announced from mouth
to mouth in this tumultuous meeting, he endeavoured.to
assume, in right of his euthority and influence, an air of
- importance and equality, which a glance at the fearful object
2t the window, and at the wild scene around bhim, rendered
it very difficult for him to sustain, notwithstanding the exhor-
tations of Peter, who whispered in his ear, with some per-
turbation, “ Up heart, master, or we are but gone men }”

“The Syndic maintained his dignity, however, as well as he
could, in a short address, in which he complimented the
company upon the great victory gained by the soldiers of
De Ia"Marck and the good citizens of Liege.

- “Ay,” answered De la Marck sarcastically, “we have
brought down the game at last, quoth my lady’s brach to
the wolf-hound. But ho! Sir Burgomaster, you come like
Mars, with Beauty by your side. Who is this fair onep~—
Unvell, unve:l—no woman calis her beauty her own to-
night.”

“It is my daughter, noble Jeader,” answered Pavillon;
“and I am to pray your forgiveness for her wearing s veil
She hag & vow for that effect to the Threo Blossad Kings™



Quemtin Duscvard, 319

“T will absoive her of it presently,” said De la Marck;
#for here, with one stroke of a cleaver, will 1 consecrats
myself Bishop of Liege; and I trust one living bishop is
worth three dead kings.”

‘There was & shuddering and murmar among the guests ;

for the community of Liege, and even some of the mude
soldiers, reverenced the Kings of Cologne, as they were
commonly called, though they respected nothing else.
' “Nay, I mean no treason sgainst their defunct majesties,”
said De la Marck; “only bishop I am determined to be.
A prince both secular and ecclesiastical, having power to
bind and loase, will best suit 2 band of reprobates such as
you, to whom no one else would give absolution.—But come
hither, noble Burgomaster—sit bende me, when you shall
see me make a vacancy for my own preferment.—Bring in
our predecessor in the holy seat.”

A bustle took place in the hall, while Pavillon, excusing
himself from the proffered seat of honour, placed humsel!
near the bottom of the table, his followers keeping close be
hind him, not tmlike a flock of sheep, which, when & stranges
dogis in p may be imes seen to ble in the
rear of an old belwether, who is, from office and authomnty,
judged by them to have rather more courage than them-
selves. Near the spot sat a very handsome lad, a patural
son, as was said, of the ferocious De la Lm&.mdmrc‘:
whom he imes showed efection, and even
‘The mother of the boy, 2 beautiful concubine, had perished
by a blow dealt her by the ferocious leader in 2 fit of drun-
kenmess or jealousy ; and her fate had caused ber qrant 2s
much remorse as he was capable of feeling. His attach
ment 1o the surviving orphan might be partly owingto these
circumstances. Qnenun, who had leamned this point of the
leader’s character from the old priest, planted hir—s as
close as ke could to the youth in guestion;




318 Quentin Durward,

friends What! thou frontless dastard, thou—-thou who
didst wait for opened gate and lowered bridge, when Conrade
Horst forced his way over moat and wall, must #iou. be
malapert 7—XKnit him up to the stanchions of the hall-
window —He shall beat time with his feet, while we drink
a cup to his safe passage to the devil® - “

. The doom was scarce sooner pronounced than accom-
phshed ; and in a moment the wretch wrestled out his last
agonies, suspended from the iron bars. His body still hung
there when Quentin and the others entered the hall, and
intercepting the pale moonbeam, threw on the castle-floor
an uncertain shadow, which dubiously, yet fearfully, intimated
the nature of the substance that produced it.

When the Syndic Pavillon was announced from mouth
to mouth in this tumultuous meeting, he endeavoured to
assume, in right of his anthority and influence, an air of
importance and equality, which a glance at the fearful object
at the window, and at the wild scene around him, rendered
it very difficult for him to sustain, notwithstanding the exhor-
tations of Peter, who whispered in his ear, with some per-
turbation, * Up heart, master, or we are but gone men{”

The Syndic maintained his dignity, however, as well as he
could, in a short address, in which he complimented the
company upon the great victory gained by the so]dlers of
De la"Marck and the good citizens of Liege.

' Ay,” answered De la Marck sarcastically, “we have
brought down the game at last, quoth my lady’s brach to -
the wolf-hound. But ho! Sir Burgomaster, you come like
Mars, with Beauty by your side. Who is this fair cnep—
Unveil, unveil—no woman calls her beauty her own to-
night”

“It is my daughter, noble leader,” answered Pavillon;
“and I am to pray your forgiveness for her wearing a veil
Shemuamfumueﬁadmﬁmmmm
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*1 will abrotve her of it presently,” eaid De fa Marck;
“for here, with one troke of a tleaver, will I conwecrate
myself Bishop of Licge; and T trust one living bithop is
worth three dead kings”

There was & ahuddering and murmyr among the gosts;
for the community of Liege, and even some of the mde
toldiers, reverenced the Kioge of Cologne, as they were
cammonly called, thouzh they respected nothing else,

“Nay, I mean no treason against their definct majesties,”
naid De 1a Marck; “only bishop I am determined 0 be,
A prince both seculsr and eeclesiastien], having power ta
tind and foose, will best suit & band of reprobates such s
you, to whom no one else would pive abwlotion —Bot come
hither, noble Rurpomaster—a:t beade me, when you shall
tec me make a vacaney for my own preferment—Bring in
our predecesiot in the holy seat”

A buule took place in the hall, while Pavillon, excumry
himewelfl from the proffered seat of honour, placed tumacit
near the bottom of the table, his followers keeping close be
hind him, not untike a flock of sheep, which, when a stranger
dng iy in presence, may be sometimen scen 10 assemble i the
trar of an old belwether, who is, from office end suthonty,
Judped by them to have rather more coursge than them-
erlves, Near the spot sat 8 very handsome 1ad, a mawnd
som, &t was xaid, of the fesociovs De Ja Marck, and towasds
whom he sometimes showed sffection, and cven tendemess
‘The tother of the boy, a beautifol concubine, hed perished
by & blow dealt her by the ferocioas Jeader in a fit of dren
tenness or fralousy 3 and her fate had cavsed ber gnnt s
much remorse as he was apable of feeFrz.  His attach
ment 1o the murviving orphan nl~‘~x be partly owirgto thess
cireumstances. Quentin, who had leamed this point of the
feaders chancter from the ofd priest, planted himse'!
oo a3 ke could 1o the yw;bmqwﬁen;dc‘mu:!
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make him, in some way or other, elther a hostage or a-pro-
tector, should other means of safety fail them. .

While all stood in a kind of suspense, waiting the event of
the orders which the tyrant had issued, one of Pavillon’s
followers whispered Peter, “Did not our master call that
wench his daughterP—Why, it cannot be our Trudchen,
This strapping lass is taller by two inches; and there is a
black lock of hair peeps forth yonder from under her veil.

. By Saint Michael of the Market-Place, you might as well
call a black bullock’s hide a white heifer's!”

“Hush! hush!” said Peter, with some presence of mind
—“What if our master hath a mind to steal & piece of doe-
venison out of the Bishop’s park here without our good
dame's knowledge? And is it for thee or me to be a spy
on him?”

“That will not I, brother,” answered the other, ¢ though
I would not have thought of his turning deer-stealer-at his
years. Sapperment—what a shy fairy it is}. See how she
crouches down on yonder seat, behind folk’s backs, to escape
the gaze of the Marckers.——But hold, hold ; what are they
about to do with the poor old Bishop?”

As he spoke, the Bishop of Liege, Louis of Bourbon, was
dragged into the hall of his own palace by the brutal soldiery.
The dishevelled state of his hair, beard, and attire, bore
witness to the ill treatment he had already received; and
some of his sacerdotal robes hastily flung over him, appeared
to have been put on in scorn and ridicule of his quality.and
character. By good fortune, as Quentin was compelled to
think it, the Countess Isabelle, whose feelings at seeing her
protector in such an extremity might have betrayed her own
secret and compromised her safety, was so situated as neither
to hear nor see what was about to take place; and Durward
sedulously interposed his own person before her, so as to
keep her from observing alike, and from observation.
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‘The scene which foliowed was short and fearfol  When
the unhappy Prelate was brought before the footstool of the
savage leader, although in former life only remarkable for
his easy and good-natured temper, he showed in this ex-
tremity a sense of his dignity and noble blood, well becom-
ing the high race from which he was descended. His ook
was compased and undismayed ; his gesture, when the rude
hands which dragged fum forward were unloosed, wzs noble,
end at the same time resigned, somewhat between the bear.
ing of a fendal noble and of a Christian martyr; and so
much was even De la Marck bimself staggered by the firm
demeanour of his prisoner, and recollection of the early bene-
fits he had received from him, that he secemed irresolute,
cast down his eyes, and it was not until he had emptied a
large goblet of wine, that, resuming his havshty insolence of
look and manner, he thus addressed his unfortunate captive :
—*“Louis of Bourbon,” sud the truculent soldier, drawing
hard his breath, clenching his hands, setting his tecth, and
using the other mechamcal actions to rouse up and sustain
his native ferocity of temper—* I sought your friendship, and
you rejected mine. What would you now give that it had
been otherwise P—~Nikke, be ready.”

‘The butcher rose, seized his weapon, and stealing round
behind De ka Marck’s chair, stood with it uplifted in his
bare and sinewy arms.

“Look at that man, Lows of Boxrbon,” s2id De k2 Marck
again—=What terms wilt thou now offer to escape this
dangerous hour?”

‘The Bishop cast a melancholy tut onshaken look tpon
the grisly satellite, vho seemed prepared to execute the will
of the tyrant, and then he said with firmness, “Hear me,
William de la Marck; and good men ell, if there be any
here who deserve that nume, hear the only terms T can offer
to this reffian—William de ha Marck, thou hast stimed wp to
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sedition an imperial city—hast assaulted and taken the palace
of a Prince of the Holy German Empire—slain his people—
plundered his goods—maltreated his person ; for this thou
art liable to the Ban of the Empire~hast deserved to be
declared outlawed and fugitive, landless and rightless. Thou
hast done more than all this. More than mere human laws .
hast thou broken—maore than mere human vengeance hast
thou deserved. Thou hast broken into the sanctuary of the
Lord—Ilaid violent hands upon a Father of the Church—
defiled the house of God with blood and rapine, like a
sacrilegious robber—-"

- “Hast thou yet done?” said De la Marck, fiercely inter-
rupting him, and stamping with his foot.

*No,” answered the Prelate, “for I have not yet told thee
the terms which you demanded to hear from me.”

“Go on,” =aid De la Marck; “and let the terms please
' me better than the preface, or woe to thy grey head!” And
flinging himself back in his seat, he grinded his teeth till the
foam flew from his lips, as from the tusks of the savage
animal whose name and spoils he wore.

“Such are thy crimes,” resumed the Bishop, with calm
determination ; “now hear the terms, which, as a merciful
Prince and a Christian Prelate, setting aside all personal
offence, forgiving each peculiar injury, I condescend to offer.
Fling down thy leading-staff—renounce thy command—un-
bind thy prisoners—restore thy spoil-—distribute what else
thou hast of goods, to relieve those whom thou hast made
orphans and widows—array thyself in sackcloth and ashes—
take a palmer’s staff in thy hand, and go barefooted on
pilgrimage to Rome, and we will ourselves be intercessors
for thee with the Imperial Chamber at Ratishon for thy life,
with our Holy Father the Pope for thy miserable soul.?

While Louis of Bourbon praposed these terms, in a tone
as decided a3 if be still occupied his episcopal throne, and as
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if the usurper kneeled o supphant at his feet, the tyrant
slowly raised himself in his chair, the amazement with which
he was at first filled giving way gradually to rage, until, as
the Bishop ceased, he looked to Nikkel Blok, and raised his
finger, without spesking a word. The ruffian struck, as if he
had been doing his office in the common shambles, and the
murdered Bishop sank, without & groan, at the foot of his
own episcopal throne.® The Liegeois, who were not pre-
pared for so horrible & catastrophe, and who had expected to
hear the conference end in some terms of accommodation,
started p unanimously, with cries of execration, mingled
with shouts of vengeance,

But William de ka Marck, raising his tremendous voice
above the tumult, and shaking his clenched hand and ex-
tended arm, shouted aloud, * How now, ye porkers of Liege!
ye wallowers in the mud of the Maes!—do ye dare to mate
yourselves with the Wild Boar of Ardennes?—Up, ye Boar's
brood1” (an expression by which he himself, and others,
often designated his soldiers,) “let these Flemish hogs see
your tusks 1”

Every one of his followers started up at the command,
and mingled as they were among their late allies, prepared
too for such a surprisal, each had, in an instant, his next
neighbour by the collar, while hus right hand brmndished a
broad dagger, that ghmmered against lamplight and moon-
shine. Every arm was uplifted, but no cne struck: for the
victims were too mauch surprised for resistance, and it was
probably the object of De Ia Marck oaly to impose terror on
his civic confederates.

But the courage of Quentin Durward, prompt and alert
in resolution beyond his years, and stimulated at the moment
by &l that could add energy to his ratural shrewdness and
mknm.pmnncwmmthem Icntating the

* Mot IV.~Murder of the Bhbnp of

-



324 Gnenten Durward,

action of the followers of De la Marck, he sprung on Carl
Eberson, the son of their leader, and mastering him with
case, held his dirk at the boy’s throat, while he exclaimed,
“7s that your game? then here I play my-part.”

“old! hold!” exclaimed De la Marck, “it is a jest—
a jest—Think you I would injure my good friends and
allies of the city of Liege?—Soldiers, unloose your holds
sit dowh ; take away the carrion” (giving the Bishop’s corpse
a thrust with his foot) ® which hath caused this strife among
friends, and let us drown unkindness in a fresh carouse.”

All unloosened their holds, and the citizens and soldiers
stood gazing on each other, as if they scarce knew whether
they were friends or foes. Quentin Durward took advantage
of the moment.

“Hear me,” he said, “William de la Marck, and you,
burghers and citizens of Liege ;—and do you, young sir,
" stand still® (for the boy Carl was attempting to escape from
his gripe); “no harm shall befall you, unless another of
these sharp jests shall pass round.”

“IWho art thou, in the fiend’s name,” said the astonished
De la Marck, “who art come to hold terms and take host-
ages from us in our own lair—f{rom us, who exact pledges
from others, but yield them to no one?”

“I am a servant of King Louis of France,” said Quentin
boldly ; “an Archer of his Scottish Guard, as my language
and dress may partly tell you. I am here to behold and
to report your proceedings ; and I see with wonder, that they
are those of heathens, rather than Christians~—of madmen,
rather than men possessed of reason. The hosts of Charles
of Burgundy will be instantly in motion against you all;
and if you wish assistance from France, you must conduct
yourselves in a different manner.—For you, men of Liege, 1
advise your instant return to your own city ; and if there is
any abstruction offered to your departure, I denounce those
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by whom 1t is so offered, foes to my masts, 3
Majesty of France.”

Jowers of Pavillon, and several other
began to rise at the bold language heid
1 “France and Liege, and long Lve
We will live and die with him1”
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The young Scot returned his thanks, but said, his motions
must be determined by those of Pavillon, to whom he was
directed particularly to attach himself ; but that, unquestion-
ably, he would attend him on his next return to the quarters
of the valiant William de la Marck. !

“If you depend on my motions,” said Pavillon, hasnly
and aloud, “you are likely to quit Schonwaldt without an
instant’s delay ; and, if you do not come back to Schonwaldt
save in my company, you are not likely to see it again ina
hurry.” -

This last part of the sentence the honest citizen muttered
to himself, afraid of the consequences of giving audible vent
to feelings, which, nevertheless, he was unable altogether to
suppress. )

“Keep close about me, my brisk Kurschner lads,” he
said to his body-guard, “and we will get as fast as we can
out of this den of thieves.”

Most of the better classes of the Liegeois seemed to
entertain similar opinions with the Syndic, and there had
been scarce so much joy amongst them at the obtaining
possession of Schonwaldt, as now seemed to arise from the
prospect of getting safe out of it. They were suffered to
leave the Castle without opposition of any kind ; and glad
was Quentin when he turned his back on those formidable
walls.

For the first time since they had entered that dreadful
hall, Quentin ventured to ask the young Countess how
she did.

“Well, well,” she answered, in feverish haste, “excellently
well—do not stop to ask a question; let us not lose an
instant in words—Let us fly—let us fly1”

She endeavoured to mend her pace as she spoke; but
with so little success, that she must have fallen from ex-
haustion, had not Durward supported her, With the tender-
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ness of a mother, when she conveys her infunt out of darger,
the young Seot raised his precious charge ia his arms 5 and,
while she encircled his neck with ooe arm, loxt to every
other thoaght save the desire of eaczping, he would not
have wished one of the risks of the night vnencomtered,
since such had been the conclusion,

The boorst Burgomaster wa, in his tum, supported and
dragsed forward by his fuithful enoreelior Peter, 2nd another
of his clerks ; and thuy, in bresthiess hasts, they reached the
banks of the river, encountering many strollieg bands of
citizens, who were eager to know the event of the sicge,
and the truth of errtain rumouns already afloat, that the
conquerors had quarrelied among themsclves.

Evading thexr curiouty as they teet conld, the exertions
of Pcier and some ¢f i compamons at length procured a
boat for the use of the company, and with it 2n opporiunity
of enfoying some repose, equally welcome to Isabells, xho
contingsd to he almost motionless 1 the arms of her pre-
scrver, and o the worthy B who, afier delivering
2 broken pinngy of tharks w0 Durward, whose mind was at
the time 150 much cocuped to answer him, bezn a fong
harangue, which be 2ddressed to Peter, tpon his owvn cotnge
and benevclence, and ths dangers to which these vintves
had exposed himy, on this and other ocanons.

"Pcm. Peter,” be maid, resuming the complamt of the
preceding evening, *if I had not had & bold hear, T would
neser have stood out agamnst paymy the burphers-twentieths,
when every other living sou) was wiling to pay the same—
Ay, 504 then 8 lets stout beart had not sedoced e into
that other Inttie of Sunt Tron, where a Hainaglt panetarms
1hrust e into 8 muddy ditch with his lince, which peither
heart por hand that I bad could belp me ot of, tll the
hattle was over—Ay, xad then, Peter, thit very nght my
courage sedocrd e, moreover, 1010 too wit A~
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would have been the death of me, but for the aid of this
gallant young gentleman, whose trade is fighting, . whereof
I wish him heartily joy. And then for my tenderness of
heart, Peter, it has made & poor man of me—that is, would
have made a poor man of me, if I had not been tolerably
well to pass in this wicked world ;—and Heaven knows what
trouble it is like to bring on me yet, with ladies, countesses,
and keeping of secrets, which, for aught I know, may cost
me half my fortuns, and my neck into the bargain{”

Quentin could remain no longer silent, but assured him,
that whatever danger or damage he should incur on the
part of the young lady now under his protection, should be
thankfully acknowledged, and, as far as was possible, repaid.

1 thank you, young Master Squire Archer, I thank you,”
answered the citizen of Liege; “but who was it told you
that I desired any repayment at your hand for doing the
duty of an honest man? I only regretted that it might cost
me so and s0; and I hope I may have leave to say so much
to my lieutenant, without either grudging my loss or my
peril”

Quentin accordingly conclndad that his present friend was
one of the numerous class of benefactors to others, who take
out their reward in grumbling, without meaning more than,
by showing their grievances, to exalt » little the ides of the
valuable service by which they have Incurred them, and
therefore prudently remained silent, and suffered the Syndic
to maunder on to his lientenant concerning the risk and the
loss he had encountered by his zeal for the public good, and
his disinterested services to individunls, until they reached:
his ewn babitation. :

The truth was, that the honest citizen felt that he had lost
a little consequence, by suffering the young stranger to take
the lead ot the crisiy which bed cccurred ot the castle-hall of
Schonmaldt ) end, howeser delightsd with the eSect of D
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reflection, that he had ined a d p 2,
for which he end d to obtain ion, by ex-
aggerating the claims which he had upon , the gratitude of
his country in general, his frends in particular, and more
especially still, on the Countess of Croye and her youthful
protector.

But when the boat stopped at the bottom of his garden,
and he had got himself azsisted on shore by Peter, it scemed
a3 if the touch of his own threshold had at once dissij
those feelings of wonnded self-opmlcn md jealousy, and
converted the di into
the honest, kind, hospitable, and friendly host. He called
loudly for Trudchen, who presently appeared ; for fear and
anxiety would permit few within the walls of Liege to sleep
during that eventful night. She was charged to pay the
utmost attention to the care of the beautiful and half-faint-
ing stranger ; and, admnng her personal charms, while she
pitied her distress, Gertrude discharged the hospitable duty
with the zeal and affection of a sister.

Late as it now was, and fatigued as the Syndic appeared,
Quentin, on his side, had difficulty to escape a flask of
choice and costly wine, as old as the battle of Azincour,
and must have submitted to take his share, however un-
willing, but for the appearance of the mother of the family,
whom Pavillon's loud summons for the heys of the cellar
brought forth from her bedroom. She was a jolly Lttle
roundabout woman, who had been pretty in her time, but
whose principal characteristics for several years had been a
red .'m(lJ sharp nose, a shnll voice, and a determination that
the Syndic, in consideration of the authority which he
exercised when abroad, should remmn under the rule of
due discipline at home.

So soon as she understood the npatere of hate
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between her husband and his guest, she declared roundly,
that the former, instead of having accasion for more wine,
had got too much already ; and, far from using, in further-
ance of his request, any of the huge bunch of keys which
hung by a silver chain at her waist, she turned her back or
him without ceremony, and ushered Quentin to the neat
and pleasant apartment in which he was to spend the night,
amid such appliances to rest and comfort as probably he
had till that moment been entirely a stranger to; so much
did the wealthy Flemings excel, not merely the poor and .
rude Scots, but the French themselves in all the conveniences
of domestic life.

CHAPTER XXIIIL
THE FLIGHT.
Now bid me run,

And T will strive with things impossible;
Yea, get the better of them.

Set on your foot ;
And, with a heart new fired, I follow you,
To do I know not what.

Julius Cesar.

In -spite of a mixture of joy and fear, doubt, anxiety, and
other agitating passions, the exhausting fatigues of the pre-
ceding day were powerful enough to throw the young Scof
into a deep and profound repose, which lasted until late or
the day following ; when his worthy host entered the apart
ment, with looks of care on his brow.

He seated himself by his guest’s bedside, and began
long and complicated discourse upon the domestic duties ¢
a married life, and especially upon the awful power an
right supremacy which it became married men to sustain
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all differences of opinion with their wives. Quentin Listened
with some anxiety. He knew that husbands, like other belli-
gerent powers, were sometimes disposed to sing 7z Deurs,
mather to conceal a defeat than to celebrate a victory; and
he hastened to probe the matter more closely, “by hoping
their arrival had been attended with no inconvenience to the
good lady of the hoasehold.”

fence l-—na,” d the “No
woman can be less taken unawares than Mother Mabel—
always happy to see her friends~—always a clean lodging and
a handsome meal ready for them, with God’s blessing on bed
and board—No woman on earth so hospitable—only ’ts
pity ber temper is something particular.”

“QOur residence here is disagreeable to her, in shont?”
said the Scot, starting out of bed, and beginning to dress
himself hastlly. “Were 1 but sure the Lady Isabelle were
fit for trave! after the hotrors of the last night, we would not
increase the offence by remaining here an instant Jonger,”

“Nay,” said Pavillon, “that is just what the young ladp
herself said to Mother Mabel ; and truly I wish you saw the
colour that eame to her face zs she mid jt—a milkreaid that
has skated five miles to market against the frost-wind is 2
1ily compared to 1t—I do not wonder Mother Mabel may
be a little jealous, poor dear soul”

“Has the Lady Isabelle then Ieft her apartment?”™ sud
the youth, continuing his toilette operations with more
despatch than before.

4Yes,® replied Pasillon; “and she expects your approach
with much impatience, to determine which way you shall go
—since you zre both determined on going.—But I trust wou
will tarry breakfast?¥

“YWhy did you pot tell me this soorer?” said Dursard
impatiently.

* Sofily—softly,” s2id the Syndie; “I bave told 1t sou
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100 soon, I think, if it puts you into such a hasty fluster.
Now I have some more matter for your ear, if I.saw you
had some patience to listen to me.”

%Speak it, worthy sir, as soon and as fast as you can—1
listen devoutly.”

“Well then,” resumed the Burgomaster, "I have but ane
word to say, and that iz, that Trudchen, who is as-sorry to
part with yonder pretty lady as if she had been some sister
of hers, wants you to take some other disguise ; for there is
word in the town that the Ladies of Croye travel the country
in pilgrims’ dresses, attended by a French lifeguardsman
of the Scottish Archers; and it i3 said one of them was
brought into Schonwaldt last night by o Bohemian after we
had left it; and it was said still farther, that this same
Bohemiar had assured William de la Marck that you were
charged with no message either to him or to the good people
of Liege, and that you had stolen away the young Countess,
and trayelled with her 2s her paramour. And 2ll this news
hath coms from Schonwaldt this morning ; snd it bas been
told te us and the other counssllors, who know not well
what to advise ; for though our own opinion is that William
de la Marck has been a thought toc rough both with the
Bishop and with ourselves, yet these iz & great belief that
he is 2 good-natured soul at bottom-—that {5, when he is
sober—and that he is the only leader in the world to com-
mand us against the Duke of Burgundy j—and, in truth, as
matters stand, it is partly my own mind that we must keep
fair with him, for we have gone too far to draw back.?

“Your daughter ade:s well,” said Quentin Durward, ab—
staining from zeproaches or exhortations, which he saw muld
be alike unavailing te sway a resolu‘xon, which bad been’
adopted by the worthy magistrate in compliance at once with'
the prejudices of his party and the inclination of his wife—
“Your daughter covorels well—We mnst pact In disguise,
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end that instantly. We mag, 1 trest, rely vpon you for the
pecessary searecy, and for the means of escape?*

“With all my heart—with all my bezre,” s2id the Lonest
citizen, who, not moch eatisfied wath the dignity of his oxn
conduct, was eager to find some mode of atonement, %1
cannnt but remember that 1 oved you my Lle Lt rizhe,
‘both for unclasping that accursed stecl doublet, and helping
me through the other scrape, which was werse; for yonder
*Boar and his brood ook more like devils than men. So I
will bz tre to you a3 blade to haft, as our cutless my, wko
are the best in the whole world  Nay, now you ere ready,
come this way—-you shall ece bow {ar 1 can trust yon.*

‘The Syndic led him from the chamber in which he bad
slept 10 his own counting-toom, in which ke tranwacred his
affairs of business; and after bolung the door, and easting a
piercing and careful eye around b, he opened a concealed
and vaulied closct behind the tapetry, in which stood more
than one iron chest He proceeded to open one which was
full of guilders, and placed it &t Quenun's discretxon, to take
whatever sum be might think necessary for fus companon’s
expenses and his own

As the money with which Quentin was fumnished on lear.
ing Plessis was now nearly expended, he besitazed not to
acoept the sum of two hundred guilders; and by domg so
took & great weght from the mind of Pasilkon, who con-
sidered the dmxc transction 1n which he thus voluntasily
becama the ardxlor. &9 &n atonement for the breach of bos-
pitality which sarious considerations in a great measure
compelled him to commit,

Having cureflully locked his treasorechamber, the weakby
Tleming next conveyed his geest 1o the parlocr, where, in foll
mmdhamnuydnmdmd body, thorgh fale from
the scenes of the preeeding mitht, e found the Counters
attived in the fachion of & Fiouel maiden enddlng
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class, No other was present excepting Trudchen, who was
sedulously employed in completing the Countess’s dress,and
instructing her how to bear herself. She extended her hand
to him, which, when he had reverently kissed, she said to
him, “Seignior Quentin, we must leave our friends here,
unless I would bnng on them a part of the misery which has
pursued me ever since my father’s death. You must change
your dress and go with me, unless you also are tired of be-
friending a being so unfortunate.”

« 1 11T tired of being your attendant I—To the end of the
earth will I guard you! But you—you yourself—are you
equal to the task you undertake 7—Can you, after the terrors
of last night——-"

“Do not recall them to my memory,” answered the
Countess ; “I remember but the confusion of a horrid
dream.—Has the excellent Bishop escaped ?”

“1 trust he is in freedom,” said Quentin, making a. sign to
Pavillon, who seemed about to enter on the dreadful narra-
tive, to be silent.

“Ts it possible for us to rejoin him P—XHath he gathered
any power?” said the lady.

“His only hopes are in Heaven,” said the Scot; “but
wherever you wish to go, I stand by your side, 2 determined
guide and guard.”

“We will consider,” said Isabelle; and after 2 moment’s
pause, she added, “ A convent would be my choice, but that
I fear it would prove a weak defence against those who
pursue me.”

“Hem! hem!” said the Syndic; “I could not well re-
commend a convent within the district of Liege; because
the Boar of Ardennes, though in the main a brave leader, a
trusty confederate, and a well-wisher to our city, has, never-
theless, rough humours, and payeth, on the whole, little
regard to cloisters, convents, nunneries, and the like. Men

,
¢
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say that there are a score of nuns—that is, such as were
nuns—who march always with his company.”

“Get yourself in readiness hastily, Seignior Durward,”
said Isabelle, mterruptmg this detzil, “since to your f:uth
1 must needs commit myself.”

No sooner had the Syndic and Quentin left the room,
than Isabelle began to ask of Gertrude various questions
concerning the roads, and so forth, with such cleamness of
spirit and pertinence, that the latter could not help exclaim-
ing, *“Lady, I wonder at youl—I have heard of masculine
firmness, but yours appears to me more than belongs to
humamty

“ N » i the Count « ity, my
friend, is the mother of courage, as of invention. No long
time since, I might have fainted when I saw a drop of blood
shed from a trifling cut—I have since seen lfe-blood flow
around me, I may say, in waves, yet I have retained my
senses and my self-possession.—Do not think it was an easy
task,” she added, laying on Gertrude’s arm a trembling hand,
although she still spoke with a firm voice; “the Little world
within me Is like a garrison besieged by a thousand foes,
whom nothing but the most determined resolution can keep
from storming it on every hand, and at every moment,
Were my sitoation one whit less perilous than 1t 1s—were I
not sensible that my only chance to escape a fate more
horrible than death, is to retain my recollection and self-
possession—Gertrude, I would at this moment throw myself
into your arms, and relieve my bursting bosom by such a
transport of tears and agony of terror, as never rushed from
a breaking heart1”

“Do not do so, lady!” said the sympathising Fleming ;
“take conrage, tell your beads, throw yonrself on the care of
Heaven ; and surely, if ever Heaven sent a deliverer to one
veady to perish, that bold and adventurons young gentleman
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must be designed for yours. There is one, too,” she added,
blushing deeply, “in whom I have some interest. Say
nothing to my father; but I have ordered my bachelor,
Hans Glover, to wait for you at the eastern gate, and never
to seec my face more, unless he brmgs word that he has
guided you safe from the territory.”

To kiss her tenderly was the only way in whxch the young ,
Countess could express her thanks to the frank and kind-
hearted city maiden, who retumed the embrace affection- .
ately, and added, with a smile, “ Nay, if two maidens and
their devoted bachelors cannot succeed in a disguise and an
escape, the world is changed from what I am told it wont
to be.”

A part of this speech agam called the colour into the
Countess’s pale cheeks, which was not lessened by Quentin’s
~.sudden appearance. He entered completely attired as a
Flemish boor of the better class, in the holyday suit of Peter,
who expressed his interest in the young Scot by the readi-
ness with which he parted with it for his use; and swore, at
the same time, that, were he to be curried and tugged worse
than ever was bullock’s hide, they should make nothing out.
of him, to the betraying of the young folks, Two stout
horses had been provided by the activity of Mother Mabel,
who really desired the Countess and her attendant no harm, .
so that she could make her own house and family clear
of. the -dangers which might attend upon harbouring them.
She beheld them mount and go off with great satisfaction,
after telling them that they would find their way to the east
gate by keeping their eye on Peter, who was to walk in that
direction as their guide, but without holding any visible
communication with them. :

The instant her guests had departed, Mother Mabel took
the opportunity to read a long practical lecture to Trudchen
upon the folly of reading romances, whereby the flaunting






338 Quentin Durward,

journey ?? said Quentin, approaching his; horse to that of
Isabelle, and speaking French, which their guide dld ‘not
understand.

“Surely,” replied the young lady 5 “for, situated as I now
am, it must be of no small detriment to me if I were to pro-
long a journey in my present c1rcumstances, even though the
termination should be a rigorous prison.”

“ A prison !” said Quentin.

“Ves, my friend, a prison; but I will take care that you
shall not share it.” ‘

“Do not talk—do not think of me,” said Quentin.
“Saw I you but safe, my own concerns are little worth
minding,”

“ Do not speak so loud,” sald the Lady Isabelle ; “you will
surprise our guide—you see he has already rode on before
us 3 ’—for, in truth, the good-natured Fleming, doing as he
desired to be done by, had removed from them the con-
straint of a third person, upon Quentin’s first motion towards
the lady.—* Yes,” she continued, when she noticed they were
free from observation, *to you, my friend, my protector—
why should I be ashamed to call you what Heaven has
made you to me?—to you it is my duty to say, that my reso-
Iution is taken to return to my native country, and to throw
myself on the mercy of the Duke of Burgundy. It was
mistaken, though well-meant advice, which induced me ever
to withdraw from his protection, and place myself under that
of the crafty and false Louis of France.”

“And you resolve to become the bride, then, of the
Count of Campo-basso, the unworthy favourite of Charles??

Thus spoke Quentin, with a voice in which internal agony
struggled with his desire to assume an indifferent tone, like
that of the poor condemned criminal, when, affecting a firm-
ness which he is far from feeling, he asks if the death-warrant
be arrived,
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#No, Durward, no,” sz2id the Lady Isabelle, sitting up
erect in her saddle, “to that hated condition all Burgundy's
power shall not sink a daughter of the House of Croye.
Burgundy may seize on my lands and fiefs, he may imprison
my person in a convent; but that is the worst I have to
expect; and worse than that T will endure ere I give my
hand to Campo-basso.”

“The worst|” said Quentin; “and what worse can there
be than plimder and imprisonment ?—Ok, think, while you
have God’s free air around you, and one by your side who
will hazard life to conduet you to England, to Germany,
even to Scotland, in all of which you shall find generous
protectors——Oh, while this is the case, do not resolve so rashly
to abandon the means of liberty, the best gift that Heaven
gives l—Oh, well sung a poet of my own land—

*Ah, freedom is a noble thing—
Freedom makes man to have Liking—
Freedon: the zest to pleasure pives—
He lives at ease Who fceely lives.

Gnef, sickness, poornith, want, are all
Summ’d up within the name of thrall*”

She listened with a melancholy smile to her guide’s tirade
in praise of liberty ; and then answered after a moment’s
pause, “ is for man al must ever seek a
protector, since nature made her incapable to defend herself,
And where am 1 to find one?—In that voluptuary Edward
of England—in the inebriated Wi laus of G i
Scotland ?—Ah, Durward, were [ your sister, and couI:l you
promise me shelter in some of those mountain-glens which
you love to describe, where, for chanty, or for the few Jewels
I have presesved, I might Jead an unharassed life, and forget
the lot I was bom to—Cauld you promise me the Protection
of some honoured matron of the land—of some baron whose
heart was as true as hus sword—that were indeed a Prospect,
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for which it were worth the risk of farther censure to wander
farther and wider!” :

There was a faltering tenderness of voice with which the
Countess Isabelle made this admission, that at once.filled
Quentin with a sensation of joy, and cut him to the very
heart. e hesitated a moment ere he made an answer,
hastily reviewing in his mind the possibility there might be
that he could procure her shelter in Scotland ; but the melan-
choly truth rushed on him, that it would be alike base and
cruel to point out to her a course, which he had not the most
distant power or means to render safe. “Lady,” he said at
last, 1 should act foully against my honour and oath of
chivalry, did 1 suffer you to ground any plan upon the
thoughts that I have the power in Scotland to afford you
other protection than that of the poor arm which.is now by
your side. I scarce know that my blood flows in the veins
of an individual who now lives in my native land. The
Knight of Innerquharity stormed our castle at midnight, and
cut off all that belonged to my name. Were I again in Scot-
land, our feudal enemies are numerouns and powerful, I single
and weak ; and even had the King a desire to do me justice,
he dared not, for the sake of redressing the wrongs of 2 poor
individual, provoke a chief who rides with five hundred
horse.”

* Alas!” said the Countess, *“there is then no corner of
the world safe from oppression, since it rages as unrestrained
amongst those wild hills which afford so few objects to covet,
as in our rich and abundant Lowlands 1”

“Itis a sad truth, and I dare not deny it,” said the Scot,
“that, for little more than the pleasure of revenge and the
lust of bloodshed, our hostile clans do the work of execu-
tioners on each other; and Ogilvies and the like act the
same scenes in Scotland, as De la Marck and his robbers
do in this country.”
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collections to which the young Countess was a stranger, and
which the rapid succession of perilous and 'stirring events,
had, as matters of nearer concem, in fact banished from his
memory. ' : ‘

« Ay—my aunt—the Countess Hameline of Croye—know
you aught of her?” said the Countess Isabelle ; “I trust she
is now under the protection of the Burgundian banner.—You
are silent! Know you aught of her?”

The last question, urged in a tone of the most anxious
inquiry, obliged Quentin to give some account of what he
knew of the Countess's fate. He mentioned, that he had
been summoned to attend her in a flight from Liege, which
he had no doubt the Lady Isabelle would be partaker in—
he mentioned the discovery that had been made after they
_had gained the forest—and finally, he told his own return
" to the castle, and the circumstances in which he found it.

ut he said nothing of the views with which it was plain the
Lady Hameline had left the+Castle of Schonwaldt, and as
little about the floating report of her having fallen into the
hands of William de 1a Marck. Delicacy prevented his even
hinting at the one, and regard for the feelings of his com-
panion, at a moment when strength and exertion were most
demanded of her, prevented him from alluding to the latter,
which had, besides, only reached him as a mere rumour.

This tale, though abridged of those important particulars,
made a strong impression on the Countess Isabelle, who,
after riding some time in silence, said at last, with a tone of
cold displeasure, “ And so you abandoned my unfortunate
relative in a wild forest, at the mercy of a vile Bohemian
and a traitorous waiting-woman ?—Poor kinswoman, thou
wert wont to praise this youth’s good faith 1”

“Had I not done so, madam,” said Quentin, not un-
reasonably offended at the tumn thus given to his gallantry,
“what had been the fate of one to whose servies I was far
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more devoutly bound? Had I nof left the Countess Hame-
line of Croye to the charge of those whom she had herself
selected 29 counsellors and advisers, the Countess Isabelle
had been ere now the bride of William de la Marck, the Wild
Boar of Ardennes.”

“You are right,” said the Countess Isabelle, in her usaal
manner; “and 1, who have the advantage of your unhesi-
tating devotion, have done you foul and ungrateful wrong.
But oh, my unhappy kinswoman! and the wretch Marthon,
who enjoyed so much of her confidence, and deserved it so
little—it was she that introduced to my kinswoman the
vrreu:hed szet and Haymddm Maugrabin, who, by tbezr

i and

a great aseendency over her mind ; it was she who, strength-
ening their predictions, encouragcd het in—1 know not what
20 call them —delusions wnoemmg matches and lovers,
which my ki s age rend ful and im-
probable. I doubt not that, from the beginning, we had
been surrounded by these snares by Lonis of France, in
order to determine us to take refuge at his Court, or rather
to put ourselves into his power ; after which rash act on our
part, how unkingly, unknightly, ignobly, lemanlike,
he hath conducted himself towards us, you, Quentin Dur-
wird, can bear witness. But alas! my kinswoman—what
think you will be her fate?*

Erdeavouring to inspire hopa which he scarce felt,
Durward answered, that the avarice of these people was
stronger than any other passion; that Marthon, even when
be left them, seemed to act rather as the Lady Hameline's
protectress ; and, in fine, that it was difficult to conceive any
object these wretches could accomplish by the ill usage or
murder of the Countess, whereas they might be gainers by
treating her well, and putting her to ransom.

- To lead the Countess Isabelle’s thoughts from this melan-
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choly subject, Quentin frankly told her the treachery of the
Maugrabin, which he had discovered in the night-quarter
near Namur, and which appeared the result of an agreement
betwixt the King and William de la Marck. ' Isabelle shud-
dered with horror, and-then recovering herself, said, “I am
ashamed, and I have sinned in permitting miyself so far to
doubt of the saints’ protection, as for an instant to have
deemed possible the accomplishment of 2 scheme so utterly
cruel, base, and dishcnourable, while there are pitying eyes
in heaven to look down on human miseries. It is not a
thing to be thought of with fear or abhorrence, but to be
rejected as such a piece of incredible treachery and villainy,
as it were atheism to believe could ever be successful. But
I now see plainly why that hypocritical Marthon often
seemed to foster every seed of petty jealousy or discontent
betwixt my poor kinswoman and myself, whilst she always
mixed with flattery, addressed to the individual who was
present, whatever could prejudice her against her absent
kinswoman. Vet never did I dream she could have pro-
ceeded so far as to have caused my once affectionate kins-
woman to have left me behind in the perils of Schonwaldt,
while she made her own escape.”

“Did the Lady Hameline not mention to you, then,” said
Quentin, “her intended flight?”

“No,” replied the Countess, “but she alluded to some
communication which Marthon was to make to me. To say
truth, my poor kinswoman’s head was so turned by the mys-
terious jargon of the miserable Hayraddin, whom that day
she had admitted to a long and secret conference, and she
threw out so many strange hints, that—that—in short, I cared
not to press on her, when in that humour, for any explanation.
Yet it was cruel to leave me behind her.”

“I will excuse the Lady Hameline from intending such
unkindness,” said Quentin; “for such was the agitation of
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the moment, and the d:nk.ness of the hour, that I believe
the Lady Hameline as ived herself accom-
panied by her niece, as I at the same time, deceived by
Marthon’s dress and demeanour, supposed I was in the
company of both the Ladies of Croye:—and of ker espe-
cially,” he added, with a low but determined voice, *with-
out whom the wealth of worlds would not have tempted
me to leave Schonwaldt.”

Isabelle stooped her head forward, and seemed scarce to
hear the emphasis with which Quentin had spoken. But she
turned her face to him agan when he began to speak of the
policy of Inuxs and it was not difficult for them, by mutual

to in that the Bohemian brothers,
with their accomplice Marthon, had been the agents of that
crafty monarch, elthough Zamet, the elder of them, with a
perfidy peculiar to his race, had attempted to play a double
game, and had been punished accoxdmgly In the same
Fumour of mutual confid and f ing the si
of their own situation, as well as the perils of the road, the
travellers pursued their journey for several hours, only stop-
ping to refresh their horses at a retired dorff, or hamlet,
to which they were conducted by Hans Glover, who, in ail
other respects, as well as in leaving them much to their own
freedom in conversation, conducted humself like a person of
reflection and discretion.

Meantime, the artificial distinction which divided the
two lovers (for such we may now term them), seemed dis-
solved, or removed, by the circumstances in which they
were placed; for if the Countess boasted the higher rack,
and was by birth entitled to a fortune incalculably larger
than that of the youth, whose revenue lay in his sword, it
was to be considered that, for the present, she was as poor as
be, and for her safety, honour, and life, exclusively indebted
to his presence of mind, valonr, snd devotion.  They steie
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choly subject, Quentin frankly told her the trsachery of the
Maugrabin, which he had discovered in the night-quarter
near Namur, and which appeared the result of an agreement
betwixt the King and William de la Marck. Isabelle shud-
dered with horror, and-then recovering herself, said, “I am
ashamed, and I have sinned in permitting miyself so far to
doubt of the saints’ protection, as for an instant to have
deemed possible the accomplishment of a scheme so utterly
cruel; base, and dishonourable, while there are pitying eyes
in heaven to look down on human miseries. It is not a
thing to be thought of with fear or abhorrence, but to be
rejected as such a piece of incredible treachery and villainy,
as it were atheism to believe conld ever be successful. But
I now see plainly why that hypocritical Marthon often
seemed to foster every seed of petty jealousy or discontent
betwixt my poor kinswoman and myself, whilst she always
mixed with flattery, addressed to the individual who was
present, whatever could prejudice her against her absent
kinswoman, Yet never did I dream she could bhave pro-
ceeded so far as to have caused my once affectionate kins-
woman to have left me behind in the perils of Schonwaldt,
whxle she made her own escape.”

“Did the Lady Hameline not mention to you, then,” said
Quentin, “her intended flight?”

“No,” replied the Countess, “but she alluded to some
communication which Marthon was to make to me. To say
truth, my poor kinswoman's head was so turned by the mys-
terious jargon of the miserable Hayraddin, whom that day
she had admitted to a long and secret conference, and she
threw out 50 many strange hints, that-—that—in short, I cared
not to press on her, when in that humour, for any explanation.
Yet it was cruel to leave me behind her.”

“I will excuse the Lady Hameline from intending such
unkindness,” said Quentin; “for such was the agitation of
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the moment, and the darkness of the hour, that I believe
the Lady Hameline 25 certainly conceived herself accom-
panied by ber niece, 25 I at the same time, deceived by
Marthon's dress and demeanour, supposed I was in the
company of both the Ladies of Croye:—and of Zer espe-
cially,” be added, with a low but determined voice, “with-
out whom the wealth of worlds would not have tempted
me to leave Schonwaldt.”

TIsabelle stooped her head forward, and seemed scarce to
hear the emphasis with which Quentin had spoken. Butshe
tumed her face to him again when he began to speak of the
policy of Louis; and it was not difficult for them, by mutual

jcation, to in that the Bohemian brothers,
with their accomplice Marthon, had been the agents of that
crafty monarch, although Zamet, the elder of them, with a
perfidy peculiar to his race, bad attempted to play a double
game, and had been punished accordingly. In the same
tumonr of mutual confidence, and forgetting the singularity
of their own situation, as well as the perils of the road, the
travellers pursued their jowrney for several hours, only stop-
Ping to refresh thewr horses at 2 retired dorff, or hamlet,
to which they were condncted by Hans Glover, who, in all
other respects, as well as in leaving them much to their own
freedom in conversation, conducted himself like a person of
reflection and discretion.

Meantime, the artificial distinction which divided the
two lovers (for such we may now term them), scemed dis-
solved, or removed, by the circumstances in which they
were placed; for if the Countess boasted the higher rank,
and was by birth entitled to a fortune ncalculably larger
than that of the youth, whose revenne lay in his sword, it
w23 to be considered that, for the present, she was as poor as
be, af’d for hee safety, honour, and hfe, exclusively indebted
o bis presence of mend, malone, and devotcm.  They ghebe
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in front of it, Quentin addressed his companion~—* Dearest
Isabelle, I have no weapon left save my sword ; but since I
cannot fight for you, I will fiy with you. Could we gain
yonder wood that is before us ere they come up, we may
easily find means to escape.”

#So be it, my only friend,” said Isabelle, pressing her
horse to the gallop; “and thou, good fellow,” she added,
nddressing Hans Glover, “get thee off to another road, and
do not stay to pattake our misfortune and danger.”

The honest Fleming shook his head, and answered her
generous exhortation with “Nein nein/ das geht nichis”*
and continued to attend them, all three riding towards the
shelter of the wood as fast as their Jaded horses could go,
pursued, at the same time, by the Schwarzreiters, whe
increased their pace when they saw them fly. But notwith-
standing the fatigue of the horses, still the fugitives, being
unarmed, and riding lighter in consequence, had consider-
ably the advantage of the pursuers, and were within abont
a quarter of 2 mile of the wood, when a body of men-at-
arms, under a knight’s pennon, was discovered advancing
from the cover, so as to intercept their flight.

“They have bright armour,” said Isabelle ; “they must be
Burgundians. Be they who they will, we must yreld to them,
rather than to the lawless miscreants who pursue us.”

A moment after, she exclaimed, looking on the pennon,
“T know the cloven heart which it displays! Itis the banner
of the Count of C , 2 noble B dian—to him I
will surrender myself”

Quentin Durward sighed; but what other alternative
remained? and how happy would be have been but an
instant before, to have been certain of the escape of Isabelle,
even under worse terms? They soon joined the band of
Crivecceur, and the Countess demanded to speak to the

* % No, po! that must not be”
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Jeader, who had halted his party 61l he should reconnoitre
the Black Troopers ; and as he gazed on her with doubt and
uncertainty, she said, “Noble Count,~Isabelle of Croye,
the daughter of your old companion in arms, Count Reinold
of Croye, renders herself, and asks protection from your
valour for her and hers.” :
“Thou shalt have it, fair kinswoman, were it against a
host———always e\ceptma my, liege Lord of Burgundy. But
there is little time to talk of it. These filthy-looking fiends
have made 2 halt, as if they intended to dispute the matter.
—By Saint George of Burgundy, they have the insolence to
advance against the banner of Crévecceur —What{ will not
the knaves be raled P—Damian, my lance—~Advance banner
~Lay your spears in the rest—Crevecceur to the Rescue!” ”
Crying his war-cry, and followed by his men-at-arms, he
galloped rapidly forward to charge the Schwarz-reiters.

CHAPTER XXIV.
THE SURRENDER.

Rescue or none, Sir Knight, I am your captive;
Deal with me what your nobleness suggests—
Thinking the chance of war may one day place yon
Where I must now be reckon’d—3’ the roll
Of melancholy prisoners.
Anonymous.,

Tue skirmish betwixt the Schwarzreiters and the Burgundian
men-at-arms lasted scarcely five minutes, so soon were the
former put to the rout by the superiority of the latter, in
armour, weight of horse, and military spirit. In less than
th.e space we have mentioned, the Count of Créveceeur,
wiping his bloody sword upon his horse’s mane erc he
sheathed it came back to the verge of the forest, whers
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Isabelle had remained a spectator of the combat. One part
of his people followed him, while the other continued to pur-
sue the flying enemy for a little space along the causeway.

“It is shame,” said the Count, “that the weapons of

knights and gentlemen should be soiled by the blood of
those brutal swine.”
, So saying, he returned his weapon to the sheath, and
2dded, “This is a rough welcome to your home, my pretty
cousin, but wandering princesses must expect such adven-
tures. And well T came up in time, for, let me assure you,
the Black Troopers respect a countess’s coronet as little as a
country-wench’s coif, and I thiok your retinue is not qualified
for much resistance.”

“My Lord Count,” said the Lady Isabelle, “without far-
ther preface, let me know if I am a prisoner, and where you
are to conduct me,”

“You know, you silly child,” answered the Count, “how T
would answer that question, did 1t rest on my own will.  But
you and your foolish match-making, mamage-hunting aunt,
have made such wild use of your wings of late, that I fear
you must be contented to fold them up in 2 cage for a httle
while For my part, my duty, and it 15 a sad one, will be
ended when I have conducted you to the Court of the Duke,
at Peronne; for which purpose, I bold it necessary to de-
liver the command of this reconnoitning party to my nepherw,
Count Stephen, while I return with you thither, as I think
you may need an intercessor—And I hope the young giddy-
pate will discharge his duty wisely.”

“So please you, fair uncle,” said Count Stephen, “if you
doubt my capacity to conduct the men-at-arms, even remain
vith them yourself, and I will be the servant and guard of
the Countess Isabelle of Croye.”

“No doubt, fair nephew,” answered his uncle, “this were
8 goodly improvement on my schetos ; but wetkinks I like it
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but apparently with a much less satisfactory result, and
mimicking, though not offensively, the embarassment of
the Countess—* Umph P—Ay,—lhxs is a blade of another
témper.—And pray, my cousin, what has this—this very
young gentleman done, to deserve such intercession at
your hands?”

. “He has saved my life and honour,” said the Countess,
reddening with shame and resentment.

_ Quentin also blushed with indignation, but wisely con-
cluded, that to give vent to it might only make matters
worse.

“Life and honour?—Umph1” said again the Count
Crtvecceur; *“methinks 1t would have been as well, my
cousin, if you had not put yourself in the way of lying under
such obligations to this very young gentleman.—But let it
pass. The young gentleman may wait on us, if his quality
permit, and I will see he has no injury—only I will myself
ke in future the office of protecting your life and honour,
and may perhaps find for him some fitter duty than that of
being a squire of the body to damosels errant.”

“My Lord Count,” said Durward, unable to keep silence
any longer, “Jest you should talk of & stranger in shghter
terms than you might afterwards think becoming, I take

" leave to tell you, that I am Quentin Durward, an Archer of
the Scottish Body-guard, in which, as you well know, none
but gentlemen and men of honour are enrolled.”

*I thank you for your information, and I kiss your hands,
Seignior Archer,” said Criveceeur, in the same tone of rail
lery. “Have the goodness to ride with me to the front of
the party.®

As Quentin moved onward at the command of the Count
who had now the power, if not the right, to dictate his
motions, he observed that the Lady Isabelle followed his
motions with a Jook of anxious and timid interest, which
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that matter. My ansaers you will yourself judge of when
your ask me your questions.” ,

“#Umph1—haughty enough,” muttered the Count of
Crevecteur, “and very like one that wears a lady’s favour in
his hat, and thinks he must carry things with a high tone, to
honour the precious remnant of silk and tinset.—Well, sir, I
trust it will be no abatement of your dignity, if you answer
me, how long you have been about the person of the Lady
Isabelle of Croye?”

“Count of Criveceeur,” said Quentin Durward, “if I
answer questions which are asked in a tone approaching to-
wards insult, it is only lest injurious inferences should be
drawn from my silence respecting one to whom we are both
obliged to render justice. 1 have acted as escort to the
Lady Isabelle since she left France to retire into Flanders.”

“Hol hol” said the Count; “and that is to say, since
she fled from Plessis-les-Tours?—You, an Archer of the
Scottish Guard, accompanied her, of course, by the express
orders of King Louis?”

However little Quentin thought himself indebted to the
King of France, who, in contnving the surprisal of the
Countess Isabelle by William de la Marck, had probably
calculated on the young Scotchman being slain in her de-
fence, he did not yet conceive himself at Iiberty to betray
any trust which Louis had reposed, or had seemed to repose
in him, and therefore replied to Count Crévecceur’s inference,
“that it was sufficient for him to have the authority of his
superior officer for what he had done, and he inqured no
farther.”

“1t is quite sufficient,” said the Count. “We know the
King does not permit his officers to send the Archers of his
Guard to prance like paladins by the bridle-rein of wandering

I’hdies, unless he hath some politic purpose to serve. Tt will
“be cufficult for King Louis to ccotinue to aver so boldly,



355 ‘Quantén Durwsrd,
amounted almost to tenderness, and the sight of which
brought water into his eyes. - But be remembered that he
had a man’s part to sustain before Crévecceur, who, perhaps,
of all the chivalry in France and Burgundy, was the least
likely to be moved to anything but laughter by a tale of
" true-love sorrow. He determined, therefore, not to wait
his addressing him, but to open the conversation in a tone
which should assert his claim to fair treatment, and to more
respect than the Count, offended perhaps at finding a person
of such inferior note placed so near the confidence of his
high-born and wealthy cousin, seemed disposed to entertain
for him.

“My Lord Count of Creveceeur,” he said, in a temperate
but firm tone of voice, “ may 1 request of you, before our
interview goes farther, to tell me if I am at lberty, or am to
account myself your prisoner?”

“ A shrewd question,” replied the Count, * which, at pre-
sent, I can only answer by another—Are France and Bur-
gundy, think you, at peace or war with each other?”

“That,” replied the Scot, *you, my lord, should certainly
know better than I. I have been absent from the Court of
France, and have heard no news for some time.”

“ Look you there,” said the Count ; “you see how easy it
is to ask questions, but how difficult to answer them. Why, ~
I myself, who have been at Peronne with the Duke for this
week and better, cannot resolve this riddle any more than
you ; and yet, Sir Squire, upon the solution of that question
depends the said point, whether you are prisoner or free man }
and, for the present, I must hold you as the former-—Only,
if you have really and honestly been of service to my kins-
woman, and if you are candid in your answers to the questions
T shall ask, affairs shall stand the better with you.”

“The Countess of Croye,” said Quentin, “is best judge
if I have rendered any service, and to her I refer you on
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that matter, My answers you will yourself judge of when
your ask me your questions.”

*“Umph ! —haughty enough,” muttered the Count of
Crivecceur, “and very like one that wears a lady’s favourin
his hat, and thinks he must carry things with a high tone, to
honour the precious remnant of silk and tinsel.—Well, sir, I
trust it will be no abatement of your dignity, if you answer
e, how long you have been about the person of the Lady
Isabelle of Croye?”

“Count of Crévecceur,” said Quentin Durward, “if 1
answer questions which are asked in a tone approaching to-
wards insult, it is only lest injurious inferences should be
drawn from my silence respecting one to whom we are both
obliged to render justice. I have acted as escort to the
Lady Isabelle since she left France to retire into Flanders.”

“Ho! hol” said the Count; “and that is to say, since
she fled from Plessis-les-Tours ?~—You, an Archer of the
Scottish Guard, accompanied her, of course, by the express
orders of King Louis?”

However little Quentin thought himself indebted to the
King of France, who, in contnving the surprisal of the
Countess Isabelle by William de la Marck, had probably
calculated on the young Scotchman being slain in her de-
fence, he did not yet conceive himself at liberty to betray
any trust which Louis had reposed, or had seemed to repose
in him, and therefore replied to Count Crévecceur’s inference,
“that it was sufficient for him to have the authority of his
superior officer for what he had done, and he inquired no
farther,”

“1t is quite sufficient,” said the Count. “We know the
King does not permit his officers to send the Archers of his
Guard to prance like paladins by the bridle-rein of wandering
ladies, unless he hath some politic purpose to serve, It will
be difficult for King Louis to coounue to aver so boldly,

Ve
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that he knew not of the Ladies of Croye’s having escaped
from France, since they were escorted by one of his own Life-
guard.—And whither, Sir Archer, was your retreat directed?”

“To Liege, my lord,” answered the Scot; *where the
ladies desired to be placed under the protection of the late
Bishop,”

“The Jate Bishop!” exclaimed the Count of Crévecceur;
tis Louis of Bourbon dead ?—Not a word of his illness had
reached the Duke—Of what did he die?”

“He sleeps in a bloody grave, my lord—that is, if his
murderers have conferred one on his remains.”

“ Murdered 1” exclaimed Crévecceur again—* Holy Mother
of Heaven {—young man, it is impossible{”

#1 saw the deed done with my own eyes, and many an
act of horror besides.”

“Saw it! and made not in to help the good Prelate!”
exclaimed the Count, “or to raise the castle against his
murderers 7—Know'st thou not, that even to look on such a
deed, without resisting it, is profane sacrilege?”

“To be brief, my lord,” said Durward, *ere this act was
done, the castle was stormed by the bloodthirsty William
de la Marck, with help of the insurgent Liegecis.”

“I am struck with thunder!” said Crévecceur. *Liege
in insurrection t—Schonwaldt taken I—the Bishop murdered !
—Messenger of sorrow, never did one man unfold such a
packet of woes I—Speak—knew you of this assault—of this
insurrection —of this murder ?—Speak—thou art one of
Louis’s trusted Archers, and it is he that has aimed this
painful arrow.—Speak, or I will have thee torn with wild
horses 1”

“And if X am so tom, my lord, there can be nothing rent
out of me, that may not become a true Scottish gentleman.
I know no more of these villainies than you,—was so far
from being partaker in them, that I would have withstood
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them to the uttermost, had my means, in 2 twentieth degree,
equalled my inclination. But what could I do?—they were
hundreds, and I but one. My only care was to rescue the
Countess Isabelle, 2nd in that I was happily successful
Yet, had I been near enough when the ruffian deed was so
cruelly done on the old man, I had saved his grey hairs, or
I had avenged them; and as it was, my abhorrence was
spoken loud enough to prevent other horrors.”

41 believe thee, youth,” said the Count; “thou art
neither of an age nor nature to be trusted with such bloody
work, however well fitted to be the squire of dames. But
alas] for the kind and generous Prelate, to be murdered on
the hearth where he so often entertained the stranger with
Christian charity and princely bounty—and that by a wretch,
a monster! o portentous growth of blood and cruelty1—
bred up in the very hall where he has imbrued his hands in
his benefactor’s blood! But I know not Charles of Bur-
gundy—nay, I should doubt of the justice of Heaven, if
vengeance be not as sharp, and sudden, and severe, as this
villainy has been unexampled in atrocity. And, if no other
shall pursue the murderer,"—here he paused, grasped his
sword, then quitting his bridle, struck both gauntleted hands
upon his breast, until his corslet clattered, and finally held
them up to heaven, as he solemnly continued—I.—I,
Philip Crévecceur of Cordds, make a vow to God, Saint
Lambert, and the Three Kings of Cologne, that small shall
be my thought of other earthly concems, ill T take full
revenge on the murderers of the good Louis of Bourbon,

- whether T find them in forest or field, in city or in country,
in hill or phin, in King's court, or in God’s church! and
thereto I pledge lands and living, friends and followers, life
and honour.  So help me God and Smint Lambert of Liege,
and the Three Kings of Cologne 1"

When the Count of Crivecceur had made his vow, his
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in the fulness of insolence and plenty."—He 2gain abandoned
the reins of hig war- hmse, and wrung bitterly the hands,

which his mail b‘ ble. Quentin easily
saw that the grief which he manifested was augmented by
the bitter recollection of past i and friendship with

the sufferer, and was silent accordingly ; respecting feelings
which he was unwilling to aggravate, and at the same time
felt it impossible to soothe.

But the Count of Crivecceur retumed again and again
to the subject—questioned him on every particular of the
surptise of Schonwaldt, and the death of the Bishop; and
then suddenly, as if he had Nected hing which had
escaped his memory, demanded what had become of the
Lady Hameline, and why she was not with her kinswoman?
*“Not,” he added contemptuously, “that I consider her
absence as at all a loss to the Countess Isabelle; for,
although she was her kinswoman, and upon the whole a well-
meaning woman, yet the Court of Cocagne never produced
such a fantastic fool; and I hold it for certain, that her
niece, whom I have always obseried to be a modest and
orderly young woman, was led into the absurd frolic of flymg
from Burgundy to France, by that blundering, romantuc, old,
match-making 2nd match-seeking idiot!”

What a speech for a romantic lover to hear! and to hear,
too, when it would have been ridiculous in him to attempt
what it was impossible for him to achieve,~—namely, to con-
vince the Count, by force of arms, that he did foul wrong to
the Countess—the peerless in sense as in beauty—in terming
her 2 modest and orderly young woman; qualties which
might bave been predicated with prop of the daugt
of a sunbumt peasant, who lived by goading the oxen, while
her father held the plough. And then, to sup

under the domination and iid. of a
romantic aunt—the slander t.houxd have been repell
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the slanderer’s throat. But the open, though severe, physiog-
nomy of the Count of Crévecceur, the total contempt which -
he seemed to entertain for those feelings which were upper-
most in Quentin’s bosom, overawed him ; not for fear of the
Count’s fame 'in arms—that was a risk which would have
increased his desire of making out a challenge-—but in dread
of ridicule, the weapon of all others most feared by enthusiasts
of every description, and which, from its predominance over
such minds, often checks what is absurd, and fully as often
smothers that which is noble.

Under the influence of this fear, of becoming an object of
scorn rather than resentment, Durward, though with some
pain, confined his reply to a confused account of the Lady
Hameline having made her escape from Schonwaldt before
the attack took place. He could not, indeed, have made
his story very distinct, without throwing ridicule on the near
relation of Isabelle, and perhaps incurring some himself, as
having been the object of her preposterous expectations. He
added to his embarrassed detail, that he had heard a report,
though a vague one, of the Lady Hameline having again
fallen into the hands of William de la Marck.

#1 trust in Saint Lambert that he will marry her,” said
Crévecceur ; “as, indeed, he is likely enough to do, for the
sake of her money-bags ; and equally likely to knock her on'
the head, so soon as these are either secured in his own
grasp, or, at farthest, emptied.”

The Count then proceeded to ask so many questions con-
cemning the mode in which both ladies had conducted them-
selves on the journey, the degree of intimacy to which they
admitted Quentin himself, and other trying particulars, that,
véxed and ashamed and angry, the youth was scarce able to
conceal his embarrassment from the keen-sighted soldier and
courtier, who seemed suddenly disposed to take leave of him,
saying, at the same time, “ Umph~—I see it is as I conjectured,
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on one side st least; I trust the other party has kept her
senses better.—~Come, Sir Squire, spur on, 2nd keep the van,
while I fall back to discourse with the Lady Isabelle I
think I have learned now so much from you, that I can talk
to her of these sad passages without hurting her nicety,
though I have fretted yours a little.—VYet stay, young gallant
—one word ere you go. You have had, 1 imagine, a happy
journey through Fairy-land—all full of heroic adventure, and
high hope, and wild minstrellike deluston, like the gardens
of Morgaine la Fée. Forget it all, young soldier,” he added,
tapping him on the shoulder. “remember yonder lady only
as the honoured Countess of Croye—forget her as a wander-
ing and adventurous damsel and her friends—one of them
I can answer for—will remember, on their part, only the
services you have done her. and forget the unreasonable
teward which you have had the boldness to propose to
yourself.”

Enraged that he had been wnable to conceal from the
sharpsighted Crdvecceur feelings which the Count seemed
to consider as the object of ridicule, Quentin replied, in-
dignantly, “ My Lord Count. when I require advice of you,
I will ask it; when I demand assistance of you, it will be
time enough to grant or refuse 1t ; when I set peculiar value

, on your opinion of me, jt will not be too late to express it.”

“Heyday }” said the Count; “I have come between
Amadis and Oriana, and must expsct a challenge to the
lists 1™

“You speak as if that were an impossibility,” said Quentin
~—“When I broke a lance with the Duke of Orleans, it was
against a breast in which flowed better blood than that of
Crivecctur—\When I measured swords with Dunois, I en-
gaged a better warrior.”

“Now Heaven nourish thy judgment, gentle youth
said Crivecceur, still laughing at the chivalrous inse=wto.

1
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the Sambre, where the Count of Crdvecoeur had determined
to leave the Countess Isabelle, whom the terror and fatigue
of yesterday, joined to a flight of fitty miles since moming,
and the various dis!ressing sensations by which it was ac-

panied, had made incapable of travelling farther, with
s;\l’ety to her health. The Count consigned her, in a state
of great exhaustion, to the care of the Abbess of the Cister-
cian convent in Charleroi, a noble lady, to whom both the
families of Crévecceur and Croye were related, and in whose
prudence and kindness he could repose confidence,

Crévecceur himself only stopped to recommend the utmost
caution to the governor of a small Burgundun garrison who
occupied the place, and required him also to mount a guard
of honour upon the convent dunng the residence of the
Countess Isabelle of Croye,—ostensibly to secure her safety,
but perhaps secretly to prevent her attempting to escape.
The Count only assigned as a cause for the garrison being
vigilant, some vague rumours which he had heard of dis-
turbances in the Bishopnc of Liege. But he was determined
himself to be the first who should carry the formidable news
of the insurrection and the murder of the Bishop, in all
their horrible reality, to Duke Charles; and for that purpose,
having procured fresh horses for himself and suite, he mounted
with the resoluton of continuing his journey to Peronne
without stopping for repose ; and informing Quentin Durward
that he must attend him, he made, at the same time, a mock
apology for parting fair company, but hoped, that to so
devoted a squire of dames a night's journey by moonshine
would be more agreeable, than supinely to yield himself to
slumber bike an ordinary mortal.

Quentin, already sufficiently affficted by finding that he
was to be parted from Isabelle, Jonged to answer this taunt
with an indignant defiance ; but aware that the Count would
only laugh 8t his anger, and despise his challenge, he re-
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external decency and cleanliness expressed the ease and
comfort of the inhabitants ;—she gleamed upon the feudal
castle of many a gallant Baron and Knight, with its deep
moat, battlemented court, and high belfry,—for the chivalry
of Hainault was renowned among the nobles of Europe ;—
and her light displayed at a distance, in its broad beam,
the gigantic towers of more than one lofty minster,

Yet all this fair variety, however differing from the waste
and wilderness of his own land, interrupted not the course
of Quentin’s regrets and sorrows, He had left his heart
behind him, when he departed from Charleroi; and the
only reflection which the farther journey inspired wazs, that
every step was camrying him farther from Isabelle. His
imagination was taxed to recall every word she had spoken,
every look she had directed towards him; and, s happens
frequemly in such cases, the impression made upon his

ination by the recollection of these particulars, was even
stronger than the realities themselves had excited.

At length, after the cold hour of midnight was past, in
spite zlike of Jove and of sorrow, the extreme fatigue which
Quentin had undergone the two proceeding days began to
have an effect on him, which his habits of exercise of every
Lind, and his singular alertness and activity of character, as
well as the painful nature of the reflections which occupied
his thoughts, had hitherto pr d s exp i The
ideas of his mind began to be so little comected by the
exertions of his senses, wom-out and deadened as the latter
row were by extremity of fatigue, that the wisions which the
former drew superseded or perverted the information con-
veyed by the blunted organs cf seeing and hearing; and
Durward was only sensible that he was awake, by the
exertions which, sensible of the peril of his situation, he
occasionally made, o resist falling into & deep and dead
sleep.  Every pow end then, & strong comscionsness of the
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risk of falling from or with his horse roused him to exertion
and animation j but ere long his eyes again were dimmed by
confused shades of all sorts of mingled colours, the moon-
light landscape swam before them, and he-was so much
overcome with fatigue, that the Count of Crvecceur, observ-
ing his condition, was at length compelled to order two of
his attendants, one to each rein of Durward’s bridle, in order
to prevent the risk of his falling from his hbrse.

When at length they reached the town of Landrecy, the
Count, in compassion to the youth, who had now been
in a great measure without sleep for three nights, allowed
himself and his retinue a halt of four hours, for rest and
refreshment.

Deep and sound were Quentin’s slumbers, until they were
broken by the sound of the Count’s trumpet, and the cry of

" his Fouriers and harbingers, “ Débout! débout ~-Ha! Mes-
sires, en route, en route ! "—VYet, unwelcomely early as the

tones came, they awaked him a different being in strength
and spirits from what he had fallen asleep. Confidence in
himself and his fortunes returned with his reviving spirits,
and with the rising sun. He thought of his love no longer
as a desperate and fantastic dream, but as a high and
invigorating principle, to be cherished in his bosom, although
he might never propose to himself, under all the difficulties
by which he was beset, to bring it to any prosperous issue,—
*'The pilot,” he reflected, “steers his bark by the polar star,
although he never expects to become possessor of it; and
the thoughts of Isabelle of Croye shall make me a worthy
man-at-arms, though I may never see her more. When
she hears that a Scottish soldier, named Quentin Durward,
distinguished himself in a well-fought field, or left his body
on the breach of a disputed fortress, she will remember the
companion of her journey, 25 one who did ali in.his power
to avert the snorer sod misfortunes which besst ity and
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perhaps will honour his memory with a tear, his coffin with
8 garland.”

In this manly mood of bearing his misfortune, Quentin
felt himself more able to receive and reply to the jests of the
Count of Crévecceur, who passed several on his alleged effe-
minacy and incapacity of undergoing fatizue. The young Scot

dated himself so good-h dly to the Count’s
raillery, and replied at once so happily and so respectfully,
that the change of his tone and manner made obviously a
more favourable impression on the Count than he had enter-
tained from his prisoner’s conduct dunng the preceding even-
ing, when, rendered irritable by the feehngs of his situation,
he was alternately moodily silent or fiercely argumentative.

The veteran soldier began at length to take notice of his
young companion, as a pretty fellow, of whom something
might be made; and more than hinted to him, that, would
he but resign his situation in the Archerguard of France,
he would undertake to have him enrolled in the household
of the Duke of Burgundy in an | bl dition, and
would himself take care of his advancement.  And although
Quentin, with suitable expressions of gratitude, declined this
favour at present, untl he should find out how far he had
to complain of his original patron, King Louis, he, neverthe-
less, continued to remain on good terms with the Count of
Crivecceur ; and, while his enthusiastic mode of thinking,
and his foreign and idfomatical manner of expressing himself,
often excited a smile on the grave cheek of the Count, thar
smile had lost all that it had of sarcastic and butter, and did
not exceed the limits of good humour and good manners.

‘Thus travelling on with much more harmony than on the
preceding day, the little party came at last within two miles
of the famous and strong town of Peronne, near which the
Tuke of Burgundy’s army lay encamped, ready, as was
supposed, to invade France; and, in opposition to which.
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Louis XI. had himself assembled a strong force near Saint
Maxence, for the purpose of bringing to reason his over-
powerful vassal. . ‘
Peronne, situated upon a deep river, in a flat country, and
surrounded by strong bulwarks and profound moats, was
accounted in ancient, as in modern times, one of the strongest
fortresses in France.* ‘The Count of Créveceeur, his retinue,
and his prisoner, were approaching the fortress about the
third hour after noon; when, riding through the pleasant
glades of a large forest, which then covered the approach to
the town on the east side, they were met by two men of rank,
as appeared from the number of their attendants, dressed in
the habits worn in time of peace ; and who, to judge from the
falcons which they carried on their wrists, and the number of
spaniels and greyhounds led by their followers, were engaged

™. in the amusement of hawking. But on perceiving Crévecceur,

with whose appearance and liveries they were sufficiently
intimate, they quitted the search which they were making for
a heron along the banks of a long canal, and came galloping
towards him.

“News, news, Count of Crévecosur!” they cried both
together ; “will you give news, or take news? or will you
barter fairly ?”

“Y would barter fairly, Messires,” said Crévecceur, after
saluting them courteously, “did I conceive you had any
news of importance sufficient to make an equivalent for
mine.” )

The two sportsmen smiled on each other; and the elder
of the two, a fine baronial figure, with a dark countenance,
marked with that sort of sadness which some physiognomists

* Indeed, though lying on an exposed and warlike frontier, it was
never taken by an enemy, but preserved the proud name of Peronne la
Pucelle, until the Duke of Wellington, a great destroyer of that sort of
xeputation, took the place in the memorable advence upon Paris in 1815
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ascribe to a melancholy temperament, and some, as the
Italan statuary augured of the visage of Charles I, consider
as predicting an unhappy death,* tuming to his companion,
said, *“Crtvecceur has been in Brabant, the country of com-
merce, and he has leamed all its artifices—he will be too
hard for us if we drive 2 bargzin.”

* Messires,” said Créveceenr, “the Duke ought in justice
to have the first of my wares, 2s the Seigneur takes his toll
before open market begins. But tell me, are your news of
3 sad or a pleasant complexion ?”

‘The person whom he particulatly addressed was a lively-
looking man, with an eye of great wvivacity, which was

d by an exp of reflection and gravity about
the mouth and upper lip—the whole physiognomy marking
a man who saw and judged mpldly, but was sage and slow
in forming l or n This was
the famous }\mght of Hmnault, son of Co!hrt or Nicolas
de VElite, known in history, and amongst historians, by the
vencrable name of Philip des Comines, at this time close to
the person of Duke Charles the Bold, and one of his most
esteemed counsellors, He answered Crévecceur’s question
concerning the complexion of the news of which he and his

ion, the Baron &’ Hymb wete the dep 1

"They were,” he said, #like the colours of the rambow,
various in hue, as they might be viewed from difierent
points, and placed against the black cloud or the fair sky—
Such a rainbow was never seen in France or Flanders since
that of Noah’s ark.”

“My tidings,” replied Crévecceur, “are altogether like the

. D'Hymbercoun. or Imbemoum w:ts put to dmh by the mhszu.nts
e
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Louis XI. had himself assembled a strong force near Saint
Maxence, for the purpose of bringing to reason his over-
powerful vassal ) '

Peronne, situated upon a deep river, in a flat country, and
surrounded by strong bulwarks and profound moats, was-
accounted in ancient, as in modern times, one of the strongest
fortresses in France.* The Count of Crévecceur, his retinue,
and his prisoner, were approaching the fortress about the
third hour after noon; when, riding through the pleasant
glades of a large forest, which then covered the approach to
the town on the east side, they were met by two men of rank,
as appeared from the number of their attendants, dressed in
the habits worn in time of peace ; and who, to judge from the
falcons which they carried on their wrists, and the number of
spaniels and greyhounds led by their followers, were engaged
in the amusement of hawking. But on perceiving Crévecceur,
with whose appearance and liveries they were sufficiently
intimate, they quitted the search which they were making for
a heron along the banks of a long canal, and came galloping
towards him.

“News, news, Count of Crévecceur{” they cried both
together ; “will you give news, or take news? or will you
barter fauly?”

“Y would barter fairly, Messires,” said Crévecceur, after
saluting them courteously, “did I conceive you had any
news of importance sufficient to make an equivalent for
mine,” ‘

The two sportsmen smiled on each other; and the elder
of the two, a fine baronial figure, with a dark countenance,
marked with that sort of sadness which some physiognomists

* Indeed, though lying on an exposed and watlike frontier, it was
never taken by an cnemy, but preserved the proud name of Peronne Ia
Pucelle, until the Duke of Wellington, a great destroyer of that sort of
reputation, took the place in the memorable advance upon Paris in 18135
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aseribe to o melancholy temperament, and some, as the
Ttalian statuary augured of the visage of Charles I, consider
as predicting an unhappy death,* turning to his companion,
said, “Crdvecceur has been in Brabant, the country of com-
merce, and he has leatned all its artifices—he will be too
hard for us if we drive a bargain ”

“ Messires,” said Crévecceur, “the Duke ought in justice
to have the first of my wares, as the Seigneur takes his toll
before open market begins. But tell me, are your news of
a sad or a pleasant complexion?”

‘The person whom he patticularly addressed was a lively-
looking man, with an cye of great wivacity, which was

an expression of reflection and gravity about
the mouth and upper lip—the whole physiognomy marking
a man who saw and )udged mpldly, but was sage and slow
in forming resolutions or in This was
the famous hnlght of Hmmult, son of Coll:m, or Nicolas
de VElite, known in history, and amongst histonans, by the
venerable name of Philip des Comines, at this time close to
the pexson of Dul\e Charles the Bold,t and one of his most

He d Cré ’s question
concerning the complexion of the news of which he and his
ion, the Baron ’'Hymb. t, were the deposit

——“:I'hey were,” he sad, “hke the colours of the ramnbow,
various in hue, as they might be viewed from different
points, and placed against the black cloud or the fair sky—
Such a rainbow was never seen in France or Flanders since
that of Noah’s ark.”

“My tidings,” replied Crevecceur, “are alwgether like the

O G R

[ [
Y - ..

lmnrg:nt sub)ecu. but in vain,

+ Note VL—Philip des Comines,



368 Ouentiss Durward.

comet ; gloomy, wild, and terrible in themselves, yet to be
accounted the forerunners of still greater and more dreadful
evils which are to ensue.” )

“1Ve must open our bales,” said Comines to his com-
panion, “or our market will be forestalled by some new-
comers, for ours are public news.—In one word, Crévecceur—
Yisten, and wonder—King Louis is at Peronne {”

“What!” said the Count, in astonishment; “has the
Duke retreated without a battle? and do you remain here
in your dress of peace, after the town is besieged by the
Trench ?—for I cannot suppose it taken.”

“No, surely,” said D’Hymbercourt, “the banners of Bur-
gundy have not gone back a foot 3 and still King Louis is
here.”

“Then Edward of England must have come over the seas
with his bowmen,” said Crévecceur, “and, like his ancestors,

+ gained a second field of Poictiers.”

“Not so,” said Comines—*“Not a French banner has
been bome down, not a sail spread from England—where
Edward is too much amused among the wives of the citizens
of London, to think of playing the Black Prince. Hear the
extraordinary truth. You know, when you left us, that the
conference between the commissioners on the parts of France

“and Burgundy was broken up, without apparent chance of
reconciliation P ”

*“True; and we dreamt of nothing but war.”

“What has followed has been indeed so like a dream,”
said Comines, “that I almost expect to awake, and find
it so. Only one day since, the Duke had in council pro-
tested so furiously against farther delay, that it was resolved
to send a defiance to the King, and march forward instantly
into France. Toison d’'Or, commissioned for the purpose,
had put on his official dress, and had his foot in the stirrup
to mount his hores, whea lo! the French herald Mont-loie
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rode into our camp.  We thought of nothing else than that
Lonis had been beforehand with our defiance ; and began to
consider how much the Duke would resent the advice, which
had prevented him from being the first to declare war. But
a council being speedily assembled, what was our wonder
when the herald informed us, that Louis, King of France,
was scarce an hour’s riding behind, intending to visit Chatles,
Duke of Burgundy, with a small retinue, in order that their
differences might be settled at a personal interview 1"

“You surprise me, Messires,” said Crévecceur; “and yet
you surprise me less than you might have expected; for,
when 1 was last at Plessis-les-Tours, the all-trusted Cardinal
Balue, offended with his master, and Burgundian at heart,
did hint to me, that he could so work upon Louis’s peculiar
foibles, 28 to lead him to place himself in such a position
with regard to Burgundy, that the Duke might have the
terms of peace of his own making. But I never suspected
that so old a fox as Louts could have been mduced to come
into the trap of his own accord. What said the Burgundian
counsellors?*

“As you may guess,” answered D'Hymbercourt . “ tatked
much of faith to be observed, and little of adsantage to be
obtained, by such 2 visit ; while it was mamfest they thought
almost entirely of the last, and were only anvious to find
some way to reconcile it with the necessury presenation of
appearances.”

“And what said the Duke?” contnved the Count of
Crévecoour,

“Spoke brief and bold, as ===t rephed Corminas.
“!Which of you was it,’ he skad ‘who wimessed i
meeting of my cousin Lows & me after the bamls s
Montl'hery,* when I was so th sy 25 to acoe=t

¢ Note VIL—Meeting of Lot an! Cusles afer the W2 5
Moplbery,
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him back within the intrenchments of Paris with balf a score
of attendants, and so put my person at the King’s mercy?’
I replied, that most of us had been present ; and none could
ever forget the alarm which it had been his pleasure to give
us. ‘Well, said the Duke, ‘you blamed me for my folly, and
1 confessed to you that I had acted like a giddy-pated boy;
and T am aware, too, that my father of happy memory being
then alive, my kinsman, Louis, would have had less advantage
by seizing on my person than I might now have by securing
his. But, nevertheless, if my royal kinsman comes hither on
the present occasion, in the same singleness of heart under
which I then acted, he shall be royally welcome. If it is
meant by this appearance of confidence, to circumvent and
to blind me, till he execute some of his politic schemes, by
Saint George of Burgundy, let him look to it!’ And so,
having turmed up his mustaches, and stamped on the ground,
he ordered us all to get on our horses, and receive so extra-
ordinary a guest.”

“ And you met the King accordingly ?” replied the Count
of Crévecceur—* Miracles have not ceased —How was he
accompanted ? 7

“As slightly as might be,” answered D'Hymbercourt;
“only a score or two of the Scottish Guard, and a few
knights and gentlemen of his household—among whom his
astrologer, Galeotti, made the gayest figure.”

“That fellow,” said Crévecceur, “holds some dependence
on the Cardinal Balue—1I should not be surprised that he has
had his share in determining the King to this step of doubt-
ful policy. Any nobility of higher rank ?”

“There are Monsieur of Orleans and Dunois,” rephed
Comines.

“I will have a rouse with Dunois,” said Crévecoeur, #wag
the world as it will. But we heard that both he and the Duke
had fallen into disgrace, and were in prison?”
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“They were both under arrest in the Castle of Loches,
that delightful place of retirement for the French nobility,”
said D*Hymbercourt ; * but Louis has released them, in order
to bring them with him—perhaps because he cared not to
leave Orleans behind. For his other attendants, faith, 1
think his gossip, the Hangman Marshal, with two or three
of his retinue, and Oliver, his barber, may be the most con-
siderable—and the whole bevy so poorly amayed, that,
by my honour, the King resembles most an old usurer
going to collect despemate debts, attended by a body of
catchpolls.,”

“ And where is he lodged ?” said Créveceeur,

*Nay, that,” replied Comines, *is the most marvellous of
all.  Our Duke offered to let the King’s Archer-Guard have
a gate of the town, and a bridge of boats over the Somme,
and to have assigned to Lows himself the adjoining house,
belonging to a wealthy burgess, Giles Orthen; but, in going
thither, the King espied the banners of De Lau and Pencil
de Rividre, whom he had banished from France ; and scared,
as it would seem, with the thought of lodging so near re-
fugees and malcontents of his own making, he craved to be
quartered in the Castle of Peronne, and #kere he hath his
abode accordingly.”

“Why, God ha’ mercy!” exclaimed Crévecceur, “this is
not only venturing into the lion’s den, but thrusting his head
into his very jaws—Nothing less than the very bottom of the
rattrap would serve the cralty old politician 1™

“Nay,” said Comines, “ D’Hymbercourt hath not told you
the speech of Le Glorieux *—which, in my mind, was the
shrewdest opinion that was given.”

“And what said 4% most illustrious wisdom?"” asked the
Count.

“As the Duke,” replied Comines, “was hastily ordenng

* The jester of Charles of Burgundy, of whom mote hereall
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Somme, and the ancient walls of the little town of Peronne
la Pocelle, and the deep green meadows adjoining, now
whitened with the numerous tents of the Duke of Bur
gundy’s army, amounting to about fifteen thousand men.

CHAPTER XXVL
THE INTERVIEW,

When Princes meet, Astrologers may mark it

An ominous conjunction, full of boding,

Like that of Mars with Satarn.

Ol Fray.

Ox~T. hardly knows whether to term it & privilege or a penalty
annexed ta the quality of princes, that in their intercourse
with each other, they are required, by the respect which is
due to their own rank and dignity, to regulate their feelings
and expressions by a scvere etiquette, which precludes all
violent and avowed display of passion, and which, but that
the whole world are aware that this assumed complaisance is
a matter of ceremony, might justly pass for profound dis-
simulation. It is no less certain, however, that the overstep-
ping of these bounds of ceremonial, for the purpose of giving
more direct vent to their angry passions, has the effect of
compromising their dignity with the world in general ; 25 was
particularly noted when those distinguished rivals, Francis
the First and the Emperor Charles, gave each other the lie
direct, and were desirous of deciding their differences hand
to hand in single combat.

Charles of Burgundy. the most hasty and impatient, nay,
the most imprudent prince of his time, found himself, never-
theless, fettered within the magic circle which pr '( e
moet profound deference to Louis, #3 his Sozerain
Loed, who had deizped to confee woon bize o
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crown, the distinguished honour of a personal visit. Dressed -
in his ducal mantle, and attended by his great officers, and
principal knights and nobles, he went in gallant cavalcade
to receive Louis XI. His retinue absolutely blazed with
gold and silver; for the wealth of the Court of*England
being exhausted by the wars of York and Lancaster, and
the expenditure of France limited by the economy of the
Sovereign, that of Burgundy was for the time the most
magnificent in Europe. The cor#2ge of Louis, on the con-
trary, was few in number, and comparatively mean in
appearance, and the exterjor of the King himself, in a thread-
bare cloak, with his wonted old high-crowned hat stuck full
of images, rendered the contrast yet more striking ; and as
the Duke, richly attired with the coronet and mantle of state,
threw himself from his noble charger, and, kneeling on one
knee, offered to hold the stirrup while Louis dismounted from
his little ambling palfrey, the effect was almost grotesque.

The greeting between the two potentates was, of course,
as fully of affected kindness and compliment, as it was totally
devoid of sincerity. But the temper of the Duke rendered
it much more difficult for him to preserve the necessary
appearances, in voice, speech, and demeanour; while in the
King, every species of simulation and dissimulation seemed
so much a part of his nature, that those best acquainted
with him could not have distinguished what was feigned
from what was real

Perhaps the most accumate illustration, were it not un-
worthy two such high potentates, would be, 1o suppose the
King in the situation of a stranger, perfectly acquainted with
the habits and dispositions of the canine race, who, for some
purpose of his own, is desirous to make friends with a large
and surly mastiff, that holds him in suspicion, and is dis-
posed to worry him on the first symptoms either of diffi-
dence or of umbrage. The mastiff growls internally, erects
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his bristles, shows his teeth, yet is ashamed to fiy upon the
intruder, who secms at the same tme so kind and so con-
fiding, and therefore the animal endures advances which are
far from pacifying him, watching at the same time the shghtest
oppartunity which may justify him in hus own eyes for selzing
his friend by the throat,

The King was no doubt sensible, from the altered voice,
constrained manner, and abrupt gestures of the Duke, that
the game he had to play was delicate, and perhaps he more
than once repented having ever taken it mr hand.  But re-
pan'mcc wn: 100 late, and all that remained for him was that

ity of which the King under-
stood equally at lmal with any man that ever lived,

The demeanour which Louis used towards the Duke, was
such a3 to resermble the kind overflowing of the heart ins
moment of sincere yeconcihation with an honoured and tried
friend, from whom he bad been estranged by temporary
circumstances now passed away, and forgotten &s soon as
removed. The King blamed himsel{ for not having soones
taken the decisive step, of convinang his kind and good
kinsman by such a mark of confidence as he was now
bestowing, that the angry passages which had occurved be
twixt them were nothing in s remembrance, when weighed
against the kwdness which received bim when an exile from
France, and under the displeasure of the King his father.
He spoke of the Good Duke of Burgundy, as Phﬂ\p the
father of Duke Charjes was 1y called, and
a thousand instances of his paternal kindness,

“1 think, cousin,” he said, “your father made little differ-
ence in his affection betwixt you and me; for I remember,
when by an accident 1 had bewildered myself in 4 hunting
party, I found the Good Duke upbraiding you with leaving
me in the forest, 23 if yors had been careless of the safety of
1 elder hrothess
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actions have accorded with my words—Marry thus : the body
of my infant child Joachum rests in Burgundian earth—my
own person I have this moming placed unreservedly in your
power—and, for that of my wife—truly, cousin, I think, con-
sidering the penod of time which has passed, you will scarce
insist on my keeping my word in that particular. She was
bom on the day of the Blessed Annunciation” (he crossed
himself, snd muttered an Ora pro nobdis), * some fifty years
since; but she is no farther distant than Rheims, and if you
insist on my promise being fulfilled to the letter, she shall
presently wait your pleasure,”

Angry as the Duke of Burgundy was at the bare-faced
attempt of the King to assume towards him n tone of
friendship and intimacy,’he could not help Iaughing at the
whimsical reply of that singular monarch, and his laugh was
s discordant as the abrupt tones of passion in which he
often spoke. Having laughed longer and louder than was
at that period, or would now be, thought fitting the time and
oceasion, he answered in the same tone, bluntly declining
the honour of the Queen’s company, but stating his willing-
ness to accept that of the King’s eldest daughter, whose
beanty was celebrated.

“Iam happy, fair cousin,” said the King, with one of those
dubious smiles of which he frequently made use, “that your
gracious pleasure has not fixred on my younger daughter
Joan. I should otherwise have had spear-breaking between
you and my cousin of Orleans; and, had harm come of it,
I must on either side have lost a kind friend and affec-
tionate cousin.”

“ Nay, nay, my royal sovereign,” said Duke Charles, “the
Duke of Orleans shall have no interruption from me in
the path which he has chosen pgar amours. The cause
in which I couch my lance against Otleans, youst be far
ted straight”



78 Ouentin Durward.

Louis was far from taking amiss this brutal allusion to the
ersonal deformity of the Princess Joan. On the contrary,
e was rather pleased to find that the Duke was content to
e amused with broad jests, in which he was himself a pro-
icient, and which (according to the modern phrase) spared
nuch sentimental hypocrisy. Accordingly, he speedily placed
heir intercourse on such a footing, that Charles, though he felt
t impossible to play the part of an affectionate and recon-
iled friend to a monarch whose il offices he had so often
ncountered, and whose sincerity on the present occasion he
0 strongly doubted, yet had no difficulty in acting the hearty
andlord towards a facetious guest; and so the want of re-
iprocity in kinder feelings between them, was supplied by
he tone of good fellowship which exists between two boon
-ompanions,~a tone natural to the Duke from the frankness,
wd, it might be added, the grossness of his character, and
0 Louis, because, though capable of assuming any mood

“social intercourse, that which really suited him best was
ningled with grossness of ideas, and caustic humour in
expression.

Both Princes were happily able to preserve, during the
period of a banquet at the town-house of Peronne, the same
kind of conversation, on which they met as on a neutral
ground, and which, as Louis easily perceived, was more
wailable than any other to keep the Duke of Burgundy
in that state of composure which seemed necessary to his
own zafety,

Vet he was alarmed to observe, that the Duke had around
him several of those French nobles, and those of the highest
rank, an” i situations of great trust and power, whom his
own sev-’ -0t injustice had driven into exile; and it was to
secure. . from the possible effects of their resentment
and e, ¢ (as already mentioned) he requested to be
lodged . » 27 Citndel of Peropne, mther then in
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“Surely, fair cousin, and I aitogether agree with you,” said
the King, “I being in fact more interested in the reputation
of the good little town than you are—Peronne being, as you
know, fair cousin, one of those upon the same river Somme,
which, pledged to your father of happy memory for redemp-
tion of money, are liable to be redeemed upon repayment.
And, to speak truth, coming, like an honest debtor, disposed
to clear of my obligations of every kind, I have brought
here a few sumpter mules loaded with silver for the redemp-
tion—enough to maintain even your princely and royal estab-
lishment, fair cousin, for the space of three years.”

“1 will not receive a penny of it,” said the Duke, twirling
his mustaches; *the day of redemption is past, my royal
cousin; nor was there ever serious purpose that the right
should be exercised, the cession of these towns being the
sole recompense my father ever received from France, when,
in a happy hour for your family, he consented to forget the
murder of my grandfather, and to exchange the alliance of
England for that of your father. Saint Georget if he had
not so acted, your royal self, far from having towns on the
Somme, could scarce have kept those beyond the Loire.
No—1I will not render a stone of them, were I 1o receive for
every stone so rendered its weight in gold. T thank God,
and the wisdom and valour of my ancestors, that, the revenues
of Burgundy, though it be but a duchy, will maintain my
state, even when a King is my guest, without obliging me to
barter my heritage.”

“Well, fair cousin,” answered the King, with the same
mild and placid manner as before, and unperturbed by the
loud tone and violent gestures of the Duke, 1 see that you
are 50 good a friend to France, that you are unwilling o
part with aught that belongs to her.  But we shall need some
moderator in these affairs when we come to treat of them in
council—What szy you ta Saint Paui? ”
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* Neither Saint Paul, nor Sairt Peter, nor eler 3 Saint in
the Calendar,” sd the Duke of Burgendy, “skall prexch
me out of the possession of Peronne.”

*Nay, bzt you mistake me,” s2id King Louis, smiling ;
“1 mean Louis de L bourg, our trusty G ble, the
Count of Saint Paul.—Ah! Saint Mary of Embrun! we lack
Lut his head at our conference the best head in France,
and the most usefel to the restoration of perfect harmony
Letwint vs”

“Py Saint George of Burgundy!” said the Duke, “I
rmanel to hear your Majesty talk thus of a man, fzlse and
pesjured both to France and Burgundy—one, who hath ever
endeavoured to fan into a flame our frequent differences,
and that with the purpose of giving himself the airs of a
mediztar. I swear by the Order I wear, that his morshes
<hall not be long 2 resource for him!™

“ Ba not so warm, cousin,” replied the King, smiling, and
speaking under his breath; “when 1 wished for the Con-
stable’s Zead, as 2 means of ending the settlement of our
trifling differences, I had no desire for his fody, which might
remain zt Saint Quenun’s with much convenenre.”

“Hol hol I take your meaning, my royal cousn,” said
Charles, with the same dissonant laugh which some other
of the King’s coarse pleasantries bad extorted, and 2dded,
stamping with his heel on the ground, “I allow, i that
sense, the head of the Censtable migh! be useful at
Peronne”

These, and other discourses, by which the King mixed
hints at serious affairs amid matters of munth and amusement,
did not follow each other consecutnely; but were adroitly
introdueed during the time of the banquet at the Hotel
de V', dering a subsequent meerview 1 the Duke’s own
apartments, and, in short, 25 occasion seemed to render the
insroductica of soch delicate sabiscts easy aod ratoal
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- Indeed, however rashly Louis had placed himself in a
risk, which the Duke’s fiery temper, and the mutual subjects
of exasperated enmity which subsisted betwixt them, ren-
dered of doubtful and perilous issue, never pilot on an un-
known ‘coast conducted himself with more firmness and
prudence. He seemed to sound, with the utmost address
and precision, the depths and shallows of his rival's mind
and temper, and manifested meither doubt nor fear, when
the result of his experiments discovered much more of
sunken rocks, and of dangerous shoals, than of safe
anchorage.

At length a day closed, which must have been a wearisome
one ta Louis, from the constant exertion, vigilance, pre-
caution, and attention, ‘which his situation required, as it
was a day of constraint to the Duke, from the necessity of
suppressing the violent feelings to which he was in the
genceral habit of giving uncontrolled vent,

No sooner had the latter retired into his own apartment,
after he had taken a formal leave of the King for the night,
than he gave way to the explosion of passion which he
had so long suppressed; and many an oath and abusive
epithet, as his jester, Le Glorieux, said, “fell that night
upon heads which they were never coined for,”—his
domestics reaping the benefit of that hoard of injurious
language, which he could not in decency bestow on his
royal guest, even in his absence, and which was yet become
too great to be altogether suppressed. The jests of the
clown had some effect in tranquillising the Duke’s angry
mood j—he laughed loudly, threw the jester a piece of gold,
caused himself to be disrobed in tranquillity, swallowed a
deep cup of wine and spices, went to bed, and slept soundly.

The couchée of King Louis is more worthy of notice than
that of Charles; for the violent expression of exasperated
and headlong passion, as indeed it belongs more to the
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brutal than the intelligent part of aur nature, has little to
interest us, in comparison to the decp workings of 2 vigorous
and powerful mind.

Louis was escorted to the lodgings he had chosen in the
Castle, or Citade} of Peronne, by the chambertains and
harbingers of the Duke of Durgundy, and recewved at the
entrance by a gtrong guard of archers and men-at-arms,

As he descended from his horse to cross the drawbridge,
over a moat of unusual width and depth, he looked on the
sentinels, and observed to Comunes, who accompanied him,
with other Burgundian nobles, * They wear Saint Andrew’s
crosses—but not those of my Scottish Archers”

“You will find them as ready to die m your defence,
Sire,” s2id the B dianr, whose ear had detected
in the King's tone of specch a feehng, which donbtless
Louls would have concealed if be could.  “They wear the
Saint Andrew's Cross as the appendage of the cofiar of the
Golden Fleece, my master the Duke of Burguady’s Order

“Da I not know 1t 2" said Louis, showing the collar which
e himself wore in compliment to his host ; *1t i3 one of the
dear bonds of fraternity which exist between my kind brother
and mysell.  We are brothers 1 chivalry, as i spintual
relatiotship; cousins by bith, and friends by every tic of
kind feeling and good neighbourhood..~No farther than the
basecoutt, my noble lords and gentlemen! 1 can permit
your attendance no farther~—~you have done me enough of

ce”

“We were charged by the Duke,” said ¥Eymbercourt,
“to bring your Majesty to your lodging.—We trust your
Majesty will permit us to obey our masters command.®

“In this small matter,” said the King, “1 trust you will
allaw my command to mmwgh his, even with you his lxe«c
subjects.—I am hi y lord:
fatigued.  Great pleasure Tath its Lo‘ls a3 w:ll as \:
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1 trust to enjoy your society better to-morrow.—And yours
too, Seignior Philip of Comines—I am told you are the
annalist of the time—we that desire to have a name in history,
must speak you fair, for men say your pen hath a sharp point
when you will.—Good-night, my lords and gentles, to all and
each of you”

The Lords of Burgundy retired, much pleased with the
grace of Louis’s manner, and the artful distribufion of his
attentions ; and the King was left with only one or two of
his own personal followers, under the archway of the base-
court of the Castle of Peronne, looking on the huge tower
which occupied one of the angles, being in fact the Donjon,
or principal Keep, of the place. This tall, dark, massive
building, was seen clearly by the same moon which was light-
ing Quentin Durward betwixt Charleroi and Peronne, which,
as the reader is aware, shone with peculiar lustre. The great
Keep was in form nearly resembling the White Tower in the
Citadel of London, but still more ancient in its architecture,
deriving its date, as was affirmed, from the days of Charle-
magne. The walls were of a tremendous thickness, the
windows very small, and grated with bars of iron, and the
huge clumsy bulk of the building cast a dark and portentous
shadow over the whole of the courtyard.

“I am not to be lodged #kerz/™ the King said, with a
shudder, that had something in it ominous.

“No,” replied the grey-headed seneschal, who attended
upon him unbonneted —“God forbid I—Your Majesty’s
apartments are prepared in these lower buildings which are
hard by, and in which King John slept two nights before the
battle of Poitiers.”

“Hum-—that is no lucky omen neither "—muttered the
King; “but what of the Tower, my old friend? and why
should you desire of Heaven that I may not be there lodged ?*

* Nay, my gracious liege,” said the seneschal. “ I know no
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from me.—* Quentin,’ said 1 to him, ¢ whatever comes of it,
vemernber you belong to the Scottish Archerguard, and do
your duty whatever comes on't.'”

#1 guessed he had some such exquisite instructor,” said
Louis; “but it concerns me that you answer my first
question—FHave you heard of your nepbew of fate?--Stand
aback, my masters,” he added, addressing the gentlemen of
his chamber, “for this concerneth no ears but mine.

“ Surely, please your Majesty,” said Balafré, “1 have seen
this very evening the groom Chatlot, whom my kinsman
despatched from Liege, or some castle of the Bishop's which
is near it, and where he hath lodged the Ladies of Croye in
safety.”

“Now our Lady of Heaven be praised for it1” said the
Ring. “ Art thou sure of it P—sure of the good news?”

“As sure ns 1 can-be of aught,” said Le Balafré; “the
felfow, I think, hath letters for your Majesty from the Ladies
of Croye”

“Haste 1o get them,” said the King—“Give thy harque
Luss to one of these knaves—ta Oliver—to any one.~Now
Our Lady of Embrun be praised! and siver shall be the
screen that surrounds her high altar”

Louls, in this fit of gratitude and devotion, doffed, as
usual, his hat, selected from the figures with which ¢t was
gamished that which represented his favourite image of the
Virgin, placed it on a table, and, kneeling down, repeated
teverently the vow he had tnade.

Thc groom, bcmg the first messenger whom Durward had

hed from S Idt, was now duced with his
lcm:rs. “They were adgressed to the Ring by the Ladies of
Croye, and barely thanked him in very cold terma for his
courtesy while at his Court, and, something more warmly,
for having permitted them ta retice, and sent them in safety
from hit dominions; expressions at which Louis sughed
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very henrtily, instead of resenting them, He then demanded
of Charlot, with obvious interest, whether they had not sus-
tained some alarm or attack upon the road? Charlot, a
stupid fellow, and selected for that quality, gave a very
confused account of the affray in which his companion, the
Gascon, had been killed, but knew of no other.’ Again
Louis demanded of him, minutely and particularly, the route
which the party had taken to Liege; and seemed much
interested when he was informed, in reply, that they had,
upon approaching Namur, kept the more direct road to
Liege, upon the night bank of the Maes, instead of the left
bank, as recommended in their route. The Xing then
ordered the man a small present, and dismissed him, dis-
guising the anxiety he had expressed, as if it only concemcd
the safety of the Ladies of Croye.

Yet the news, though they inferred the failure of one of
his own favourite plans, seemed to imply more internal satis-
faction on the King’s part than he would have probably
indicated in a case of britliant success. He sighed like one
whose breast has been relieved from a heavy burden, mut-
tered his devotional acknowledgments with an air of deep
sanctity, raised up his eyes, and hastened to adjust newer
and surer schemes of ambition.

With such purpose, Louis ordered the attendance of his
astrologer, Martius Galeotti, who appeared with his usual air
of assumed dignity, yet not without a shade of uncertainty
on his brow, as if he had doubted the King’s kind reception.
It was, however, favourable, even beyond the warmest which
he had ever met with at any former interview. Louis termed
him his friend, his father in the sciences—the glass by which
a king should look into distant futurity—~and concluded by
thrusting on his finger a ring of very considerable value,
Galeotti, not aware of the circumstances which had thus
suddenly raised his character in the estimation of Louis, yet
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understood his own profession toe well to Jet that ignorance
be seen.  He received with grave modesty the praises of
Louis, which he contended were only dus to the nobleness
of the science which he practised, 2 science the rather the
more deserving of admiration on account of its working
miracles through means of so feeble an agent as himself;
and he and the King took leave, for once much satisfied
with each other.

On the Astrologer's departure, Louis threw mesclr intoa
chair, and appearing much ext !, dismissed the rest of
his attendants, excepting Oliver alone, who, erecping around
with gentle assiduity and noiseless step, assisted him in the
task of preparing for repose.

While he received this assistance, the King, unlike to his
wont, was so tilent and passive, that his attendant was struck
by the unusual change in his deportment.  The worst minds
have often something of good principle in them—bandity
show fidelity to therr captain, and someumes a protected
and promoted favounte has felt a gleam of sacere interest
in the monarch to whom he owed his greatness. Olwer
Ic Dible, 12 Mauvas (or by whateser other name he was
called expressive of his eil propensities), was, hel,
scarccly so completely identified with Satan as not to feel
some touch of grateful feeling for his master in this singular
condition, when, 2s it scemed, his fate was deeply interested,
and his strength seemed to be exbausted.  After for 2 short
timz rendering to the King in silence the wsual senices paid
by a servant to his master at the toilet, the attendant was at
lm, h tempted to say, with the freedom which his Sovercign's
indelzence had permitted him in such circ Tt
diex, Sire, you scem 2y if you had Jost a battle; and yet T,
who was near your Majesty during this whole cay, never
Lnew you fizht a firld on pallantly.”

“A Geld 1™ sud Bing Leows, kobieg up, and assumuing
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that moment, accounts had been Lrought of the success of
thy friend, William with the Beard, in his and thy honest
scheme of bettenng himself by mamiage.”

“No friend of sine, if 3t please your Majesty,” said Oliser
~*"neither friend nor plan of mine.”

“Prae, Olwer,” answered the King 3 “ihy plan had not
been 1o wed, bot to shave such a bridegroom.  Well, thon
didst wish her as bad a one, when thou didst modestly hint
at thyself.  flowever, Oliver, fucky the man who has her
not; for hang, draw, and quanter, were the most gentle
words which my gentle cousin spoke of lum who should wed
the young Countess, his vassal, without his most ducal
permission,”

*And he s, doubtless, as jealous of any disturbances in
the good town of Liege?” asked the favourite,

* As much, or much more $0,” vephed the King, “ns
your understanding may easily anticspate , b, ever since I
resolved on coming hnher, my messengers have been in
Liege, to tepress, for the present, every movement to insues
tection; and my very busy and busthng fnends, Roustier
and Pavillon, have orders to be quiet as 2 mouse untl thu
happy meeting betneen my cousin and me s over”

*Judging, then, from your Majesty’s account,” smd Olwer
dryly, “the utmost 1o be hoped from this meeuny 3, that it
should not make your conditton warse P—Surely this 15 hke
the crane that thrust her head mto the fox's mouth, and was
fhad to ththk her good fortune that it way not bitten off.
Yer your Majesty seemed decply oblged even now to the
sage philosopher who encouraged you to play so hopeful a
game

“No fame,” said the King sharply, “is to be despured
of until it 3s Jost, and that T have no reason to expect 1t will
be in my own case. On the contmry, if nothing occurs o
ttir the rage of this vindictive madman, I am sure of victory ;
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and surely, I am not a little obliged to the skill which selected
for my agent, as the conductor of the Ladies of Croye, a
youth whose horoscope so far corresponded with mine, that
he hath saved me from danger, even by the disobedience of
my own commands, and taking the route which avoided De
la Marck’s ambuscade.”

. “Your Majesty,” said Oliver, “may find many agents who
will serve you on the terms of acting rather after their own
pleasure than your instructions.”

“Nay, nay, Oliver,” said Louis impatiently, “the heathen
poet speaks of Vofa diis exandita malignis,—wishes, that is,
which the saints grant to us in their wrath ; and such, in the
circumstances, would have been the success of Willilam de la
Marck’s exploit, had it taken place about this time, and while
I am in the power of this Duke of Burgundy.—And this my
own art foresaw—fortified by that of Galeotti j—that is, I
foresaw not the miscarriage of De la Marck’s undertaking,
but I foresaw that the expedition of yonder Scottish Archer
should end happily for me—and such has been the issue,
though in a manner different from what I expected; for the
stars, though they foretell general results, are yet silent on
the means by which such are accomplished, being often the
very reverse of what we expect, or even desire.—But why
talk I of these mysteries to thee, Oliver, who art in so far
worse than the very devil, who is thy namesake, since he
believes and trembles ; whereas thou art an infidel both to
religion and to science, and wilt remain so till *thine own
destiny is accomplished, which, as thy horoscope and physiog-
nomy alike assure me, will be by the intervention of the
gallows {7

“And if it indeed shall be so,” said Oliver, in a resigned
tone of voice, “it will be so ordered, because I was too
grateful a servant to hesitate at executing the commands of
my royal mastex”
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by any one.—True it is, that when I was only a refugee
and an exile, I Was served upon gold plate by order of the
same Charles, who accounted silver too mean for the Dauphin,
though he seems to hold that metal too rich for the King of
France. Well, Oliver, we will to bed—OQur resolution has
been made and executed ; there is nothing to be done but
to play manfully the game on which we have entered. I
know that my cousin of Burgundy, like other wild bulls,
shuts his eyes when he begins his career. I have but to
watch that moment, like one of the tauridors whom we saw
at Burgos, and his impetuosity places him at my mercy,”

CHAPTER XXVIL
THE EXPLOSION,

*Tis listening fear, and dumb amazement all,

When to the startled eye, the sudden glance

Appears far south, cruptive through the cloud,
THOMSON'S Suttnter.

THE preceding chapter, agreeable to its title, was designed
as a retrospect, which might enable the reader fully to under-
stand the terms upon which the King of France and the
Duke of Burgundy stood together, when the former, moved,
partly perhaps by his belief in astrology, which was repre-
sented as favourable to the issue of such a measure, and in
a great measure doubtless by the conscious superiority of his
own powers of mind over those of Charles, had adopted the
extraordinary, and upon any other ground altogether inex-
plicable, resolution of committing his person to the faith
of a fierce and exasperated enemy-——a resolution also the
more rash and unaccounmble,xas there were various examples
in that stormy time to show, that safe-conducts, however
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to detach them from the banners of Burgundy and bring
them back to his own, and resolved for that purpose, that
he would cause those to whom he attached the greatest im-
portance to be secretly sounded by Oliver and other agents.

He himself laboured diligently, but at the same time
cautiously, to make interest with the Duke’s chief officers
and advisers, employing for that purpose the usual means of
familiar and frequent notice, adroit flattery, and liberal
presents ; not, as he represented, to alienate their faithful
services from their noble master, but that they might lend
their aid in preserving peace betwixt France and Burgundy,
—an end so excellent in itself, and so obviously tending to
the welfare of both countries, and of the reigning Princes of
cither. .
The notice of so great and so wise a King was in itself
a mighty bribe; promises did much, and direct gifts, which
the customs of the time permitted the Burgundian courtiers
to accept without scruple, did still more. During a boar-
hunt in the forest, while the Duke, eager always upon the
immediate abject, whether business or pleasure, gave himself
entirely up to the ardour of the chase, Louis, unrestrained
by his presence, sought and found the means of speaking
secretly and separately to many of those who were reported
tojhave most interest with Charles, among whom 1’Hymber-
court and Comiues were not forgotten ; nor did he fail to
mix up the advances which he made towards those two
distinguished persons with praises of the valour and military
skill of the first, and of the profound sagacity and literary
talents of the future historian of the period.

Such an opportunity of personally conciliating, or, if the
reader pleases, corrupting, the ministers of Charles, was per-
haps what the King had proposed to himself, as a principal
object of his visit, even if his art should fail to cajole the
Duke himself, The connection betwixt France and Bur
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against William de la Marck and his discontented subjects;
but he consoled himself, that the appearance of this force,
joined with the- directions which he had sent by faithful
messengers, would serve to prevent any premature disturb-
ances in that country, the breaking out of which might, he
foresaw, render his present situation very precarious.

. The Court upon this occasion dined in the forest when the
hour of noon armived, as was common in those great hunting
parties ; an arrangement at this time particularly agreeable to
the Duke, desirous as he was to abridge that ceremonious and
deferential solemnity with which he was otherwise under the
necessity of receiving King Louis. In fact, the King’s know-
ledge of human nature had in one particular misled him on
this remarkable occasion. He thought that the Duke would
have been inexpressibly flattered to have received such a mark
of condescension and confidence from his lege lord ; but he
forgot that the dependence of this Dukedom upon the Crown
of France was privately the subject of galling mortification to
a Prince so powerful, so wealthy, and so proud as Chatles,
whose aim it certainly was to establish an independent king-
dom. The presence of the King at the Court of the Duke
of Burgundy, imposed on that prince the necessity of ex-
hibiting himself in the subordinate character of a vassal,
and of discharging many rites of feudal observance and
deference, which, to one of his haughty disposition, re-
sembled derogation from the character of a Sovereign Prince,
which on all occasions he affected as far as possible to
sustain.

But although it was possible to avoid much ceremony by
having the dinner upon the green turf, with sound of bugles,
broaching of barrels, and all the freedom of a silvan meal, it
was necessary that the evening repast should, even for that
very reason, be held with more than usual solemnity.

. Previous orders for this purpose had heen given, and,
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upon returning to Peronne, King Louis found 2 banguet
prepared with such a profusion of splendounr and magoie
ficence, 23 became the wealth of his fommidable vassal,
possessed as he was of almost all the Low Countries, then
the richest portion of Europe. At the head of the long
board, which groaned under plate of gold and silver, filled
1o profusion with the most exquisite dainties, sat the Duke,
and on his sight hand, npon a seat more elevated than his
awn, was placed his royal guest. Behind hum stood on one
side the son of the Duke of Gueldres, who officiated as his
grand carver-—on the other, Le Glorleux, his jester, without
whom he seldom stirred ; for, like most men of his hasty
and coarse character, Charles carried to extremity the general
taste of that age for court fools and jesters—experiencng
that pleasure in their display of eccentricity and wental in-
firmity, which his more acute, but not more benevolent
tival, loved better to extract from marking the imperfections
ofh ity in its nobler speci and finding subject for
mirth in the “fears of the brave, and follies of the wise.”
And indeed, if the anecdote related by Brantome be true,
that a court fool, having overheard Louis, n one of his
agonies of repentant devotion, confess his accession to the
poisoning of his brother, Henry, Count of Guyenne, dvalged
it next day at dinner before the assembled court, that mon-
arch might be supposed rather more than satisfied with the
pleasantries of professed jesters for the rest of his life.

But, on the present oceasion, Louis neglected not to take
notice of the favourite buffoon of the Duke, and to appland
his repartees ; which he did the rather, that he thought he
saw that the folly of Le Glorieux, however grassly it was
sometimes displayed, covered more than the usual quantity
of shrewd and caustic observation praper to his class,

In fict, Tiel Wetzweiler, caled Le Glorleux, was by no
means & jester of the common stamp.  He was a wll, fives
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only badges of his office which his dress exhibited. In
other tespects, it was such as to match with that of the most
courtly nobles. His bonnet displayed a medal of gold; he
wore a chain of the sume metal around his neck ; and the
fashion of his rich garments was not much more fantastic
than those of young gallants who have their clothes made in
the extremity of the existing fashion.

To this personage Charles, and Louis, in imitation of his
host, often 2dd d th lves during the i ;
and both seemed to manifest, by hearty laughter, their
Zmusement at the answers of Le Glorieux.

“Whose seats be those that are vacant ?” said Charles to
the jester.

“QOne of those at least should be mine by right of succes-
sion, Charles,” seplied Le Gloneux.

“IVhy so, knave ?” said Charles,

" #Because they belong to the Siewr D’'Hymbercourt and
Des Comines, who are gone so far to fly their falcons, that
they have forgot their supper. They who would rather look
at a kite on the wing than a pheasant on the board, are of
kin to the fool, and he should succeed to the stools, as a part
of their movable estate.”

“That is but a stale jest, my friend Tiel,” said the Duke;
“but, fools or wise men, here come the defaulters.”

As he spoke, Comines and I’Hymbercourt entered the
room, and, after having made therr reverence to the two
fn’ncd, assumed in silence the seats which were left vacant

for

“What ho! sirs,” exclaimed the Duke, addressing them,
“gour sport has been either very good or very bad, to Jead
you so far and so late, Sir Philip des Comines, you are
dejected—hath D’Hymbercourt won so heavy a wager on
you?—You are a philosopher, and should not grieve at bad
fortune — By Saint George | D'Hymbercourt looks as sad as
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thou dost.—How now, sirs? - Have you found no game?
or have you lost your falcons? or has a witch crossed your
way? or has the Wild Huntsman® met you in theforest? By
my honour, you seem as if you were come to 2 funeral, not a
festival.” -

While the Duke spoke, the eyes of the company were all
directed towards D’Hymbercourt and Des Comines ; and the
embarrassment and dejection of their countenances, neither
being of that class of persons to whom such expression of
anxious melancholy was natural, became so remarkable, that
the mirth and laughter of the company, which the rapid cir-
culation of goblets of excellent wine had raised to a consider-
able height, was gradually hushed; and, without being able
to assign any reason for such a change in their spirits, men
spoke in whispers to each other, as on the eve of expecting

\_ some strange and important tidings.

“What means this silence, Messires?” said the Duke,
elevating his voice, which was naturally harsh. “If you
bring these strange looks, and this stranger silence, into fes-
tivity, we shall wish you had abode in the marshes seeking
for herons, or rather for woodcocks and howlets.”

“My gracious lord,” said Des Comines, “as we were
about to return hither from the forest, we met the Count of
Crévecceur.”

' How ! ” said the Duke ; “ already returned from Brabant ?
—but he found all well there, doubtless?”

*“The Count himself will presently give your Gtace an
account of his news,” said D’Hymbercourt, “which we have
heard but imperfectly,”

“ Body of me, where is the Count?” said the Duke.

“He changes his dress, to wait upon your Highness,”
answered D’Hymbercourt. :

* The famous apparition, sometimes called le Grand Veneur, Sully
gives some noveunt of this henting epactrs,
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stamping with his foot with such fury, that he dashed in
pieces the footstool which was placed before him. *Bar
the doors of this hall, gentlemen—secure the windows—let
no stranger stir from his seat, upon pain of instant death *—
Gentlemen of my chamber, draw your swords”  And turn-
iny upon Louis, he advanced his own hand slowly and de-
Iiberately to the hilt of his weapon, while the King, without
cither showing fear or assuming a defensive posture, only
said—

“These news, fair cousin, have staggered your reason.”

“No!” rephed the Duke, in 2 tern'le tone, “but they
have awakened a just rcsentment, which I have too long
suffered to be stfied by tnvial considerations of circum-
stance and place. Murderer of thy brother ' rebel agatnst
thy parent L—tyrant over thy subjects '—treacherous ally I—
perjured King l—dishonoured gentleman t—thou art in my
power, and I thank God for 1t.”

“Rather thank my folly,” sard the King; “for when we
met on equal terms at Montl'hery, methinks you wished
yourself fasther from me than we are now.”

The Duke still held his hand on the hilt of his sword,
but refruned to draw his weapon, or to sirke a foe, who
offered no sort of resistance which could i anywise proveke
violence.

Meanwhule, wild and general confusion spread itself throuzh
the hall. The doors were now fastened and guarded by
order of the Duke, but several of the French nobles, few
as they were in number, started from thewr seats, and pre-
pared for the defence of their Sovereign.  Louss had spoken
not a word either to Orleans or Dunoss since they were
Tiberated from restramt at the Castle of Loches, if it could
be termed liberation, to be dragged in King Louiss tram,
objects of suspicion evidently, rather than of respec
regard; but, nevertheless, the soice of Dunois wat
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stamping with his foot with such fury, that he dashed in
pieces the footstool which was placed before him  *“Bar
the doors of this hall, gentlemen—secure the windows—Ilet
no stranger stir from his seat, upon pain of instant death !—
Gentlemen of my chamber, draw your swords.” And tum-
ing upon Louis, he advanced lus own hand slowly and de-
liberately to the hilt of his yeapon, while the King, without
either showing fear or assummg’a defensive posture, only
said—

“These news, fair cousin, have staggered your reason.”

“No!” rephed the Duke, in a tern'le tone, “but they
have awakened a just resentment, which 1 have too long
suffered to be stifled by trivial considerations of circum-
stance and place. Murderer of thy brother! rebel against
thy parent !I—tyrant over thy subjects I—treacherous ally {—
perjured King l—dishonoured gentleman '—thou art in my
power, and I thank God for it.”

“Rather thank my folly,” said the King; “for when we
met on equal terms at Montlhery, methinks you wished
yourself farther from me than we are now.”

The Duke still held his hand on the hilt of tus sword,
but refrained to draw his weapon, or to strike a foe, who
offered no sort of resistance which could in anywise provoke
violence,

Meanvwhile, wild and general confusion spread itself through
the hall. The doors were now fastened and guarded by
order of the Duke; but several of the French nobles, few
as they were in number, started from therr seats, and pre-
pared for the defence of their Sovereign.  Lows had spoken
not a word either to Orleans or Dunois since they were
iberated from restraint at the Castle of Loches, if 1t could
be termed liberation, to be dragged in King Lows’s train,
objects of suspicion evidently, rather than of respect Axnd
regard; but, nevertheless, the voice of Dunois was first
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heard above the tumult, addressing himself to the Duke of
Burgundy.—* Sir Duke, you have forgotten that you are 2
vassal of France,-and that we, your guests, are Frenchmen.
If you lift a hand against our Monarch, prepare to sustain
the utmost effects of our despair; for, credit me, we shall
feast as high with the blood of Burgundy as we have done
with its wine.—~Courage, my Lord of Orleans—and you,
gentlemen of France, form yourselves round Dunois, and do
as he does!”

It was in that moment when a King might see upon what
tempers he could certainly rely. The few independent nobles
and knights who attended Louis, most of whom had only
received from him frowns of discountenance, unappalled by
the display of infinitely superior force, and the certainty of
destruction in case they came to blows, hastened to array
themselves around Dunois, and, led by him, to press towards
the head of the table where the contending Princes were
seated.

On the contrary, the tools and agents whom Louis had
dragged forward out of their fitting and natural places, into
importance which was not due to them, showed cowardice
and cold heart, and, remaining still in their seats, seemed
resolved not to provoke their fate by intermeddling, whatever
might become of their benefactor.

The first of the more generous party was the venerable
Lord Crawford, who, with an agility which no one would
have expected at his years, forced his way through all opposi-
tion (which was the less violent, as many of the Burgundians,
either from a point of honour, or a secret inclination to pre-
vent Louis’s impending fate, gave way to him), and threw
himself boldly between the King and the Duke. He then
placed his bonnet, from which his white hair escaped in
dishevelled tresses, upon .one side of his head—his pale
cheek and withered brow colouted, and his aged eye light-
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ened with all the fire of a gallant who s about to dare some
desperate action. His cloak was flung over one shoulder,
and his action intimated his readiness to wrap it about his
left arm, while he unsheathed his sword with his right.

“1 have fought for s father and hus grandsire,” that was
all he said, “and, by Saint Andrew, end the matter as it
will, T will not fail him at this pinch.”

What has taken some time to narrate, happened, in fact,
with the speed of hight ; for sa seon as the Duke assumed
his threatening posture, Crawford had thrown himself be-
twixt him and the object of his vengeance ; and the French
gentleraen, drawing topether a5 fast as they could, were
crowding to the same point.

The Duke of Burgundy stilt remained with his band on
kis sword, and seemed in the act of going the signal for a
genesal onset, which must necessarily bave ended in the
massacre of the weaker party, when Créveccenr rushed
forward, and exclaimed, in a voice Mhe a trumpet,—“ My
liege Tord of Burgundy, beware what you do}  Ths is your
hall—you are the King's vassal~do not spill the blood of
your guest on your bearth, the blood of your Sovereign on
the threnc you have erected for him, and to which he came
under your safeguard.  For the sake of your house’s honour,
do not attempt to revenge one honid murder by another yet
worsel”

“Out of my read, Cravecoeur,” answered the Duke, “and
let my vengeatice pass f—Out of my path l—~The wrath of
kings i3 to be dreaded like that of Heaven”

“Only when, like that of Heaven, it is sust” answered
Cryvectenr fimmly~* Let me pray of you, ray lord, to tan
the violence of your temper, however justly offended.—And
for you, my Lotds of France, where reuistance 1s unavaibing,
let me recommend you to forbeat whatever tmay lead towards
bloodshed™
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“He is right,” said Louis, %hose coolness forsook him
not in that dreadful moment, and who casily foresaw, that if
a brawl should commence, more violence would be dared
and done in the heat of blood, than was likely to be at-
tempted if peace were preserved.—*My cousin Orleans—
kind Dunois—and you, my trusty Crawford—bring not on
ruin and bloodshed by taking offence too hastily. Our
cousin the Duke is chafed at the tidings of the death of a
near and loving friend, the venerable Bishop of Liege, whose
slaughter we lament as he does. Ancient, and, unhappily,
recent subjects of jealousy, lead him to suspect us of having
abetted a crime which our bosom abhors. Should our host
murder us on this spot—us, his King and his kinsman, -
under a false impression of our being accessory tothis

. unhappy accident, our fate will be Iittle lightened, but,
“on the contrary, greatly aggravated, by your stirring.—
“herefore, stand back, Crawford—Were it my last word,

-1 speak as a King to his officer, and demand obedience
—Stand back, and if it is required, yield up your sword.
I command you to do so, and your oath obliges you to
obey.”

*True, true, my lord,” said Crawford, stepping back, and
returning to the sheath the blade he had half drawn—“1t
may be all very true; but, by my honour, if I were at the
head of threescore and ten of my brave fellows, instead of
being loaded with more than the like number of years, I
would try whether I could have some reason out of these
fine gallants, with their golden chainsand ! ped-up bonnets,
with braw-warld dyes and devices on them.’

The Duke stood with his eyes fixed on the ground for a
considerable space, and then said, with bitter irony, *Créve-
ceear, you say well; and it concerns our honour that our
obligations to this great King, our honoured and loving guest,
he not so hastily adjusted, as in our hasty anger we had at
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which a brave man eyes the menacing gestures of a Junatic,
whilst conscious that his own steadiness and composure
operate as an insensible and powerful check on the rage
even of insanity.

Crawford, at the ngs,command threw his sword to
Criveceeur, saying, “Take1t! and the devil give you joy of
it—It is no dishonour to the rightful owner who yields
it, for we have had no fair play.”

“Hold, gentlemen,” said the Duke, in 2 broLen vome, as
one whom passion had almost deprived of utterance, “retain
your swords ; it is sufficient you promise not to use them,
—And you, Louis of Valois, must regard yourself as my
prisoner, until you are cleared of having abetted sacrilege
and murder. Have him to the Castle—Have him to Earl
Herbert’s Tower. Let him have six gentlemen of his train
to attend him, such as he shall choose—My Lord of
Crawford, your guard must leave the Castle, and shall be
honourably quartered elsewhere, Up with every drawbridge,
and down with every portcullis—Let the gates of the town
be trebly guarded—Draw the floating bridge to the right-hand
side of the river—Bring round the Castle my band of Black
Walloons, and treble the sentinels on every post!—VYau .
D’Hymbercourt, look that patrols of horse and foot make the
round of the town every half-hour during the night, and
every hour during the next day,—if indeed such ward shall
be necessary after daybreak, for it is like we may be sudden
in this matter.—Look to the person of Louis, as you love
your life}”

He started from the table in fierce and moody haste, darted
a glance of mortal enmity at the King, and rushed out of the
apartment.

“Sirs,” said the King, looking with dignity around hxm,

“grief for the death of his ally hath made your Prince frantic.
I trust you know better your duty, as knights and noblemen,
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than to abet him in his treasomable violence against the
person of his liege Lord”

At this moment was heard in the streets the sound of
drums beating, and homns Blowing, to call out the soldiery in

every direction.
“We are,” sald Criveceeur, who acted as the Marshal of
the Dike’s household, subjects of dy, and must do

our duty as such. Qur hopes and prayers, and our efforts,
will not be wanting to bringg about peace and union between
your Majesty and our liege Lord. Meantime, we must obey
his commands. These other lords and knights will be proud
to ibute to the ience of the jllustrious Duke of
Orleans, of the brave Dunols, and the stout Lord Crawford.
1 mysell must be your Majesty’s chambetlain, 2nd bring you
1o your apartments in other guise than would be my desire,
remembering the hospitahity of Flessis. You have only to
choose your attendants, whom the Duke's commands limit
to six”

“Then,” said the King, looking around him, and thinking
for 2 momeny~“1 desire the attendance of Olwer le Dam,
of a ptivate of my Lifeguard, called Balafré, who may be
unarmed if you will—of Tristan VHermie, with two of s
people—and my right foyal and trusty philosopher, Martius
Galeottl”

“Your Majesty's will shall be complied with 1 all ponts,”
said the Count de Crévecceur  “Galeottr,” he added, after
2 moment’s inquiry, “is, 1 understang, at present supping 1n
some buxom company, but he shall instantly be sent for;
the others will obey your Majesty’s command vpon the
instant”

“Forward, then, to the new abode, which the hospitality
of our cousin provides for us,” said the King. *We know
it is strong, and have only to hope it may be in 2 corre

sponding degres sals
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“ Heard you the choice which King Louis has made of his
attendants ? " said Le Glorieux to Count Crévecceur apart, as
they followed Louis from the hall.

“Surely, my merry gossip,” replied the Count,—* What
hast thou to object to them?”

“Nothing, nothing—only they are a rare electionl—A
panderly barber—a Scottish hired cut-throat—a chief hang-
man and his two assistants, and a thieving charlatan.—I
will along with you, Crévecceur, and take a lesson in the
degrees of roguery, from observing your skill in marshalling
them. The devil himself could scarce have summoned such
a synod, or have been a better president amongst them.”

Accordingly, the alllicensed jester, seizing the Count’s
arm familiarly, began to march along with him, while, under
a strong guard, yet forgetting no semblance of respect, he
conducted the King towards his new apartment.®

CHAPTER XXVIIL
UNCERTAINTY.

~——Then happy low, lic down;
Uneasy lics the head that wears a crown,
Henry IV., Part Second,

ForTy men-at-arms, carrying alternately naked swords and
blazing torches, served as the escort, or rather the guard, of
King Louis, from the town-hall of Peronne to the Castle;
and as he entered within its darksome and gloomy strength,
it scemed as if a voice screamed in his car that warning
which the Florentine has inscribed over the portal of the
infernal regions, “Leave all hope behind t”

At that moment, perhaps, some feeling of remorse might

® Mete VILL,
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have crossed the King's mind, had he thought on the
bundreds, nay thousands, whom withont cause, or on Tight
suspicion, he had committed to the abysses of his dungeons,
deprived of atl hape of liberty, and Joathing cven the life to
which they clung by animal instinct.

‘The broad glare of the torches outfacing the pale moon,
which was more obscured on this than on the former night,
and the red smoky hght which they dispersed around the
ancient buildings, gave a darker shade to that buge donjon,
called the Earl Herbert's Tower. It was the same that
Louis had viewed with misgiving presentiment on the pre-
ceding evening, and of which he was now doomed to become
an inhabitant, under the terror of what viclence soever the
wrath{ul temper of hus overgrown vassal might tempt him to
exercise in those secret recesses of despotism.

To aggravate 1he King's pamful feelings, he saw, as he
crossed the courtyard, severat bodies, over each of which
had been hasuly flung a military cloak.  He was not long
of discerning that they were corpses of slan archers of the
Scottish Guard, who having disputed, as the Count Cré-
veceeur jnformed im, the command given them to quit
the post near the King's apartments, a brawl had ensued
between them and the Duke’s Walloon body-guards, and
before it could be composed by the officers on either side,
several lives had been Yost,

“My trusty Scots!” smd the King, as he looked upon
this mefancholy spectacle; “had they brought only man to
man, all Flanders, ay, and Burgundy to boot, had not fur-
nished champions to mate you.”

“Yes, an it please your Majesty,” said Balafed, who at-
tended close behind the King, * Maistery mows the meadow
—-few men can fight maore than two at once. I myself never
care to tmeet three, unless it be in the way of specual duty,
when ane must not stand to count heads”

Fd
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have crossed the King’s mind, had he thought on the
hundreds, nay thousands, whom without cause, or on light
suspicion, he had committed to the abysses of his dungeons,
deprived of all hope of liberty, and loathing cven the life to
which they clang by animal instinct,

‘The broad glare of the torches outfacing the pale moon,
which was more obscured on this than on the former night,
and the red smoky light which they dispersed around the
ancient buildings, gave a darker shade to that huge donjon,
called the Earl Herbert's Tower. It was the same that
Louis had viewed with misgiving presentiment on the pre-
ceding evening, and of which he was now doomed to become
an inhabitant, under the termmor of what violence soever the
wrathful temper of his overgrown vassal might tempt him to
exercise in thase sectet recesses of despotism.

To aggravate the King's painful feelings, he saw, as he
crossed the courtyard, several bodies, over each of which
had been hastily flung a military cloak. He was not long
of discerning that they were corpses of slain archers of the
Scottish Guard, who having disputed, as the Count Cré-
vecour informed him, the command given them to quit
the post near the King’s apartments, a brawl had ensued
between them and the Duke’s Walloon bodyguards, and
before it could be composed by the officers on either side,
several lives had been lost.

“My trusty Scots1” said the King, as he looked upon
this melancholy spectacle; *had they brought only man to
man, all Flanders, ay, and Burgundy to boot, had not fur-
nished champions to mate you.”

“Yes, an it please your Majesty,” said Balafré, who at-
tended close behind the King,  Maistery mows the meadow
—few men can fight more than two at once. I myself never
care to meet three, unless it be in the way of special duty,
when one must not stand to count heads.”
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put in order, such was the hurry of the notice sent to
him; and adding, that, in truth, the apartment had not
been in use for twenty years, and rarely before that time,
so far as ever he had heard, since the time of King Charles
the Simple.

“XKing Charles the Simple!” echoed Lonis; “I know the
history of the Tower now.—He was here murdered by his
treacherous vassal, Herbert, Earl of Vermandois—So say
our annals. I knew there was something conceming the
Castle of Peronne which dwelt on my mind, though I could
not recall the circumstance.—Zere, then, my predecessor
was shin?”

“Not here, not exactly here, and please your Majesty,”
said the old Seneschal, stepping with the eager haste of a
cicerone, who shows the curiosities of such a place—"Not
here, but in the side-chamber a little onward, which opens
from your Majesty’s bedchamber.”

He hastily opened a wicket at the upper end of the hall,
which led into a bedchamber, small, as is usual in such old
buildings ; but, even for that reason, rather more comfortable
than the waste hall through which they bad passed. Some
hasty preparations had been here made for the King’s accom-
modation. Arras had been tacked up, 2 fire hghted in the
rusty grate, which had been long unused, and a pallet lad
down for those gentlemen who were to pass the might in his
chamber, as was then usual.

“We will get beds in the hall for the rest of your attend-
ants,” said the garrulous old man; “but we have had such
brief notice, if it please your Majesty—And if it please your
Majesty to look upon this little wicket behind the arras, 1t
opens into the little old cabinct in the thickness of the wall
where Charles was slain ; and there is & secret passage from
below, which admitted the men who were to deal with him.
And your Majesty, whose cyesight I hope 1s better than mine,
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may see the blood still on the oak-ﬁcor, though the thing
was done five hundred years ago.”

While he thus spoke, he kept fumbling to open the postem
of which he spoke, until the King said, * Forbear, old man
—forbear but a little while, when thou mayest have a newer
tale to tell, and fresher blood to show.—My Lord of Créve-
cceur, what say you ?”

«T can but answer, Sire, that these two interior apartments
are as much at your Majesty’s disposal as those in your own
Castle at Plessis, and that Crévecceur, 2 name never black-
ened by treachery or assassination, has the guard of the
exterior defences of it.”

“But the private passage into that closet, of which the old
man speaks?” This King Louis said in a low and anxious
tone, holding Crevecceur’s arm fast with one hand, and
pointing to the wicket door with the other.

“It must be some dream of Mornay’s,” said Crévecceur,
“or some old and absurd tradition of the place ,——but we
will examine.”

He was about to open the closet door, when Louis
answered, “No, Crévecceur, no—Your honour is sufficient
warrant.—But what will your Duke do with me, Crévecceur?
He cannot hope to keep me long a prisoner ; and—in short,
give me your opinion, Crévecceur.” ‘

#My Lord and Sire,” said the Count, “how the Duke of
Burgundy must resent this horrible cruelty on the person of
his near relative and ally, is for your Majesty to judge; and
what right he may have to consider it as.instigated by your
Majesty’s emissaries, you only can know. But my master is
noble in his disposition, and made incapable, even by the
very strength of his passions, of any underhand practices.
Whatever he does, will be done in the face of day, and
of the two nations. And I can but add, that it will be the
wish of every counsellor around him—excepting perhaps one

o~
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~—that he should behave in this matter with mildness and
generosity, as well as justice®

“Ahl Creveceeur,” said Lowis, taking his hand as if
affected by some painful recollections, *“how happy is the
Prince who has counsellors near him, who can guard him
against the effects of his own angry passions! Their names
will be read in golden letters, when the history of his reign
is perused—Noble Crdveccenr, had it been my lot to have
such 2s thou art about ~y person1”

“Jthad in that case been your Majesty’s study to have
got rid of them as fast as you could,” said Le Glorieux.

“ Ahat Sir Wisdom, art thou there?™ said Louis, tumning
round, and mstzmly changing the pathetic tone in which
he had add d Cre and adopting with facility one
which had a turn of gaiety m it-—*Hast #5ou followed us
hither?®

Ay, sir,” answered Le Glorienx, *Wisdom must follow
in motley, where Folly leads the way in purple.”

« How shali T that, Sir Sol M d Louis
~—*Wouldst thou change conditions with me?”

“Not I, by my halidome,” quoth Le Glorieux, “if you
would give me fifty crowns to boot.”

“Why, wherefore so?—Methinks 1 could be well enough
contented, 23 princes go, to have thee for my king.”

“ Ay, Sire,” replied Le Glorieux; “but the question is,
whether, judging of your Majesty’s wit from its having
Jodged you here, I should not have cause to be ashamed
of having so dull a fool.”

“Peace, sirrnh I” said the Count of Crévecceur; “your
tongue runs too fast.”

“Lat it ke its course,” said the King; “¥ know of no
such fair subject of raillery, as the follies of those who should
know better.—Here, my sagacious friend, take this purse of
gold, and with it the advice, never 1o be so great a fool as +
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to deem yourself wiser than other people. Prithee, do me
so much favour as to inguire after my astrologer, Martius
Galeotti, and send him hither to me presently.”

«1 will, without fail, my Liege,” answered the jester;
“and I wot well I shall find him at Jan Dopplethur’s; for:
philosophers, as well as fools, know where the best wine is
sold.” ’

“Tet me pray for free entrance for this learned person
through your guards, Seignior de Crévecceur,” said Louis.

*For his entrance, unquestionably,” answered the Count;
“but it grieves me to add, that my instructions do not
authorise me to permit any one to quit your Majesty’s apart-
ments.—I wish your Majesty a good night,” he subjoined,
“and will presently make such arrangements in -the outer
hall, as may put the gentlemen who are to inhabit it, more
at their ease.”

“Give yourself no trouble for them, Sir Count,” replied
the King, “they are men accustomed to set hardships at
defiance ; and, to speak truth, excepting that I wish to see
Galeotti, I would desire as little farther communication
from without this night as may be consistent with your in-
structions.”

*These are, to leave your Majesty,” replied Crivecceur,
“undisputed possession of your own apartments. Such are
my master’s orders.”

“Your master, Count Créveceeur,” answered Louis, “ whom
I may also term mine, is a right gracious master.—My
dominions,” he added, “are somewhat shrunk in compass,
now that they have dwindled to an old hall and a bed-
chamber; but they are still wide enough forall the subjects
which I can at present boast of.”

The Count of Créveccenr took his leave; and shortly
after, they could hear the noise of the sentinels moving to
their posts, accompanied with the word of command from
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«Charles the Simple—Charles the Simple!—what will
posterity call the eleventh Louis, whose blood will pro-
bably soon refresh the stains of thine? Louis the Fool—
Louis the Driveller—Louis the Infatnated—are all terms too
slight to mark the extremity of my idiocy! To think these
hot-headed Liegeois, to whom rebellion is as natural as
their food, would remain quiet—to dream that the Wild
Beast of Ardennes would, for a moment, be interrupted in
his career of force and bloodthirsty brutality—to suppose
that I could use reason and arguments to any good purpose
with Charles of Burgundy, until I had tried the force of
such exhortations with success upon a wild bull—Foo], and
double idiot that I was} But the villain Martius shall not
escape—He has been at the bottom of this, he and the vile
priest, the detestable Balue.* If I ever get out of this danger,
I will tear from his head the Cardinal's cap, though I pull
the scalp along with it! But the other traitor isin my hands
—I am yet king enough-—have yet an empire roomy enough
—~for the punishment of the quack-salving, word-mongering,
star-gazing, lie-coining impostor, who has at once made »
prisoner and a dupe of me!—~The conjunction of the con-
stellations—ay, the conjunction-—He must talk nonsense
which would scarce gull a thrice-sodden sheep’s-head, and I
must be idiot enough to think I understood him! But we
shall see presently what the conjunction hath really boded.
But first let me to my devotions.”

* Louis kept his promise of vengeance agrinst Cardinal La Balue,
whom he always blamed as having betrayed him to Burpundy. After
he had returned to his own kingdom, he caused his Iate favourite to be
immured in one of the iron cages at Loches. These were constructed
with horrible ingenuity, so that a person of ordinary size could neither
stand up at his full height nor lie Jengthwise in them. Some aseribe
this horrid device to Balue himself, At any rate, he was confined in one
of those dens for cleven years, nor did Louis permit him to be Jibemted
till his fast illnens,
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Above the little door, in memory perhaps of the deed
which had been done within, was a rude niche, containing a
crucifix cut in stone.  Upon this emblem the King fixed his
eyes, as if about to kneel, but stopped short, as if he appied
to the blessed image the principles of worldly policy, and
deemed it rash to appm:xch its presence w:thout hz\vmg
secured the private i of some supp
He therefore tumed from the crucifix as unworthy to look
upon it, and selecting from the images w\lh Whu:h 23 often
mentioned, his hat was letel }
tion of the Lady of Clery, Enelt down before it, and made
the following extraordinary prayer; in which, it is to be
d, the @ of his sup jon induced him, in
some degrce, tu consider the Vnrgm of Clery as & different
person from the Madonna of Embrun, a favourite idol, to
whom he often paid his vows.

“Sweet Lady of Clery,” he exclaimed, clasping his hands
and beating his breast while he spoke—~—* blessed Mother of
Mercy) thou who art omnipotent with Omnipotence, have
compassion with me a sinner! Tt is true that I have some-
thing neglected thee for thy blessed sister of Embrun; but 1
am a King, my power is great, my wealth boundless; and,
were it atherwise, T would double the gadelle on my subjects,
rather than not pay my debts to you both.  Undo these iron
doors—fill up these tremendous moats—lead me, as a mother
Jeads a child, out of this present and pressing danger! If 1
have given thy sister the county of Boulogne, to be held of
her for ever, have 1 no means of showing devotion to thee
also? Thou shalt have the broad and rich province of
Champagne 3 and its vineyards shall pour thewr abundance
into thy convent. I had promised the province to tmy brother
Charles; but he, thou knowest, is dead—poisoned by that
wicked Abbé of Saint John d'Angely, whom, if T Ine, Twill
punish }—1 promised this once before, but thus ume I wili
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« Nevertheless,” said the King, “it is not our pleasure
so to put thee in venture, Balafré. This traitor comes
hither, summoned by our command. We would . have
thee, so soon as thou canst find occasion, close up with
him, and smite him under the fifth xib—dost thou under-
stand me?”

“Truly 1 do,” answered Le Balafré; “but, if it please
your Majesty, this is a matter entirely out of my course of
practice. I could not kill you a dog, unless it were in hot
assault, or pursuit, or upon defiance given, or such like.”

“Why, sure Zhon dost not pretend to tenderness of
heart?” said the King; “thou who hast been first in storm
and siege, and most eager, as men tell me, on the pleasures
and advantages which are gained on such occasions by the
rough heart and the bloody hand ?”

“ My lord,” answered Le Balafré, “I have neither feared
nor spared your enemies, sword in hand. And an assault is
a desperate matter, under risks which raise a man’s blood
so, that, by Saint Andrew, it will not settle for an hour or
two,—which I call a fair license for plundering after a storm.
And God pity us poor soldiers, who are first driven mad
with danger, and then madder with victory. I have heard
of a legion consisting entirely of saints; and methinks it
would take them all to pray and intercede for the rest of
the army, and for all who wear plumes and corslets, buff-
coats and broadswords. But what your Majesty purposes
is out of my course of practice, though I will never deny
that it has been wide enough. As for the astrologer, if he
be a traitor, let him e’en die a traitor's death—I will neither
meddle nor make with it. Your Majesty has your Provost,
and two of his Marshals-men without, who are more fit for
dealing with him than a Scottish gentleman of my famxly
and standing in the service.”

“You say well,” said the King; “but, at least, it belongs
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to thy duty to prevent| interruption, and to guard the execu.
tion of my most just sentence.”

“1 will do so against all Peronne,” said Le Balafré,
*“Your Majesty need not doubt my fealty in that which I
can reconcile to my conscience, which, for mine own con-
venience and the servics of your royal Majesty, T can vouch
to be a pretty large one—at least, I know I have done some
deeds for your Majesty which I would mther have eaten a
handful of my own dagger than I would have done for
any else.”

Lot that vest" said the King; “and hear you~—when
Galeotti is admitted, and the door shut on him, do you
stand to your weapon, and guard the entrance on the inside
of the apartment. Let no one intrude—that is all T require
of you. Go hence, and send the Provost-Marshal to me.”

Balafré left the apartment accordingly, and in a minute
afterwards Tristan I'Hermite entered from the hall,

“Welcome, gossip,” said the King; * what thinkest thouy
of our situation? *

“ As of men sentenced to death,” said the Provot-Marshal,
“unless there come a repneve from the Duke.”

“Reptieved or not, he that decoyed us into this snare
shall go our foursfer to the next world, to take up lodgings
for us,” said the King, with a grisly and ferocious smile.
“Tristan, thou hast done many an act of brave justice—~firés
3 should have said fusis—~coronat opus,  Thou must stand
by me to the end.”

“1 will, my liege,” sud Tristan, “1 am but a plain fellow,

~ but Yam grateful. 1 will do my duty within these walls, ar
clsewhere; and while [ live, your Majesty’s breath shali
pour as | ial a note of cond and your
be as Yterally executed, as when you st on your own throne.
They may deal with me the next hour for it if they 1
care not.”
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”

“It is even what I expected of thee, my loving gossip,
said Louis; “but hast thon good assistance ?—the traitor is
strong and able-bodied, and will doubtless be clamorous for
aid. The Scot will do nought but keep the door ; and well
that he can be brought to that, by flattery and humouring,
Then Oliver is good for nothing but lying, flattering, and sug-
gesting dangerous counsels ; and, Ventre Saint-diex/ 1 think
is more like one day to deserve the halter himself, than to
use it to another. Have you men, think you, and means,
to make sharp and sure work?”

“7 have Trois-Eschelles and Petit-André with me,” said
he—* men so expert in their office, that out of three men,
they would hang up one ere his two companions were
aware. And we have all resolved to live or die with your

+ Majesty, knowing we shall have as short breath to draw

““when you are gone, as ever fell to the lot of any of our
patients. — But what is to be our present subject, an it
please your Majesty? I love to be sure of my man; for,
as your Majesty is pleased sometimes to remind me, I have
now and then mistaken the criminal, and strung up in his
place an honest labourer, who had given your Majesty no
offence.” :

“Most true,” said the other. * Know then, Tristan, that
the condemned person is Martius Galeotti—~You start, but
it is even as I say. The villain hath trained us all hither
by false and treacherous representations, that he might
put us into the hands of the Duke of Burgundy without
defence.”

“ But not without vengeance ! ” said Tristan ; “were it the
last act of my life, I would sting him home like an expiring
wasp, should I be crushed to pieces on the next instant {¥

1 know thy trusty spirit,” said the King, “and the plea-
sure which, like other good men, thou dost find in the dis-
charge of thy duty, since virtue, as the schoolmen say, is

“
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itsownreward But away, and prepare the priests, for the
victim approaches”

“Would you have it done in your own presence, my
gracious hege?” said Tristan,

Louis declined this offer ; but charged the Provost-Marshal
to have everything ready for the punctual execution of his
commands the moment the Astrologer left hus apartment ;
*for,” said the King, “I will see the villain once more, just
10 observe how he bears himself towards the master whom
he has led into the toils. I shall love to see the sense of
approaching death strike the colour from that ruddy cheek,
and dim that eye which laughed as it lied~~Ob, that there
were but another with him, whose counsels aided his prog-
nostications! But if I survive this—look to your scarlet,
my Lord Cardinal] for Rome shall scarce protect you—be
it spoken under favour of Saint Peter and the blessed Lady
of Clery, who is alf over mercy.—Why do you tarry? Go
get your grooms reads. I expect the willan instantly, I
pray to Heaven he take not fear and come not I—that were
indeed a baulk. Begone, Trstan—thou wert not wont to
be so slow when business was to be done”

“On the contrary, an 1t like your Majesty, you were ever
wont to say that I was too fast, and mistook your purpose,
and did the job on the wrong subject. Now, please your
Majesty to give me a sign, just when you pant with Galeotti
for the night, whether lh: business goes on or no. 1 have
known your Majesty once or twice change your mind, and
blame me for over-despatch.” ®

“Thou suspicious creature,” answered King Louis, “1 tell

. \ui!.:s,l:u!.u oqe!lm.:‘cl.omu.ﬂn!hni‘mw -Marshal
was ofien 30 precipitate 13 execution 83 to slay azotber person instesd of
Lim whom the Kirg had indieated.  This alwsys occanoned = double
aw:m.bruwmhu reverge of Louis was cever satzfed with o
vicariozs
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thee I will 707 change my mind ;—but to silénce thy remon-
strances, observe, if 1 say to the knave at parting, ¢ There is
a Heaven above us!’ then let the business go on; butif I
say, *Go in peace,’ you will understand that my purpose is
altered.” ’

“My head is somewhat of the dullest out of my own
department,” said Tristan YHermite, “Stay, let me re-
hearse—If you bid him depart in peace, I am to have him
dealt upon ?”

“ No, no—idiot, no!” said the King; “in that case you
let him pass free. Butif 1 suy, ‘ There 7s a Heaven adoye
#s/? up with him a yard or two nearer the planets he is so
conversant with.”

“1 wish we may have the means here,” said the Provost.

“Then u#p with him or doren with him, it matters not
which,” answered the King, grimly smiling.

“And the body,” said the Provost, “how shall we dis-
pose of it??”

“Let me see an instant,” said the King— the windows of
the hall are too narrow; but that projecting oriel is wide
enough. e will over with him into the Somme, and put a
paper on his breast, with the legend, * Let the justice of the
King pass toll-frece’ The Duke’s officers may seize it for
duties if they dare.”

The Provost-Marshal left the apartment of Louis, and
summoned his two assistants to council in an embrasure in
the great hall; where Trois-Eschelles stuck a torch against
the wall to give them light. They discoursed in whispers,
little noticed by Oliver le Dain, who seemed sunk in dejec-
tion, and Le Balafré, who was fast asleep.

“Comrades,” said the Provost to his executioners, * per-
haps you have thought that our vocation was over, or that,
at least, we were more likely to be the subjects of the duty
of others, than to have any more to discharge on our own
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mates ; for you have not here the fitting conveniences for
the exercise of your profession.”

“Now, our Lady of the Isle of Paris forbid,” said Trois-
Eschelles, “that the King’s command should find me desti-
tute of my tools! I always wear around my body Saint
Francis’s' cord, doubled four times, with a handsome loop at
the further end of it; for I am of the company of Saint
Trancis, and may wear his cowl when I am # exfremis—I
thank God and the good fathers of Saumur.” )

* And for me,” said Petit-André, “I have always in my
budget a handy block and sheaf, or a pulley as they call it,
with a strong screw for securing it where I list, in case we
should travel where trees are scarce, or high-branched from
the ground. I have found it a great convenience.”

“That will suit as well,” said the Provost-Marshal; “you
have but to screw your pulley into yonder beam above the
door, and pass the rope overjit. I will keep the fellow in
some conversation near the spot until you adjust the noose
under his chin, and then—"

“ And then we run up the rope,” said Petit-André, *and,
tchick ! our Astrologer is so far in Heaven, that he hath not
a foot on earth.”

“But these gentlemen,” said Trois-Eschelles, looking to-
wards the chimney, “ do not these help, and so take a handsel
of our vocation?”

“Hem! no,” answered the Provost; *“the barber only

" contrives mischief, which he leaves other men to execute ;
and for the Scot, he keeps the door when the deed is a-doing,
which he hath not spirit or quickness sufficient to partake in
more actively—every one to his trade.”

With infinite dexterity, and even a sort of professxonal
delight which sweetened the sense of their own precarious
situation, the worthy executioners of the Provost’s mandates
adapted their rope and pulley for putting in force the sentence
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which had been uttered agsinst Galeotti by the captive
Momarch—seeming 1o rejoice that that hst action was to be
aae so consistent with their past bfe.  Tristan YHermite sat
eyeing their proceedings with a species of stislaction ; while
Oliver paid ro attention to them whatever; and Ludovic
Lesly, if, awaked by the buste, he looked upon them atall,
considered them as engaged in matters entirely unconnected
with his own duty, and for which he was pot to be regarded
5 responsible in one way or othen®

CHAPTER XXIX
RECRDMINATION.

“Flry time is not yet out—the devil thou servest
Hssnozasyr d:stmd:hce. He uds
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In plain terms, be is still paramount over his own people,
yourself included, and Most Christian King of the old
dininghall in the Castle of Peronne, to which you, as bis
liege subject, are presently oblized to repain”

“1 attend you, sir,” said Martius Galeotti, and accom-
panied Le Glorieux accordingly—seeing, perhaps, that no
evasion was possible,

* Ay, sit,” said the Fool, 25 they went towards the Castle,
“you do well 3 for we treat our kineman 2s men use an old
famished lion i his cage, and thrust him now and then a
caif to mumble, to keep his old jaws in exercise.”

“ Do you mean,” said Martius, “that the King intends me
bodily injury 2=

*“Nay, that you can guess better than 1" said the jJester;
#for, though the night be cloudy, I warrant you can see the
stars through the mist. 1 know nothing of the matter, not
Y~—only my mother 2lwzys told me to go warily near an old
1at in 8 trap, for he was never so much dispased to bite*

The Astrologer zsked no more questions, and Le Glorienx,
according to the custom of thece of his class, continved to
run on in & wild and disordered strain of sareasm and folly
mingled together, until he delisered the philosopher to the
guand at the castlegate of Peronne; where he was pessed
from warder to warder, and ot length zdmitted within
Herbert’s Tower.

The hints of the jester had not been lost on Martivs
Galeott, and he saw eomething which seemed to confinm
them in the look and manner of Tristan, whose mode of
addressing him, 25 he marshalled him to the King's bed-

hamber, was lowering, sullen, and omi A dose
observer of what passed on earth, 25 well as among the
heavenly bodies, the pulley and the rope also caught the
Astrologer’s eye; and as the Iatter was in o sate of
tion, he condoded that seos oot who kad beewd
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the King, “is this dungean unreal?-~the weapons of the
guards of my detested enemy Burpundy, which you may
hear clash at the gate, are those shadows #~What, tritor,
are veal evils, if imptisonment, dethronement, and danger of
Iife, are not so?”

“Ignorance—ignarance, my brother, and prejudice”
answered the sage, with great ﬁmmss, “are the only real
evils. Believe me, that Iungs in the plenitude of power, it

d in § judice, are less free than sages
in a dungeon, and loaded wnh material chains. Towards
this true happiness it is mine to guide you—be it yours to
attend to my instructions.”

* Ang it is to such philosophical freedom that your lessons
would have guided me?” said the King, very bitterly. I
would you had told me at Plessis, that the dominion promised
me so liberally was an empire over my own passions ; that
the success of which I was assured, related to my progress
in philosophy; and that I might become as wise and as
learned as 2 strolling mountebank of Italy{ I might surely
have attained this mental di at a more mod
price than that of forfeiting the fairest crawn in Christendom,
and becoming tenant of a dungeon in Peronne! Go, sir,
and think not to escape condign punishment—ZThere is a
Heopen abore us)”

“Tleave younot to your fate,” replied Martws, “until T have
vindicated, even in your eyes, darkened as they are, that repu-
tation, 2 brighter gem than the brightest in thy crown, and at
which the world shall wonder, 2ges after 21l the race of Capet
are mouldered into oblivien in the chamnels of Saint Denis."

#Speak on,” said Louis; *thine impudence cannat make
me change my purposes or my opinion—VYet as I may never
again pass judgment a5 2 King, I will not censure thee un-
heard. Speak, then~—though the best thou canst say  be
to speak the truth.  Confess that Jam a dupe, thou
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postor, thy pretended science a dream, and the planets which
shine above us as little influential of our destiny, as their
shadows, when reflected in the river, are capable of altering
its course.”

« And how know’st thou,” answered the Astrologer boldly,
“the secret influence of yonder blessed lights? Speak'st
thou of their inability to influence waters, when yet thou
know'st that even the weakest, the moon herself,—weakest
because nearest to this wretched earth of ours,~—holds under
her détnination, not such poor streams as the Somme, but
the tides of the mighty ocean itself, which ebb and increase
as her disc waxes and wanes, and watch ber influence as
a slave waits the nod of a Sultana? And now, Louis of
Valois, answer my parable in turn—Confess, art thou not
like the foolish passenger, who becomes wroth with his. pilot
because he cannot bring the vessel into harbour without
experiencing occasionally the adverse force of winds and
currents? I could indeed point to thee the probable issue
of thine enterprise as prosperous, but it was in the power
of Heaven alone to conduct thee thither ; and if the path be
rough and ‘dangerous, was it in my power to smooth or
render it more safe? Where is thy wisdom of yesterday,
which taught thee so truly to discern that the ways of destiny
are often ruled to our advantage, though in opposition to
our wishes?”

“You remind me—you remind me,” said the King hastily,
*of one specific falsehood. You foretold, yonder Scot should
accomplish his enterprise fortunately for my interest and
heonour; and thou knowest it has so terminated, that no
more mortal injury could I have received, than from the im-
pression which the issue of that affair is like to make on the
excited brain of the Mad Bull of Burgundy. This is a direct
falsechood—Thou canst plead no evasion here—canst refer
to no remote favourable turn of the tide, for which, like an
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idiot sitting on the bank until the river shall pass away, thou
wouldst have me wait contentedly.—Here thy craft deceived
thee~Thou wert weak enough to make a specific prediction,
which has proved directly false.”

“Which will prove most firm and true” answered the
Astrologer boldly, “1 would desire no greater triumph of
art over ignorance, than that prediction and its accom-
plishment will afford, 1 told thee he would be faithful in
any honourable commussion—Hath he not been so 21 told
thee he would be scrapulous in aiding any evil enterprise—
Hath he not proved so? If you doubt it, go ask the Bohe-
mian, Hayraddin Maugeabin.”

The King here colouted deeply with shame and anger,

“1 told thee,” continued the Astrologer, “that the con-
junction of planets under which he set forth, augured danger
to the person——and tath not his path been beset by danger?
~~1 told thee that it augured an advantage to the sender—
and of that thou wilt soon have the benefit.”

“Seon have the benefit}” exclaimed the King; “Have I
not the result already, in disgrace and impnsonment ?”

“No,” answered the Astrologer, “the End is not as yet—
thine own tongue shall ere Jong confess the benefit which
thou hast received, from the manner in which the messenger
bore himself in discharging thy commission.”

“This is too—too msolent,” smd the King, “at once to
détceive and 1o insuit—DBut hence I—think not my wrongs
sholl be unavenged.—Zere is 4 Heaven above usl*®

Galeotti tumed to depart. " Vet stop,” said Lauis—*thou
bearest thine imposture bravely out—Let me hear your
answer to one guestion, and think ere you speak.~Can thy
pretended skill ascertan the hour of thine own death?”

#Only by referring to the fate of anather,” said Galeotth

“1 understand not thioe answer,” said Lowis.

“Know then, O King” sud Martivs, “that
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can tell with certainty concerning mine own death, that it
shall take place exactly twenty-four hours -before that of
your Majesty.” *

“Hal say'st thou?” said Louis, his countenance ag'un
altering.—* Hold-—hold——go not—ait one moment.—Saidst
thou, sy death should follow #%ine so closely?”

“Within the space of twenty-four hours,” repeated Gale-
otti firmly, “if there be one sparkle of true divination in
those bright and mysterious intelligences, which speak, each
on their courses, though without a tongue.—I wish your
Majesty good rest.”

“Hold—hold—go not,” said the King, taking him by the
arm, and leading him from the door. “Martius Galeotti, 1
have been a kind master to thee—enriched thee—made thee
my friend—my companion—the instructor of my studies.—
Be open with me, I entreat you—1Is there aught in this art
of yours in very deed?—-Shall this Scot’s, mission be, in
fact, propitious to me?—And is the measure of our lives
so very—uery neatly matched? Confess, my good Mattius,
you speak after the trick of your trade~Confess, I pray
you, and you shall have no displeasure at my hand. I am
in years—a prisoner—Tlikely to be deprived of a angdom»
to one in my condition truth is worth kingdoms, and it is
from thee, dearest Martius, that I must look for this in-
estimable jewel.”

“And I have lid it before your Majesty,” said Galeotti,
“at the risk that, in brutal passion, you might tum upon me
and rend me.”

*“Who, I, Galeotti? ” replied Louis mildly; *Alas! thou
mistakest me l—Am I not captive,—and should not I be
patient, especially sinte my anger can only show my impo-
tence ?—Tell me then in sincerity—Have you fooled me P—
Or is your science true, and do you truly report it?”

® Note X.—RMartius Grleattl,
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Your Maiesty il forgive ™° i 1 reply 0 you,” said
tius Galeotts tyhat time only—time an A
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archs of the period, cheated of his revenge by the influence
of superstition upon a selfish temper, and 2 mind to which,
from the consciousness of many crimes, the fear of death
was peculiarly terrible.

He felt, however, considerable mortification at being. ob-
liged to relinquish his purposed vengeance; and the disap-
pointment seemed to be shared by his satellites, to whom
the execution was to have been committed. Le Balafré
alone, perfectly indifferent on the subject, so soon as the
countermanding signal was given, left the door at which he
had posted himself, and in a few minutes was fast asleep.

The Provost-Marshal, as the group reclined themselves to
repose in the hall after the King retired to his bedchamber,
continued to eye the goodly form of the Astrologer, with the
look of the mastiff watching a joint of meat which the coock
had retrieved from his jaws, while his attendants communi-
cated to each other in bnef sentences -their characteristic
sentiments.

*“The poor blinded necromancer,” whispered Trois-Esch-
clles, with an air of spiritual unction and commiseration,
to his comrade, Petit-André, “hath lost the fairest chance
of cxpiating some of his vile sorceries, by dying through
means of the cord of the blessed Saint Francis! and I had’
purpose, indeed, to leave the comfortable noose around his
neck, to scare the foul fiend from his unhappy careass.”

“And 1,” said Petit-André, “have missed the rarest op-
portunity of knowing how far a weight of seventeen stone will
stretch a three-plied cord }—It would have been a glorious
experiment in ‘our line,~and the jolly old boy would have
died so easily | *

While this whispered dialogue was going forsard, Martius,
who had taken the opposite side of the huge stone fire-place,
round which the whole group was assembled, regarded them
askance, and with a look of suspicion. He first put his
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hand into his vest, and satisfied himself that the handle of
a very sharp double-edged poniard, which he always carried
about tum, was disposed conveniently for his grasp; for, as
we hiave piready noficed, he was, though now somewhat un.
wieldy, a powerful, athletic man, and prompt and active at
the use of his weapor,  Satisfied that this trusty mstrument
was in yeadiness, he next took from his bosom a scroll of
parchment, inseribed with Greek characters, and marked
with cabalistic signs, Grew together the wood in the fire-
place, and made a blaze by which he could distinguish the
{eatures and attitude of all who sat ot lay around-—the heavy
and deep slumbers of the Scottish soldier, who lay motion-
Iess, with his rough countenance as immavable as if it were
cast in bronze—the pale and anxous face of Ohver, who
at one time assumed the appearance of slumber, and again
opened his eyes and wised bis head hasuly, a3 1f stung by
some internal throe, or awakened by some distant sound—
the discontented, savage, bull-dog aspect of the Provost,
who looked
et frustrate of his wll,
Not half sufficed, and greedy yet to Wi} ™

. while the background was filled up by the ghastly hypo-
critical of Trois-Eschefles, whose eyes were
cast up towards Heaven, as if he was internally saying his
devotions ; and the gnm drollery of Petit-André, who amused
hirnself with mimickmng the gestures and wry faces of his
comrade before he betoak himself to sleep.

Amidst these volgar and ignoble countenances, nothing
could show to preater advantage than the stately form, hand-
some mien, and commanding features of the Astrologer,
who might have passed for one of the anctent magh, i
prisaned in a den of robbers, 2nd about to invoke 2 spuit
to accomplish his hiberation. And, indeed, had be
distinguished by nothing else than the beauty of the gr
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and flowing beard which descended over the mysterious roll
which he held in his hand, one might have been pardoned
for regretting that so noble an appendage had been bestowed
on one, who put both talents, learning, and the advantages
of eloquence and a majestic person, to the mean purposes
of a cheat and an xmpostor.

Thus passed the night in Count Herbert’s Tower, in the
Castle of Peronne. When the first light of dawn penetrated
the ancient Gothic chamber, the King summoned Oliver to
his presence, who found the Monarch sitting in his night-
gown, and was astonished at the alteration which one night
of mortal anxiety had made in his looks. He would have
expressed some anxiety on the subject, but the King silenced.
him by entering into a statement of the various modes by
which he had previously endeavoured to form friends at the
Court of Burgundy, and which QOliver was charged to prose-
cute so soon as he should be permitted to stir abroad. And
never was that wily minister more struck with the clearness
of the King’s intellect, and his intimate knowledge of all the
springs which influence human actions, than he was during
that memorable consultation.

About two hours afterwards, Oliver accordingly obtained
permission from the Count of Crévecceur to go out and exe-
cute the commissions which his master had entrusted hint
with ; and Louis, sending for the Astrologer, in whom he
seemed to have renewed his faith, held with him, in like
manner, a long consultation, the issue of which appeared
to give him more spirits and confidence than he had at
first exhibited ; so that he dressed himself, and received the
moming compliments of Crévecceur with a calmness, at which
the Burgundian Lord could not help wondering, the rather
that he had already heard that the Duke had passed several
hours in 2 state of mind which seemed to render the ng’s
rafety very precetione
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CHAPTER XXX.
UNCERTAINTY.

Our connsels waver like the unsteady bark,
That reels am:d the sinfe of meeting carresie
02 I'zy,

17 the night pessed by Lonis was carefully anxions and agi-
tated, that spent by the Duke of Burgundy, who had at no
time the same mastery aver his passions, and, mdeed, who
permitted them almost 2 free and uncontrolled dominion
over his actions, was still more disturbed.

According to the custom of the pmod, two of his prindi-
pal and most d IYH; and Des
Comines, shared his bed-chamber, couches being prepared
for them near the bed of the prince.  Their attendance was
never more necessasy than upon this night, when, distracted
by sorrow, by passion, by the desire of revenge, and by the
sense of honour, which forbade him to exercise it upom
Louis in his present condition, the Duke’s mind resembled 2
voleano in eruption, which throws forth afl the different
contents of the mountain, mingled and molten into one
buming mass.

He refused to throw off his clothes, or to make any pre-
pasation for sleep; but spent the night in 2 succession of
the most violent bursts of passion In some paroxysms he
talked incessantly to his attendants, so thick 2nd so rapidly,
that they were really afrud his senses would give way;
choosing for his theme, the werits and the kindness of heart
of the murdered Bishop of Liege, and recalling all the

of mutmal kind and dence which
had passed between them, until he had worked bimself into
such 2 transport of grief, that he threw himsell upon b
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face in the bed, and seemed ready to choke with the sobs
and tears which he endeavoured to stifle. Then starting
from the couch, he gave vent at once to another and more
furious mood, and traversed the room hastily, uttering inco-
herent threats, and still more incoherent oaths of vengeance,
while, stamping with his foot, according to his customary
action, he invoked Baint George, Saint Andrew, and whom-
soever else he held most holy, to bear witness, that he would
take bloody vengeance on De la Marck, on the people of -
Liege, and on 4#m who was the author of the whole.——These
last threats, uttered more obscurely than the others, obviously
concerned the person of the King; and at one time the
Duke expressed his determination to send for the Duke of
Normandy, the brother of the King, and with whom'Louis
was on the worst terms, in order to compel the captive
monarch to surrender either the Crown itself, or some of
its most valuable rights and appanages.

Another day and night passed in the same stormy and
fitful deliberations, or rather rapid transitions of pagsion;
for the Duke scarcely ate or drank, never changed his dress,
and, altogether, demeaned himself like one in whom rage
might terminate in utter jnsanity. By degrees he became
more composed, and began to hold, from time to time, con-
sultations with his ministers, in which much was proposed,
but nothing resolved on. Comines assures us, that at one
time a courier was mounted in readiness to depart for the
purpose of summoning the Duke of Normandy ; and in that
event, the prison of the French monarch would probably have
been found, as in similar cases, a brief road to his grave.

At other times, when Charles had exhausted his fury, he
sat with his features fixed in stern .and rigid immobility, like
one who broods over some desperate deed to which he is
as yet unable to work up his resolution. And unquestion-
ably it would have needed little more than an insidious hint

>
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from any of the counsellors who attended his person, to have
pushed the Duke to some very desperate action. But the
nobles of Burgundy, from the sacred character attached to
the person of a King, and a Lord Paramount, and from a
regard to the public faith, as well as that of their Duke,
which had been pledged when Louis threw himsel( into their
power, were almost unammously inclined to recommend
5 and the which I’Hymber-
2ourt and Des Cammes had now and then venhured to
insinuate during the night, were, in the cooler hours of the
next morning, advanced and urged by Crévecceur and others,
Tossibly their zeal in behalf of the King might not be entirely
disinterested.  Many, as we have mentioned, had already
experienced the bounty of the King; others had either
estates or pretensions in France, which placed them a little
under his influence ; and it is certain that the treasure, which
had loaded four mules when the King entered Peronne,
became much Lighter 1n the course of these negotiations.

In the course of the third day, the Count of Campo-basso
brought his Italan wit to assist the counsels of Charles;
and well was it for Lous, that he had not armved when the
Duke was in his first fury, Immediately on his amival, a
regular meeting of the Duke's counsellors was convened, for
considering the measures to be adopted in this singular crisis.

On this occasion, Campo-basso gave his opinion, couched
in the apologue of the Traveller, the Adder, and the Fox;
and reminded the Duke of the advice which Reynard gave
to the man, that he should crush his mortal enemy, now
that chance had placed his fute at his disposal Des
Comines, who saw the Duke’s eyes sparkie at a proposal
which his own violence of ternper had already repeatedly
suggested, hastened to state the possibility, that Louis might
not be, in fact, so directly accessory to the sanguinary ac
which had been coramitted at Schonwaldt ; that he mi |
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able to clear himself of the imputation laid to his charge,
and perhaps to make other atoncment for the distractions
which his intrigues had occasioned in the Duke’s dominions,
and those of his allies ; and that an act of violence perpetrated
on the King, was sure to bring both on France and Burgundy
a train of the most unhappy consequences, among which
not the least to be feared was, that the English-might avail
themselves of the commotions and civil discord which
must needs ensue, to repossess themselves of Normandy
and Guyenne, and renew those dreadful wars, which had
only, and with difficulty, been terminated by the union
of both France and Burgundy against the common-enemy.
Finally, he confessed, that he did not mean to urge the
absolute and free dismissal of Louis ; but only, that the Duke
should avail himself no farther of his present condition, than
merely to establish a fair and equitable treaty between the
countries, with such security on the King’s part, as should
make it difficult for him to break his faith, or disturb the in~
ternal peace of Burgundy in future. D’Hymbercourt, Créve-
ceeur, and others, signified their reprobation of the violent
measures proposed by Campo-basso, and their opinion, that
in the way of treaty more permanent advantages could be
obtained, and in a manner more honourable for Burgundy,
than by an action which would stain her with a breach of
faith and hospitality.

The Duke listened to these arguments with his looks fixed
on the ground, and his brows so knitted together as to bring
his bushy eyebrows into one mass. But when Crévecceur pro-
ceeded to say, that he did not believe Louis either knew of,
or was accessory to, the atrocious act of violence committed
at Schonwaldt, Charles raised his head, and darting a fierce
look at his counsellor, exclaimed, “ Have you too, Crévecceur,
heard the gold of France clink >—Methinks it rings in my
councils as metrily as ever the Bells of Saint Denis—Dare
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any one sy that Louis is not the fomenter of these feuds in
Flanders #*

“My gracious lord,” gaid Crévecoeur, *my hand has ever
been more conversant with steel than with gold ; and so far
am I from holding that Louis is free from the charge of
having caused the disturbances in Flanders, that {t is not
long since, in the face of his whole Court, ¥ charged him
with that breach of faith, and offered him defiance in your
name, But although his intrigues bave been doubtless the
original cause of these commotions, I am so far from be-
lieving that he authorised the death of the Archbishop, that
1 believe one of his emissaries publicly protested against it;
and I could produce the man, were it your Grace's pleasure
to see him.”

“It is our pleasure,” said the Duke, “Saint George!
can you doubt that we desire 10 act justly? Even in the
highest flight of our passion, we are known for an upright
and a just judge. We will see France ourself—we will our-
self charge him with our wrongs, and ourself state to him
the tepamation which we expect and demand. If he shall
be found guiltless of this murder, the atonement for other -
crimes may be more easy—1f be hath been guilty, who shall
say that a fife of penitence in some retired monastery were
not a most deserved and = most merciful doora 2~Who,”
he added, kindling as he spoke, “who shall dare to blame
a tevenge yet more direct and more speedy? Let your

witness attend—We will to the Castle at the hour before
noon. Some asticles we will minute down with which he
shall comply, or woe on his head ! others shall depend upon
the proof. Break up the council, and dismiss yourselves.
1 will but change my dress, as this is scarce a fitting trim in
which to wait on my most gracious Severeign”

With a deep and bitter emphasis on the last expressi
the Duke arose, and strode out of the room,
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“Louis’s safety, and, what is worse, the honour of Bur
gundy, depend on a cast of the dice,” said D"Hymbercourt
to Crevecceur and to Des Comines—* Haste thee to the
Castle, Des Comines—thou hast a better filed tongue than
either Crévecceur or I. Explain to Louis what storm is
approaching—he will best know how to pilot himself I
trust this Life-guardsman will say nothing which can aggra-
vate ; for who knows what may have been the secret com-
mission for which he was charged.”

“The young man,” said Crévecceur, “seems bold, yet
prudent and wary far beyond his years. In all which he
said to me he was tender of the King’s character, as of that
of the Prince whom he serves. I trust he will be equally so
in the Duke's presence. I must go seek him, and also the
young Countess of Croye.”

“The Countess l-—you told us you had left her at Saint
Bridget’s Nunsiery 27 .

“Ay, but I was obliged,” sald the Count, *to send for
her express, by the Duke’s orders ; and she has been brought
hither on a litter, as being unable to travel otherwise. She
was in a state of the deepest distress, both on account of the
uncertainty of the fate of her kinswoman, the Lady Hame-
line, and the gloom which overhangs her own ; guilty as she
has been of a feudal delinquency, in withdrawing herself
from the protection of her liege lord, Duke Charles, who is
not the person in the world most likely to view with indif.
ference what trenches on his seigniorial rights.”

The information that the young Countess was in the
hands of Charles, added fresh and more pointed thorns to
Louis’s reflections. He was conscious that, by explaining
the intrigues by which he had induced the Lady Hameline
and her to resort to Peronne, she might supply that evidence
which he had removed by the execution of Zamet Maugra-
bin; and he knew well how much such proof of his having
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imerfered with the rights of the Duke of Burgundy, would
furnish both motive and pretext for Charles’s availing himself
to the uttermost of his present predicament.

Louis discoursed on these matters with great andety to
the Sieur des Comines, whose acute and political talents
better suited the King’s temper than the biunt martial char.
acter of Créveceeur, or the feudal haughtiness of D'Hymber-
coutt.

“These iron-handed soldiers, my good friend Comines,”
he said to his future historian, “should never enter a King’s
cabinet, but be left with the halberds and partisans in the
antechamber. Their hands are indeed made for our use,
but the monarch who puts their beads to any better occupa-
tion then that of anmls for his enemies” swords and maees,
ranks with the fool who presented tus mistress with a dog-
Jeash for a carcanet. It 15 with such as thou, Philip, whose
eyes are pifted with the gquick and keen sense that sees
beyoud the extenor surface of affairs, that Princes should
share their counciltable, their cabinet—what do I say ?—the
most secret recesses of their soul”

Des Comines, humself so keen 2 spirit, was naturally
gratified with the approbation of the most sagacious Prince
in Ewtope, and he could not so far disgwse his internal
satisfaction, but that Louis was aware he had made some
impression on him.

*1 would,” continued he, *thit T had such a servant, or
rather that ¥ were worthy to have such a one! I had not
then been in this unfortunate situation : which, nevertheless,
1 should hardly regret, could 1 but discover any means of
securing the services of so experienced a statist ”

Des Comines said, that all his facultes, such as they
were, Were at the service of his Most Chnstan Mayesty,

_saving always his allegiance to his nghtful lord, Du
“Chasles of Burguody,
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to make them all kings.—Is your budget of hints yet.
emptied?”-

“Not entirely,” answered the counse'ﬂor 3 “itwill certam!y
be required that your Majesty shall forbear molesting, as you
have done of late, the Duke de Bretagne, and that you will
no longer contest the right, which he and other grand feuda-
tories have, to strike money, to term themselves dukes and
princes by the grace of God—-" : :

“In a word, to make so many kings of my vassﬂs Sir
Philip, would you make a fratricide of me ?~You remems-
ber well my brother Charles—he was no sooner Duke of
Guyenne than he died.—And what will be left to the
descendant and representative of Charlemagne, after giving
away these rich provinces, save to be smeared with oil at-
Rheims, and to eat his dinner under a high canopy?”

“We will diminish your Majesty’s concern on that score,
by giving you a companion in that solitary exaltation,” said
Philip des Comines.—*The Duke of Burgundy, though he
claims not at present the title of an independent king, desires
nevertheless to be freed in future from the abject marks of
subjection required of him to the crown of France ;—it is his
purpose to close his ducal coronet with ‘an imperial arch,
and surmount it with a globe, in emblem that his dominions
are independent.”

“ And how dares the Duke of Burgundy, the swom vassal
of France,” exclaimed Louis, starting up, and showing an
unwonted degree of emotion—*“how dares he propose such
terms to his Sovereign, as, by every law of Europe, should
infer a forfeiture of his fief?”

*The doom of forfeiture it would in this case be difficult
to enforce,” answered Des Comines calmly.—* Your Majesty
is aware, that the strict interpretation of the feudal law is
becoming obsolete even in the Empire, and that superior
and vassal endeavour to mend their situation in regard to each



Quentin Durward- 453
as they bavt pow! er and cyponumty —Your Mn)csty s
i (s vassal in Flanders witt pm\c

L t
x cxcu\p:nion of m m:xster's conduct suppo g him 0
i hould in

s, CO ines!” snd Tous ansng agaim and
g, “this is a areadfol

ean that the

a condition to

iscuss W

“Yet moderations Des Comines moderation m ccess, 18
no onc knows petter than ynu/ncc essary 10V \uma\c
advantag

de(;mon is, 1

o\\cd by ihe \osmg party-

The winnef hotds in more cs\ec m the P tmch calls
i pm' "

rinl
¢ 1€ phed the Kings wput at

C.
«Go please your Ma)cs(y,
t b

™
will depnve © of all 18 Tustre \ »
at T

» sud Des Comincs b

wpy lote sat

mcmioned, is a thing partly— _ndeed W & gru masurc—
within th uke's O wery \houg,h e means to iV
)our Majesty’s accession to it, for 1® truth 1t touches ¥
neatly”

“ I’usquerdu ™ cxc\:umed the King jmpatic gentlys wha
52— i Phip—o® m1to nd\ y daughm
a concubin€s ot what ol\\cr ishonour 18 \1 ¢ on mM¢

bu! ) ty'- cousin



out heeding the interrupP ion.
__Having ©° \ his affections on the yours Cou
¢ Tsabelle de Croy he Duke expect yout Majesty willy
, your party 25 his, yield your o th marriage
d unite with him 10 endowing the nigh noble couple Wit
ich an appanag® ]omed to the Cou tesg's estatess may
afit tablishment for child of Fran
« Never, eV » gaid the | bursting out 1nto that
motion WY e had of Jate suppress® with much at
culty d stnding about in disordere haste, whic
forme he strong t contr self-co mand which
he usually exhibiteCs «Never, neV __ et them g SCIS
50T, T iike that of the pansh-fool, whom
1 have SO richly res€ bled! let the the monastery OF
the grave ¥ _let them bring red ¢ basins to se*
my eyes—* ¢ aconmte— natever th will—but QOrleans

«Your Majestys said Des Cominesy were you S¢* your
mind sO keenly against what 18 'proposed, will consider yoU!
own want of power 10 prevent it. very wise mah wher
he sees & TOCX giving WaYs withdraws from the pootless &
tempt Of prevent'mg the fall.”

«put & brave man,’ said Louis, * will at east find T
grave beneath it Des Comines: consider the great 1oss



Quentin Durward, 438

Comines, T will not forego it Think, man, think I~pity me
in this extremity~thy quick brain can speedily find some
substitute for this sacrifice—some ram to be offered up in-
stead of that project which iy deay 10 Ine 25 the Patriarch’s
only son was to him.  Philip, pity me f~you, at Jeast, should
know, that to men of judgment and foresight, the destruc.
tion of the scheme on which they have Jong dwelt, and for
which they have long toiled, is more inexpressibly bitter
than the transient grief of ordinary men, whose pursuits are
Lut the gratfication of some temporary passiom-you, who
know how to sympathise with the deeper, the more genuine
distress of baffled prudence and disappointed sagacity,~—will
you not feel for me?”

“My Lord and King)" replied Des Comines, “I do
sympathise with your distress, iu so far as duty to my
astelwan”

*Do not mention him)™ £id Louis, acting, or at least
appearing 10 act, under an itresistible and headlong impulse,
which withdrew the usual guard whtch he maintained over
his lang “Charles of is hy of your
attachment. He who can insult and strike his counseilors
—he who can Gistinguish the wisest and most faithful awmong
them, by the opprobrious name of Booted-Head 1~

The wisdom of Philip des Comines did not prevent s
having a high sensc of personal consequence 5 and he was so
much struck with the words which the King uttered, as it
were, in the career of 3 passion which overlezped ceremony,
that he could only reply by repetition of the words * Booted-
Head! Tt is impossible that my master the Duke could
have so termed the servant who has been st his side since
he could mount a palfrey—and that 100 before a foreign
monarch ?—~it is impossible {*

Louis jostantly saw the impression be had ma V}.:md
nmdmzﬂﬁcswofwu!dmvmd:mz
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seemed insulting, and one of sympathy, -which might have
savoured of affectation, he said, with simplicity, and at the
same time with dignity, “My misfortunes make me forget
my courtesy, else I had not spoken to you of what it must
be unpleasant for you to hear. . But you have in reply taxed
me with having uttered impossibilities—this touches my
honour ; yet I must submit to the charge, if I.tell you not
the circumstances which the Duke, laughing until his eyes
ran over, assigned for the origin of that opprobrious name,
which I will not offend your ears by repeating. Thus, then,
it chanced. You, Sir Philip des Comines, were at a hunting-
match with the Duke of Burgundy, your master; and when
he alighted after the chase, he required your services.in
drawing off his boots. Reading in your looks, perhaps, some
natural resentment of this disparaging treatment, he ordered
you to sit down in turn, and rendered you the same office he
had just received from you. But offended at your under-
standing him literally, he no sooner plucked one of your
boots off, than he brutally beat it about your head till the
blood flowed, exclaiming against the insolence of a subject,
who had the presumption to accept of such a service at the
hand of his Sovereign; and hence he, or his privileged fool
Le Glorieux, is in the current habit of distinguishing you by
the absurd and ridiculous name of Z¥fe-bof#é, which makes
one of the Duke's most ordinary subjects of pleasantry.” ¥
While Louis thus spoke, he had the double pleasure of
galling to the quick the person whom he addressed—an
exercise which it was in his nature to enjoy, even where he

* The story is told more bluntly, and less probably, in the French
memairs of the period, which affirm that Comines, out of a presumption
inconsistent with his exccllent good sense, had asked of Charles of
Burgundy to draw off his boots, without having been treated with any
previous familiarity to lead to such a freedom. I have endeavoured to
give the anecdote a turn more consistent with the sense and prudence
of the great author concerned,
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L L T

might Jead him gradually from the interests of Burgundy to
those of France.  But although the deep resentment which
the offended courher entertained against his master induced
him ot a future period 1o exchange the service of Charles for
that of Louis, yet, at the present moment, he was contented to
throw out only some genersl hirts of his friendly inclination
towards France, which he well knew the King would under-
stand bow 10 interpret.  And indeed it would be unjust to
stigmatise the memory of the excellent historian with the
desertion of his master on this occasion, although he was

inly now p d with much mote favour-
able to Louis than when be entered the apartment.

He constrained himself to laugh at the anecdote which
Louis had detailed, and then added, “1 did not think so
trifling a frolic would have dwelt on the mind of the Duke
so long as to make it worth telling again. Some such
pasaage there was of drawing off boots and the like, as your
Majesty knows that the Duke is fond of rude play, but 1t
has been much exaggerated in his recollection. Let it
pass on.”

Ay, % it pass on,” said the King; “it is indeed shame
it should have detsined us a nunute.—And now, Sic Phahyp, 1
hope you are French so far as to afford me your best coun-
sels in these difficult affairs, You have, I am well aware,
the clue to the labyrinth, if you would but impart it”

“Your Majesty may command my best advice and ser-
viee,” seplied Des Comines, “under reservation always of my
duty to my own master.”

This was nsarly what the courtier had before stated ; but
he now repeated it in a tone so different, that whereas Louis
understood from the former declaration, that the ves

N




458 Otientin Letsrwar 6.

duty to Burgundy was the prime thing to be considered, so
he now saw clearly that the emphasis was reserved, and that
more weight sas now given by the speaker to-his promise of
counsel, than to a restriction which' seemed interposed for
the sake of form and consistency. The King resumed his
own seat, and compelled Des Comines to sit by him, listening
at the same time to that statesman, as if the words of an
oracle sounded in his ears. Des Comines spoke in that low
and impressive tone, which implies at once great sincerity
and some caution, and at the same time so slowly, as if he
was desirous that the King should weigh and consider each
individual word as having its own peculiar and determined
meaning.  * The things,” he said, * which I have suggested
for your Majesty’s consideration, barsh as they sound in your
ear, are but substitutes for still more violent proposals brought
forward in the Duke’s councils, by such as are more hostile
to your Majesty. And I need scarce remind your Majesty,
that the more direct and more violent suggestions find
readiest acceptance with our master, who loves brief and
dangerous measures better than those that are safe, but at
the same time circuitous.”

“I remember,” said the King; “I have seen him swim
a river at the risk of drowning, though there was a bridge to
be found for riding two hundred yards round.”

“True, Sire; and he that weighs not his life against the
gratification of a moment of impetuous passion, will, on the
same impulse, prefer the gratification of his will to the increase
of his substantial power.”

“Most true,” replied the King; “a fool will ever grasp
rather at the appearance than the reality of authont) All
this T know to be true of Charles of Burgundy. But, my
dear friend Des Comines, what do you infer from thesc
premises? "

“Simply this, my lord,” answered the Burgundian, “tha
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s your Mafesty has seen o skilful angler control a large and
heavy fish, and finally draw him 1o Jand by a single hair,
which fish had broke through a tackle tenfold stronger, had
the fisher presumed to strain the linc on him, instead of
giving him head enough for all his wild flourishes 3 even so
your Majesty, by gratifying the Duke in these particulars on
which he has pitched his ideas of honour, and the gratifica-
tion of his revenge, may evade many of the other unpalatable
propositions at which I have hinted; and which—including,
1 must state openly to your Majesty, some of those through
which France would be most especially weakened—will stide
oux of his remembrance and attention, and, being referred to

’ N

and future discussion, may be alto-
gcthcr eluded.”

“Y understand you, my good Sir Philip; but te the
matter,” said the King.  “To which of those happy propasi-
tions is your Duke so much wedded, that contradiction will
make him unreasonable and untractable ?”

“To any or to all of them, 1f it please your Mafesty,
on which you may happen to contradict him. This is
precisely what your Majesty must avord; and to take up
my former parable, you must needs remain on the watch,
ready to give the Duke line enough whenever he shoots
away under the impulse of his rage. His fury, already
considerably abated, »il} waste itself if be be unopposed,
and you will presently find him become wmare fnendly and
more tractable.”

“SHN" said the King, musimg, “there must be some
panticular demands which lie deeper at my cousin’s heart
than the other proposals. Were 1 but awase of these, Sir
FPhilip—e?

“Your Majesty may make the hghtest of his demands the
most important, simply by opposing it,” s3id Des Counnes,
" nevertheless, my lord, thus far 1 can say, that every shadow
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targe breaches made by Charles after the battle of St. Tron’
are still untepaired; so that the lances of Hainault, Bra.
bant, and Burgundy, may advance 1o the attack twenty men
in front? "

“The improvident idiotst” said the King—*1f they have
thus neglected thew own safety, they deserve not my pro-
tection.~~Pass on—1I will make no quarrel for their sake.”

#The next point, 1 fear, will sit closer 10 your Majesty's
heart,” s1id Des Comines.

“Ah1” replied the King, “you mean that infernal mar-
riage! 1 will not consent to the breach of the contract betwixt
my daughter Joan and my cousin of Orleans—it would be
wresting the sceptre of France {rom me and my posterity 3
for that feeble boy the Danphin is a bhighted blossom, which
will wither without fruit.  This match between Joan and
Orleans has been my thought by day, my dream by night—

+T tell thee, Sir Philip, 1 cannot give it up t—~Besides, it is
inbuman 1o require me, with my own hand, to destroy at
once my own scheme of palicy, and the happiness of a pair
brought up for each other,

“ Are they then so much attached ?” said Des Comimes.

#0One of them at Jeast §s,” said the King, “and the one
for whom I am bound to be most anxious.  But you smule,
Sir Philip,—you are no believer in the force of lose ™

“Nay,” said Des Comunes, *if it please you, Site, I am
sa Yittle an infide} in that parbeular, that 1 was about to ask
whether it would reconcile you n any degree to your ac-

iny in the d betwist the Duke of
Oﬂuns :md Isa\x:lle de Croye, were I to satisfy you that
the Countess’s mclinations are so much fixed on another,
that it is Tkely it will never be 3 mateh?”

King Lows sighed.—* Alsst” he sud, “my good and
dear friend, from what sepulchre have you drawn su dead
man’s comfort? Her inchnation, indeed —~Why -
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whom I am ashamed of! But Jet him be only & wise
man, and marry her, 1 will give him leave to be mad gar
amours for the fairest lady in France.—~And now, Pbilip,
have you given me the fulf map of your master’s mind?*

“I have possessed you, Sire, of those particulars on which
he is ot present most disposed to insist.  But your Majesty
well lnows that the Duke’s disposition is hke a sweeping
tarrent, which only passes smoothly forward when its waves
encounter no opposiion; and what may be presented to
chafe him into fury, ¢ s smpossible even to guess. Were
more distinet evidence of your Majesty’s practices (pardon
the phrase, where there 13 so little time for selecton)
with the Liegeass and Wilkam de la Marck to occur unex.
pectedly, the issue might be terrible.—There are strange
news from that country—they s2y La Marck hath married
Hameline, the elder Countess of Croye.”

“That ald fool was so mad on marriage, that she would
have accepted the hand of Satan,” sald the King; “bot
that La Marck, beast as he 13, should have married her,
rather more surprises me,”

#There i3 & report also,” continued Des Comines, “that
an envoy, or herald, on La Marck’s part, is approaching
Peronne j~this 13 Iike to dnve the Duke frantic with rage
~1 trust that he has no letters, or the like, to show on your
Majesty’s part 77

“Totters 1o a Wild Boar!” answered the King~~No,
no, Sir Philip, I was no such fool as to cast pearls before
swine-~\What little intercourse I had with the brute animal
was by message, in which I always employed such low-bred
staves nnd vagabonds, that thesr endence would not be re
ceived in a trial for robbing a hen-roost.”

91 can then only further recommend,” said Des Comines,
taking his leave, “that yout Majesty should remun on your
guard, be guided by events, and, sbove all, avoid wsip~=ny
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language or argument with the Duke which may better be-
come your dignity than your present condition.”

“If my dignity,” said the King, “grow troublesome to
me,—which it seldom doth while there arc deeper interests
to think of,—I have a special remedy for that swelling of
the heart—It is but looking into a certain ruinous closet, Sir
Philip, and thinking of the death of Charles the Simple;
and it cures me as effectually as the cold bath would cool
a fever.~~And now, my friend and monitor, must thou be
gone? Well, Sir Philip, the time must come when thou
wilt tire reading lessons of state policy to the Bull of Bur-
gundy, who is incapable of comprehending your most simple
argument—If Louis of Valois then lives, thou hast a friend
in the Court of France. I tell thee, my Philip, it wonid
be a blessing to my kingdom should I ever acquire thee;
" who, with a profound view of subjects of state, hast also
a conscience, capable of feeling and discerning between
right and wrong. So help me, our Lord and Lady, and
Monseigneur Saint Martin, Oliver and Balue have hearts as
hardened as the nether millstone; and my life is embit-
tered by remorse and penances for the crimes they make
me commit. Thou, Sir Philip, possessed of the wisdom of
present and past times, canst teach how to become great
without ceasing to be virtuous.”

“A bard task, and which few have attained,” said the
historian; “but which is yet within the reach of princes
who will strive for it. Meantime, Sire, be prepared, for the
Duke will presently confer with yow.”

Louis looked long after Philip when he left the apartment,
and at length burst into a bitter laugh. “ He spoke of fish-
ing—1I have sent him home, 2 trout properly tickled t-—And
he thinks himself virtuous because he took no bribe, but
contented himself with flattery and promises, and the pleasure
of avenging an afiront to his vanity -~Why, he iz ‘but so
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much the poorer for the refuzal of the money~—not & jot the
more honest.  He must be mine, thaugh, for he hath the
shrewdest head among them.~Well, now for nobler game t
T am to face this leviathan Charles, who will presently swim
hitherward, cleaving the deep before him. 1 must, like a
trembl ng salar, thtow a tub overboard to pmuse him.  But
1 may one day find the chance—of driving & harpoon into
his entruls}”*

CHAPTER XXXL
THE INTERVIEW,

Tlold Gt thy trh, youny soldser,—Gentle mallen,

RKeep you your promise phight~leave age its sultletles,

And grey haed policy its maze of falsehood

Ere i Wigh s i vapous ap 3 sl

se the big Yapours up 2, The Thist

Ox the perilous and §mportant moming which preceded
the meeting of the two Princes in the Castle of Peronne,
QOliver le Dain did his master the senvice of an active and
skilful agent, making interest for Louis in every quarter,
both with presents and promises ; so that when the Duke’s
anger should blaze forth, all around shotld be interested to
smother, and not 1@ increase, the conflagration.  He glided,
like night, from tent to tent, from house to house, making
bimsell friends, but not in the Apostle's sense, with the
Mammon of unrightcousness,  As was said of another actise
political sgent, “his finger was in every man's palm, his
mouth was in every man’s ear;” and for various reasons,
some of which we have formerly hinted at, he secured the
favour of many Burgundian nobles, who either had some
thing to bope or fear from France, or who thought thay,

. * Swe XX
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were the power of Louis too much reduced, their-own
Duke would be likely to pursue the road to despotic zutho-
rity, to which his heart naturally inclined hxm, with a daring
and unopposed pace.

Where Oliver suspected his own presence or arguments
might be less acceptable, he employed that of other servants
of the King; and it was in this manner that he obtained,
by the favour of the Count de Criveccenr, an interview
betwixt Lord Crawford, accompanied by Le Balafté, and
Quentin Durward, who, since he had arrived at Peronne,
had been detained in a sort of honourable confinement.
Private afiairs were assigned as the cause of requesting this
meeting ; but it is probable that Crévecceur, who was afraid
that his master might be stirred up in passion to do some-
thing dishonourably violent towards Louis, was not sorry to
afford an opportunity to Crawford to give some hints to the
young archer, which might prove useful to his master.

The meeting between the countrymen was cordial, and
even affecting.

"Thou art a singular youth,” said Crawford, stroking the
head of young Durward, as a grandsire might do that of
his descendant; “ Certes, you have had as meikle good
fortune as if you had been born with a lucky hood on your
head.”

 All comes of his gaining an archer’s place at such carly
years,” said Le Balafré; “T never was so much talked of,
fair nephew, because I was five-and-twenty years old before
I was Zors de page”

“And an jll-looking mountainous monster of a page thou
wert, Ludovic,” said the old commander, “with a beard like
a baker’s shool, and a back like old Wallace Wight.”

“T fear,” said Quentin, with downcast eyes, *I shall enJoy
that title to distinction but a short time—since it is my
purpose to resign the setvice of the Archer-guard.” .
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Le Balafré was struck almost mute with astonishment, and
Crawford's ancient features gleamed with displeasure, The
former at length mustered words enough 1o say, “Resign e
leave your place in the Scottish Archers t~Such a thing was
never dreamt of. 1 would not give up my situation, to be
made Constable of Franee.”

“Hush, Ludovic,” said Crawford 3 “this youngster knows
benter how 10 shape bis course with the wind than we of the
old world do.  His journey hath given him some pretty tales
1o tcll about King Louis ; and he is tuming Burgundian, that
he may make his own hitle profit by tellimg them to Duke
Charles”

“I1 T thought so0,” said Le Balafré, “ I would cut hus throat
with my awn hand, were he fifty times my sister’s san1”

# But you would first inquire, whether I deserved to be
50 treated, fair kinsman?" answered Quentin j—“and you,
my lord, know that I am no tale-bearer; nor shall either
question ot torture draw out of me a word to King Louls’s
prejudies, which may have come to my knowledge while
I was in his service~—So far my cath of duty keeps me
silent. But 1 will not remain in that service, in which,
besides the perils of fair battle with mine enemies, I am
to be exposed to the dangers of ambuscade on the part of
my friends”

“ Nay, if he objects to lying in ambuscade,” said the slow-
witted Le Balafré, fooking sowrowfully at the Lotd Crawford,
“1 am afraid. my lord, that all is over with him! I mysell
have had thirty bushments break upon me, and truly I think
1 have lain in ambuscade twice as often mysclf, it being a
favourite practice in our King's mode of making war”

“Tt i3 g0 indeed, Ludovic,” answered Lord Crawford;
“nevertheless, hold your peace, for I believe 1 understand
this fear better than you do”

“1 wish to our Lady you may, my lord,” answere
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dovic; “but it wounds me to the very midriff, to think my
sister’s son should fear an ambushment.” -

“Young man,” said Crawford, “I partly guess your mean-
ing. You have met foul play on the road where you travelled
by the King's command, and you think you have reason to
charge him with being the author of it?” :

“1 have been threatened with foul play in the execution
of the King's commission,” answered Quentin; “but I have
had the good fortune to clude it—whether his Majesty be
innocent or guilty in the matter, I leave to God and his own
conscience. Hé fed me when 1 was a-hungered—received
me when I was a wandering stranger. I will never load him
in his adversity with accusations which may indeed be unjust,
since I heard them only from the vilest mouths.”

“My dear boy—my own lad!” said Crawford, taking hxm
in his arms—¥Ye think like a Scot, every joint of you!
Like one that will forget o cause of quarrel with a friend
whose back is already at the wall, and vemember nothing of
him but his kindness.”

“Since my Lord Crawford has embraced my nephew,”
said Ludovic Lesly, “I will embrace him also—thongh I
would have you to know, that to understand the service of
an ambushment is as necessary to a soldier, as it is to a
priest to be able to read his breviary.”

“Be hushed, Ludovic,” said Crawford ; « ye are an ass,
my friend, and ken not the blessing Heaven has sent you in
this braw callant.—And now tell me, Quentin, my man, hath
the King any advice of this brave, Christian, and manly
resolution of yours? for, poor man, he had need, in his
strait, to ken what he has to reckon upon. Had he but
brought the whole brigade of Guards with him —But God’s
will be done—XKens he of your purpose, think you?”

“I really can bardly tell,” answered Quentin; “but I
assured his leamned astrologer, Martius Galeotti, of my resolu-
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tion to be silent on all that could injure the King with the
Dule of Burgundy. The particulars which X suspect, 1 will
not (under your fasour) communicate even to your Jordship;
and to the philosopher I was, of coorse, for Joss willing to
unfold myself.”

“Ha pmag 1"—answered Lord Crawford—% Oliver &id in-
deed tell me that Galeotts prophesied most stoutly con-
ceming the hine of conduct you were to hold; and T am
truly glad to find be did so on better suthority than the
surs

“ Iz prophesy 17 said Le Balafréd, laughing; “the stars
never told Bim that honest Ladovic Lesly used to help
yonder wench of his to spend the fur ducats he flings into
her Jap.”

“Hush! Ludovic,” said his captain, #hush! thou beast,
wan ~If thou dost not respect my grey hairs, because I
have been e'en too much of o roufier mysclf, respect the
boy’s south and innocenee, and 12t us have no more of such
unbecoming daffing.”

“¥our honour may say your pleasure,” answered Ludovie
Lesly; “but, by my faith, secondaighted Saunders Souples
jaw, the town-souter of Glen-houlakin, was worth Gallott, o
Gallipotty, or whateser ye call bum, twice told, for a prophet.
He foretold that all my sister's children would die some
day; and he foretold it in the very hour that the youngest
was borp, and that is this lad Quentin~—who, no doubt,
will one day die, ta make up the prophecy~—the more’s the
pity—~the whole cumey of them is gone but himsell And
Saunders foretald to myselfl one day, that I should be made
by marrage, which doubiless will also happen in due time,
thaugh it hath not jet come to pass—though how or when,
1 axn hardly guess, as 1 care rot myself for the wedded stte,
and Quentin 1s but a lad.  Also, Ssunders predict

“Nay,” 1aid Lord Crawford, “enless the ' .
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blood, and possessionsl—and thou, a raw Scottish 12d, 8o
certain of carrying thy point with her? Thou art either
strangely confident, my young friend, or clse you have used
your time well upon the joumey. But, by the Cross of Saint
Andrew! 1 will move Créveceeur in thy behaliy and, as he
truly fears that Duke Chatles may be provoked against the
King to the extremity of falling foul, T think it likely he may
grant thy request, though, by my honour, it is a comical
one!”

So saying, and shrugging up his shoulders, the old Lord
left the apartment, followed by Ludovic Lesly, who, forming
his looks on those of his principal, endeavonred, though
knowing nothing of the cause of his wonder, to look as
mysterious and important as Crawford himself.

In a few minutes Crawford sctumed, but without his
attendant Le Balafré, The old man scemed in singular
humour, laughing and chuckling to himselfl in a manner
which strangely distorted his stem and ngid features, and
ot the same time shaking his head, as at something which
he could not help condemning, while he found it irresistibly
ludicrous. %My cenes, countryman,” sud he, “but you
are not blate—you will never fose fair lady for faint heart!
Crveceeur swallowed your proposal as he would have done
a cup of vinegar, and swore to me roundly, by all the saints
in Burgundy, that were less than the honour of princes and
the peace of kingdoms at stake, you should never see even
50 much as the prnt of the Countess Isabelle's foot on the
clay. Were it not that he had a dame, and a fair one, 1
would have thought that he meant to break a lance for the
prize himself. Perhaps he thinks of bis nephew, the County
Stephen. A Countessi—would no less serve you to be
minting at>—But come alang—your interview with her must
be brief—But 1 fancy you know how to make the mos*
little time—bo1 hol hol—By my fith, I an hadly
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thee for the presumption, I have such & gaod will to laugh
at it}”

With a brow like scarlet, at once offended and discon-
certed by the blunt inferences of the old soldier, and vexed
at beholding in what an absurd light his passion was viewed
by every person of experience, Durward followed Lord
Crawford in silence to the Ursuline convent, in which the
Countess was lodged, and in the parlour of which he found
the Count de Créveceeur, '

“So, young gallant,” said the latter sternly, *you must
se¢ the fair companion of your romantic expedition once
more, it seems?”

“Yes, my Lord Count,” answered Quentin firmly; “and
what is more, I must see her alone.”

“That shall never be,” said the Count de Crevecoeur-—-
“Lord Crawford, I make you judge. This young lady, the
daunghter of my old friend and companion in arms, the
richest heiress in Burgundy, has confessed a sort of a—hat
was I going to say P~—in short, she is a fool, and your. man-
at-arms here a presumptuous coxcomb—In a word, they shall
not meet alone.”

“Then will I not speak a single word to the Countess in
your presence,” said Quentin, much delighted. “You have
told me much that I did not dare, presumptuous as I may
be, even to hope.”

“ Ay, truly said, my friend,” said Crawford. “You have
been imprudent in your communications; and, since you
refer to me, and there is a good stout grating across the
parlour, I would advise you to trust to it, and let them do
the worst with their tongues. What, man! the life of a
King, and many thousands besides, is not to be wexghed
with the chance of two young things whilly-whawing in ilk
other’s ears for 2 minate !”

So saying, he dragged off Crivecceur, who followed very
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reluctantly, and cast many angry glances at the young Archer
as he left the room.

In 2 moment after, the Countess Tsabelle entered on the
other side of the grate, and no sooner saw Quentin alone in
the parlour, then she stopped short, and cast her eyes on
the ground for the space of half & minute. *Yet why
should I be ungrateful,” she said, “because others are vn-
justly suspicious My friend—my preserver, I may almost
say, 50 much have I been beset by treachery—~my only
faithful and constant friend

As she spoke thus, she extended her hand to him through
the grate, nay, suffered hum 1o retain at, until he had covered
jt with kisses, not unmngied with tears. She only sud,
“Durward, were we ever to meet agun, 1 would not permit
this folly.”

Ifit be considered that Quentin had guarded her through
so many perils—that be had been, in truth, her only faith-
ful and zealous protector, peshaps my fair readers, even if
countesses and hewesses should be of the number, will
pardon the derogation.

But the Countess extncated her band at length, and
stepping a pace back from the grate, asked Durward, in 2
very embamassed tone, what boon be had to ask of her?—
“For that you have a request to make, I have leamed from
the old Scottish Lord, who came here but now with my
cousin of Crévecceur, Let it be but reasonable,” she sud,
“bat such as poor Isabelle can grant with duty and bonour
uninfringed, and you cannot tax wy slendes powers too
highly. But, oh! do nat speak hastily,—do nat say,” she
added, locking around with timidity, “aught that mught,
if overheard, do prejudice to us bothi”

“Fear not, noble lady,” said Quentin sonowfully, “it is
not kere that T can forget the distance which fate has placed
between us, or expose you to the censure ofeur proud
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kindred, as the object of the most devoted love to ong,
poorer and less powerful—not perhaps less noble than them-
selves, Let that pass like 2 dream of the night to all but
one bosom, where, dream as it is, it will ﬁll up the room of
all existing realities.”,

“Iush! hush!” said Isabelle; “for your own sake,—
for mine,—be silent on such a theme, Tell me rather what
it is you have to ask of me.”

“ Forgueness to one,” replied Quentm, “who, for his own
selfish views, hath conducted himself as your enemy.”

“1 trust I forgive all my enemies,” answered Isabelle;
“but oh, Durward ! through what scenes have your courage
and presence of mind protected me l—Yonder bloody hall—
the good Bishop—I knew not till yesterday half the horrors
I had unconsciously witnessed 17

“Do not think on them,” said Quentin, who saw the
transient colour which had come to her cheek during their
conference, fast fading into the most deadly paleness—* Do
not look back, but look steadily forward, as they needs must
who walk in a perilous road. Hearken to me. King Louis
deserves nothing better at your hand, of all others, than to
be proclaimed the wily and insidious politician, which he
really is. But to tax him as the encourager of your flight—
still more as the author of a plan to throw you into the
hands of De la Marck—awill at this moment produce perhaps
the King's death or dethronement; and, at all events, the
most bloody war between France and Burgundy which the
two countries have cver been engaged in.”

“These evils shall not arrive for my sake, if they can be
prevented,” said the Countess Isabelle; “and indeed your
slightest request were enough to make me forego my revenge, .
were that at any time a passion which I deeply cherish, Is
it possible I would rather remember King Louis’ injuries,
than your invainable 9~mo:c?—-\’o't how is this to bope~
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When I am cafled before my Sovereign, the Duke of Bur
gundy, I muss either stand silent, or speak the truth.  The
former would be contumacy; and to 2 false tale you will
not desire me to train my tongue.”

“Surely not,” said Durwaed ; “but let your evidence con-
ceming Louis be confined to what you yoursell positively
know 10 be truth; and when you mention what others have
reported, no matter how credibly, let 1t be as reports only,
and beware of pledging your own peysonal evidence to that,
which, though you may fully beheve, you ecannot pcxscml!y
know to be true. The bled Council of Burgundy
cannot refuse to & Monarch the justice, whick m my country
is rendered to the meanest person under aceusation.  They
must esteem him nnocent, unnl ditect and sufficient proot
shall demonstrate fus gudt.  Now, what does not consist
with your own certain knowledge, should be proved by other
evidence than your zeport from heatsay.”

1 think 1 understand you,” said the Countess Jasbelle,

41 wil make my meaning plamer,” sad Quentin; and
was Hlustrating it accordingly by more than one instance,
when the convent-bell tolied.

*That,” said the Countess, “15 a signal that we must part
~paxt for everj—But do not forger me, Durward; [ will
never forget you—your faithful services———"

She eould not speak more, but agan extended her hand,
which was again pressed to his hps; and I know not how
it was, that, in endeavounng to withdraw her hangd, the
Countess came so close to the geating, that Quentn was
encoutaged to press the adiew on her hips. The young
tady did not chide fim—-pethaps there was no tume; for
Criveceeur and Crawford, who had been from some loop-
hole eye-witnesses, if not also, of wha was
passing, rushed nto the apartment, the first in 2 |
passion, the Jatter laughing, and bolding the Coun
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«To your chamber, young mistress—to your chamber!”
exclaimed the Count to Isabelle, who, flinging down her
veil, retired in all haste,—“which should be exchanged for
a cell,.and bread and water.—And you, gentle sir, who are
so malapert, the time will come when the interests of kings
and kingdoms may not be connected with such as you are;
and you shall then learn the penalty of your audacity in
raising your beggarly eyes——"

*Hush ! hush !—enough said—rein ‘up—rein up,” said the
old Lord ;—* and you, Quentin, I command you, be silent,
and begone to your quarters.—There is no such room for so
much scorn netther, Sir Count of Crévecoeur, that I must say
now he is out of hearing—Quentin Durward is as much a
gentleman as the King, only, as the Spaniard says, not so
rich. He is as noble as myself, and I am chief of my name.
Tush, tush | man, you must not speak to us of penalties.”

My lord, my lord,” said Crévecoeur impatiently, *the
insolence of these foreign mercenaries is proverbial, and
should receive rather rebuke than encouragement from you,
who are their leader.”

“My Lord Count,” answered Crawford, “I have ordered
my command for these fifty years, without advice either
from Frenchman or Burgundian; and I intend to do so,
under your favour, so long as I shall continue to hold it.”

“Well, well, my lord,” said Créveceeur, “I meant you no
disrespect ; your nobleness, as well as your age, entitle you
to be privileged in your impatience; and for these young
people, I am satisfied to overlook the past, since I will take
care that they never meet again.”

“Do not take that upon your salvation, Crévecceur,” said
the old Lord, laughing ; “mountains, it is said, may mect,
and why not mortal creatures that have legs, and life and
love to put those legs in motion? Yon kiss, Crévecour,
came tenderly off—methinks it was ominous.”
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“You are striving again to disturb my patience” said
Criveceur, “but T will not give you that advantage over
me.—Hark! they toll the summons to the Castle—an awfuf
meeting, of which God only can foretell the issue?

“This issue 1 can foretell,” said the old Scottish Lord,
*that if violence is to be offered to the person of the King,
few as his friends are, and surrounded by his enemies, he
shall neither fall alone nor unavenged; and greved I am
that his own positive orders have prevented my taking mea-
sures to prepare for Such an issue”

#My Lotd of Crawford,” said the Burgundian, “to antici-
pate such evil is the sure way to give occasion to it.  Obey
the arders of your royal master, and give no pretext for vio-
lence by taking hasty offence, and you will find that the day
will pass over more smoothly than you now conjecture.”

CHAPTER XXXIL

THE INVESTIGATION.

King Richard I1

At the first toll of the bell, which was to summon the great
nobles of Burgundy together in councy), with the very few
French peers who could be present on the oceasion, Duke
Chatles, followed by a part of his train, armed with parh.
sans and battle-axes, entered the hall of Herbert's Tawer, in
the Castle of Peronne. King Louis, who had expected the
visit, arose and made two steps towards the Duke, and then
remained standing with an aiv of dignity, which,  spte of
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the meanness of his dress, and the familiarity of his ordinary
mmanners, he knew very well how to assume when he judged
it necessary. Upon the present important crisis, the com-
posure of his demeanour had an evident effect upon his
rival, who changed the abrupt and hasty step with which he
entered the apartment, into one more becoming a great
vassal entering the presence of his Lord Paramount  Appa-
rentiy the Duke had formed the internal resolution to treat
Louis, in the outset at least, with the formalities due to his
high station ; but at the same time it was evident, that, in
doing so, he put no small constraint upon the fiery im-
patience of his own disposition, and was scarce able to
control the feelings of resentment, and the thirst of revenge,
which boiled in his bosom. Hence, though he compelled
himself to use the outward acts, and in some degree the
language, of courtesy and reverence, his colour came and
went rapidly—his voice was abrupt, hoarse, and broken—
. his limbs shook, as if impatient of the curb imposed on
his motions—he frowned and bit his lip until the blood
came—and every look and movement showed that the most
passionate prince who ever lived, was under the dominion
of one of his most violent paroxysms of fury.

The King marked this war of passion with a calm and
untroubled eye; for, though he gathered from the Duke’s
looks a foretaste of the bitterness of death, which he dreaded
alike as 2 mortal and a sinful man, yet he was resolved, like
a wary and skilful pilot, neither to suffer himself to be
disconcerted by his own fears, nor to abandon the helm,
while there was a chance of saving the vessel by adroit
pilotage. Therefore, when the Duke, in a hoarse and
broken tone, said something of the scarcity of his accom-
modations, he answered with a smile, that he could not
comphin, since he had as yet found Herberts Tower a
better residence than it had proved to one of hig ancestors,
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scruples which might have been inspired by it, that Duke
Charles, having bowed slightly to the royal chair, bluntly
opened the sitting with the following words :—

# My good vassals and counsellors, it is not unknown to
you what disturbances have arisen in our territories, both in
our father's time, and in our own, from the rebellion of
vassals against superiors, and subjects against their princes.
And Iately, we have had the most dreadful proof of the
height to which these evils have arrived in our case, by the
scandalous flight of the Countess Isabelle of Croye, and her
aunt the Lady Hameline, to take refuge with a foreign power,
thereby renouncing their fealty. to us, and inferring the for-
feiture of their fiefs ; and in another more dreadful and de-
plorable instance, by the sacrilegious and bloody. murder of
our beloved brother and ally the Bishop of Liege, and the
rebellion of that treacherous city, which was but too mildly
punished for the last insurrection. We have been informed
that these sad events may be traced, not merely to the in-
constancy and folly of women, and the presumption of pam-
pered citizens, but to the agency of foreign power, and the
interference of a mighty neighbour, from whom, if good
deeds could merit any return in kind, Burgundy could have
expected nothing but the most sincere and devoted friend-
ship. If this should prove truth,” said the Duke, setting his
teeth, and pressing his heel against the ground, “what con-
sideration shall withhold us—the means being in our power
—from taking such measures, as shall effectually, and at the
very source, close up the main spring, from which these cvils
have yearly flowed on us?”

The Duke had begun his speech with some calmness, but
he elevated his voice at the conclusion; and the last sen-
tence was spoken in a tone which made all the counsaliors
tremble, and brought a transient fit of paleness across the
King's cheek. He instantly recalled his courage, however,
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and addressed the councll in his tam, in a tone evincing
s0 much ense and composure, that the Duke, thongh he
seemed desirous to interropt or stop him, found no decent
opportanity to do so.

““Nobles of France and of Burgundy,” he said, * Knights
of the Holy Spirit and of the Golden Fleece! since a King
must plead his cavse as an accused person, he cannot desire
more distinguished judges, than the flower of nobleness, and
mauster and pride of chivalry. Qur fair cousin of Burgundy
hath but darkened the dispute between us, in so far as his
courtesy has declined to state it in precise terms, 1, who
have no cause for observing such delicacy, nay, whose con
dition permits me not 1o do 5o, crave leave to speak more
precisely. 1t is to Us, my lords—1to Us, his liege Lord, hxs
kinsman, his ally,—that unbappy circumstances,
out cousin’s clear judgment and better nature, have induced
him to apply the hateful charges of seducing his vassals from
their allegiance, stirring up the people of Liege to revolt, and
stimulating the outlawed William de 12 Marck to commit a
most cruel and sacrilegious murder.  Nobles of France end
Burgundy, 1 might truly appeal to the circumstances n
which I now stand, as being in themselves a complete con-
tradiction of such an accusation; for is it to be supposed,
that, having the sense of 2 rational being left me, T should
have thrown myself unreservedly into the power of the Duke
of Burgundy, while I was practising treachery against ham,
such as could not fail to be discovered, and which, bemng
discovered, must place me, as I now stand, in the power of
2 justly exasperated prince? The folly of one who should
seat himself guietly down to repose on a mine, after hie had
Iighted the match which was to cause instamt explosion,
would have been wisdom compared to mine. I have

,.doubz, that, amongst the perpetratars of thoee horrible
sons at Schonwaldt, villuns have been busy with my
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but am I to bé answerable, who have given them no right to
use it?—If two silly women, disgusted on account of some
romantic cause of displeasure, sought refuge at my Court,
does it follow that they did so by my direction ?—It will be
found, when inquired into, that, since honour and chivalry
forbade my sending them back prisoners to the Court of
Burgundy,—which I think, gentlemen, no one who wears
the collar of these Orders would suggest,~—that I came as
nearly as possible to the same point, by placing them in the
hands of the venerable father in God, who is now a saint in
heaven.”—Here Louis seemed much affected, and pressed
his kerchief to his eyes—*In the hands, I say, of a member
of my own family, and still more closely united with that of
Burgundy, whose situation, exalted condition in the Church,
and, alas! whose numerous virtues, qualified him to be the
protector of these unhappy wanderers for a little while, and
the mediator betwixt them and their liege Lord, I say,
therefors, the only circumstances which seem in my brother
of Burgundy’s hasty view of this subject, to argue unworthy
suspicions against me, are such as can be explained on the
fairest and most honourable motives; and I say, moreover,
that no one’ particle of credible evidence can be brought to
support the injurious charges which have induced my brother
to alter his friendly looks towards one who came to him in
full confidence of friendship—~have caused him to. turn his
festive hall into a court of justice, and his hospitable apart-
ments into a prison.”

* My lord, my lord,” said Charles, breaking in so soon as
the King paused, “for your being here at a time so unluckily
coinciding with the execution of your projects, I can only
account by supposing, that those who make it their trade to
impose on others, do sometimes egregiously delude them-
selves. The engineer is sometimes killed by the springing
of his own petard.—For what is to follow, let it depend on
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the event of this solemn inquiry.~~Bring hither the Countess
Tsabelle of Croye!”

As the young lady was intraduced, supported on the one
side by the Countess of Crévecceur, who had her husband's
commands to that effect, and on the other by the Abbess
of the Ursuling convent, Chatles exclaimed, with his usual
harshness of voice and manner, “Soh! sweet Prncess-~yon,
who could scarce find breath to answer vs when we Jast kid
our just and reasonable commands on you, yet have had
wind enough to run as long a course as ever did hunted
doe—what think you of the fuir work you have made be-
ween two great Princes, and two mighty countnes, that have
been like to go to war for your baby face?*

The publicity of the scene, and the violence of Chatles’s
manner, totally overcame the resolution which Issbelle had
formed, of throwing herself at the Duke’s feet, and imploting
him to take possession of her estates, and permit her to retire
into a cloister.  She stood motionless, like a terrified female
in a storm, who hears the thunder roll on every side of her,
and apprehends, in every fresh peal, the bolt which 55 to
strike her dead.  The Countess of Crévecerur, 2 woman of
spirit equal to her birth, and to the beauty which she pre-
served even in her matronly years, judged st necessary to
interfere.  * My Lord Duke,” she said, *my fur cousm is
under my protection. I know better than your Grace how
women should be treated, and we will leave this presence
instantly, unless you use a tone and language more suitable
to our rank and sex.”

The Duke burst ont into a laugh,  “ Créveceenr,” he sad,
“thy tameness hath made a fordly dame of thy Countess,
but that is no affur of mine. Give a seat to yonder simple
girl, to whom, so far from feeling enmity, 1 design the
highest grace and honour.—Sit down, mistress, and 2s
at your leisure what fiend possessed you to fl)
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native country, and embrace the trade of a damsel ad-
venturous.” '

With much pain, and not without several interruptions,
Isabelle confessed, that, being absolutely determined against
a match proposed to her by the Duke of Burgundy, she had
indulged the hope of obtaining protection of the Court of
France,

“And under protection of the French Monarch,” said
Charles—* Cf that, doubtless, you were well assured 2 -

1 did indeed so think myself assured,” said the Countess
Isabelle, “otherwise I had not taken a step so decided.”—
Here Charles looked upon Louis with a smile of inexpres-
sible bitterness, which the King supported with the utmost
firmness, except that his lip grew something whiter than it
was wont to be.~*But my information concerning King
Louis's intentions towards us,” continued the Countess, after
a short pause, “ was almost entirely derived from my unhappy
aunt, the Lady Hameline, and her opinions were formed
upon the assertions and insinuations of persons whom I have
since discovered to be the vilest traitors, and most faithless
wretches in the world.,” She then stated, in brief terms, what
she had since come to learn of the treachery of Marthon,
and of Hayraddin Maugrabin, and added, that she * enter-
tained no doubt that the elder Maugrabin, called Zamet,
the original adviser of their flight, was capable of every
species of treachery, as well as of assuming the character of
an agent of Louis without authority.”

There was a pause while the Countess had continued her
story, which she prosecuted, though very briefly, from the
time she left the territories of Burgundy, in company with
her aunt, until the storming of Schonwaldt, and her final
surrender to the Count of Crévecceur. All remained mute
after she had finished her brief and broken narrative, and’
the Duke of Burgundy bent his fierce dark eyes o the
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Purgundy, meanwhile, cast on him a look which seemed
to say, that if in some degree silenced, he was as far as cver
from being satisfied, and then said abruptly to the Countess,
- Methinks, fair mistress, in this account of your wander-
ings, you have forgot all mention of certain love-passages—
So, ho! blushing already ?—Certain knights of the forest, by
whom your quiet was for a time interrupted. Well—that
incident hath come to our ear, and something we may pre-
sently form out of it—Tell me, King Louis, were it not
well, before this vagrant Helen of Troy, or of Croye, sct
more kings by the ears,—were it not well to carve out a
fitting match for her?”

King Louis, though conscious what ungrateful proposal
was likely to be made next, gave a calm and silent assent to
what Charles said ; but the Countess herself was restored to
courage by the very extremity of her situation. She quitted
the arm of the Countess of Crévecceur, on which she had
hitherto leaned, came forward timidly, yet with an air of
dignity, and kneeling before the Duke’s throne, thus ad-
dressed him:—“Noble Duke of Burgundy, and my lege
Lord; I acknowledge my fault in having withdrawn myself
from your dominions without your gracious permission, and
will most humbly acquiesce in any penalty you are pleased
to impose. I place my lands and castles at your rightful
disposal, and pray you only of your own bounty, and for the
sake of my father’s memory, to allow the last of the line of
Croye, out of her large estate, such a moderate maintenance
as may find her admission into a convent for the remainder
of her life.”

“What think you, Sire, of the young person’s petition to
vs?” said the Duke, addressing Louis.

“As of a holy and humble motion,” said the King,

*which doubtless comes from that grace which ought not to
be resisted or withstood.”
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“The humble and lowly shall be exalted,” said Charles,
“Arise, Countess lsabelle~we mean better for you than
you have devised for yoursell, We mean neither (o seques.
trate your estates, nor to abase your honours, but, on the
contrary, will add largely to both.”

“Alas] my lord,” said the Countess, continuing on her
knees, “1t i3 even that well-meant poodness which I fear
still more than your Grace's displeasure, since it compels
me—-"

“Saint George of Burgundy!” said Duke Charles, “is
our will to be tt d, and our disputed, at
every tum?  Up, 1 say, minion, and withdraw for the pmem
~vwhen we have tme to think of thee, we will so order
matters, that, Zeste-Saint-Gris! you shall either obey us, or
do worse.”

Notwithstanding thiz stern answer, the Countess Isabelle
remained at hus feet, and would probably, by her pertnacity,
have dnven him 10 say upon the spot something et more
severe, had not the Countess of Créveceeur, who better knew
that Prince’s humour, interfered to raise her young fnend,
and to conduct her from the hall

Quentin  Dureard was now summoned to appear, and
presented himsell before the King and Duhe wah that
freedom, distant alike from bashful resene and ntrusive
boldness, which becomes a youth at once well bom and
well nurtured, who gives honour where 1t 18 due, but with-
out permitting himself to be dazzled or confused by the
presence of those to whom it is to be rendered.  H.o uncle
had furnished bim with the means of again equippiny him-
self in the arms and dress of an Archer of the scotush
Guard, and his complexion, mien, and ar, swited 1 an

degree his splendid His extreme
youth, toa, prepossessed the cmmsel)ors m s favour, the
rather that po ope could easily believe that the
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Louis would have chosen so very young a person to become
the confidant of political intrigues; and thus the King en-
joyed, in this as in other cases, considerable advantage from
his singular choice of agents, both as to age and rank, where
such election seemed least likely to be made. At the com-
mand of the Duke, sanctioned by that of Louis, Quentin
commenced an account of his journey with the Ladies of
Croye to the neighbourhood of Licge, premising a statement
of King Louis's instructions, which were, that he should
escort them safely to the castle of the Bishop.

“And you obeyed my orders accordingly?” said the
King.

“T did, Sire,” replied the Scot.

“VYou omit a circumstance,” said the Duke. ¢ You were
set upon in the forest by two wandering knights.”

“It does not become me to remember or to proclaim
such an incident,” said the youth, blushing ingenuously. -

“But it doth not become e to forget it,” said the Duke
of Orleans. *This youth discharged his commission man-
fully, and maintained his trust in 2 manner that I shall long
remember. — Come to my apartment, Archer, when this
matter is over, and thou shalt find I bave not. forgot thy
brave bearing, while I am glad {o see it is equalled by thy
modesty.”

“And come to mine,” said Dunois. “I have a helmet
for thee, since I think I owe thee one.” Quentin bowed
low to both, and the examination was resumed. At the
command of Duke Charles, he produced the written in-
§tructions which he had received for the direction of his
journey.

*Did you follow these instructions literally, soldier?” said
the Duke.

.“No, if it please your Grace,” replied Quentin. “They
directed me, 2s you may be plezsed to observe, to cross the
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Maes near Namur; whereas 1 kept the left bank, as being
both the nigher and the safer road to Liege.”

* And wherefore that alteration #” said the Duke.

“RBecause I began to suspect the fidelity of my guide,”
answered Quentin,

*“Now mark the guestions T have next to ask thee,” said
the Duke. “Reply truly to them, and fear nothing from
the resentment of any one.  But if you palter or double in
your answers, I will have thee hung alive in an iron chain
from the steeple of the market-house, where thou shalt wish
for death for many an hour ere he come to relieve youl”

There was a deep silence ensued. At length, having given
the youth time, as he thought, to consider the circumstances
in which he was placed, the Duke demanded to know of
Durward, who bis guide was, by whom supphed, and where-
fore he had been led to entertain suspicion of him?  To the
first of these questions, Quentin Durward answered by nam-
ing Hayraddin Maugrabin, the Bohemun; to the second,
that the guide had been recommended by Trnistan UHermite ;
and in reply to the thied point, he mentioned what had
happened in the Franciscan convent near Namur, how the
Bohemian had been expelied from the holy house, and how,
jealous of his behaviour, be had dogged him to a rendezvous
with one of Witham de 1a Marck’s lanzknechts, where he
overheard them arrange a plan for surpnsing the ladics who
were under his protection.

“Now, hark thee,” said the Duke, “and once more re-
member thy lifc depends on thy seractty.  Did these willains
mention their having this King’s—1 mean this very King
Touis of France's anthonty, for their scheme of surpnsing
the escort, and carrying away the ladres?”

“If such infamous fellows had suid so,” replied Quentin,
#7 know not how Ishould have believed them, hav e
word of the King himsell to place m opposition tc B
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Louis, who had listencd hitherto with most earnest atten-
ion, could not help drawing his breath deeply, when he
heard Durward’s answer, in the manner of one from whose
bosom a heavy weight has been at once removed. The
Duke again looked disconcerted and moody ; and, returning
to the charge, questioned Quentin still more closely, whether
he did not understand, from these men's private conversa-
tion, that the plots which they meditated had King Louis’s
sanction ?

“T repeat, that I heard nothing which could authorise me
to say so,” answered the young man, who, though internally
convinced of the King's accession to the treachery of Hay-
raddin, yet held it contrary to his allegiance to bring forward
his own suspicions on the subject; “and if I Zad heard such
men make such an assertion, I again say, that I would not
have given their testimony weight against the instructions of
the King himself.”

“Thou art a fuithful messenger,” said the Duke, with a
sneer; “and I venture to say, that in obeying the King’s
instructions, thou hast disappointed his expectations in a
manner that thou mightest have smarted for, but that sub-
sequent events have made thy bull-headed fidelity seem like
good service.”

I undarstand you not, my lord,” said Quentin Durward ;

' 's, that my master King Louis sent me to pro-
i+ es,and that I did so accordmgly, to the extent
in the journey to Schonwaldt, and through
nes which took place. I understood the
King to he honourable, and 1 executed
" nad they been of a different tenor, they
one of my name or nation.”
._:soz':,” said Charles, who, however dis-
" of Durward’s reply, was not unjust
t his boldness. “But hark thee
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Archer, what instructions were thost which made thee, as
some sad fugitives from Schonwaldt have informed us,
parade the streets of Liege at the head of those mutineers,
who afterwards cruelly murdered their temporal Prince and
spiritual Father? And what harangue was jt which thon
didst make after that murder was committed, in whick you
ook upon you, as agent for Lowss, to assume authority among
the villains who had just perpatrated so great a cnme?®
My lord,” said Quentin, “there ate many who could
testily, that T assumed not the character of an envoy of
France in the town of Liege, but had it fixed upon me
by the obstinate clamours of the people themselves, who
refused to give credit to any disclamation which 1 could
make. This I told to those in the sermce of the Bishop
when 1 had made my escape from the city, and recom-
mended their attention to the security of the Castle, which
might have prevented the calamty and horror of the suc-
ceeding might. It is, no doubt, true, that 1 did, in the
extremity of danger, avad mysell of the influence which
my imputed character gave me, to save the Countess Isa.
belle, to protect my own life, and, so far as I could, to
vein in the humour for shugbter, which bad already broke
out in so dreadful an mstance. I repeat, and il mun-
tain it with my body, that  had no commission of any
kind from the King of France, respectng the people of
Liege, far Tess instruchions 1o nsugate them to mutny,
and that, finally, when 1 did avail mysdf of that ymputed
character, it was as if I had snatched up a shield to pro-
teet myself in a moment of emergency, and wred it, as I
should surely have done, for the defence of myself and
others, without inquiring whether 1 had a Aght to the
heraldic eml which 1t displayed.”
“And therein my yourg companion and prison
Crévecceyr, caable ary longer to remain sileat, #
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equal spirit and good sénse ; and his doing so cannot justly
be imputed as blame to King Louis.”

There was a murmur of assent among the surrounding
nobility, which sounded joyfully in the ears of King Louis,
whilst it gave no little offence to Charles. He rolled his
cyes angrily around; and the sentiments, so generally
expressed by so many of his highest vassals and sisest
counsellors, would not perhaps have prevented his giving
way to his violent and despotic temper, had not Des
Comines, who foresaw the danger, prevented it, by sud-
denly announcing a herald from the city of Liege.

“A herald from weavers and nailers?” exclaimed the
Duke—*“but admit him instantly. By Our Lady, I will
learn from this same herald something further of his em-
ployers’ hopes and projects, than this young French-Scottish
man-at-arms seems desirous to tell me "

CHAPTER XXXIIIL
THE HERALD,

Ariel. Hark ! they roar.
Prospero. Let them be bunted soundly.
The Tempest.

THERE was room made in the assembly, and no small
curiosity evinced by those present to see the herald whom
the insurgent Liegeois had ventured to send to so haughty
a Prince as the Duke of Burgundy, while in such high
indignation against them. For it must be remembered,
that at this- period heralds were only despatched from
sovereign princes to each other upon solemn oceasions;
and that the inferior nobility employed pursuivants, a lower
rank of officers-at-arms, It may be also noticed in passing,
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that Louis X1, an habitual derider of whatever did not
promise real power or substantial advantage, was in especial
a professed contemner of heralds and heraldry, “red, blue,
and green, with all their trampery,”* to which the pride of
his rival Charles, which was of a very different kind, attached
no small degree of ceremonious importance.

The herald, who was now introduced into the presence of
the monarchs, was dressed in a tabard, or coat, embnvudered
with the arms of his master, in which the Boar'sheand made
a distinguished appearance, in blazonry, which, in the ogzaion
of the shilful, was more showy than accurie. The rest
of his dress—a dress always sufficiently tamin—wxs over-
charged with lace, embroidery, and omament of every kind ;
and the plume of feathers which he wore was o hizh, as if
intended to sweep the roof of the hall I~ & the usual
gaudy splendour of the heraldic attire was
overdone, The Boar’s-head was not a'v -
part of his dress, but even his bonnet wzs
shape, that it was represented with goev 26
tusks, or, in proper language, lenszs avs cw3d qules ; and
there was sorrething in the man’s eprezmz=er which seem=Z
to imply a mixture of boldness
sho has undertzken a d.
that audacity alone can cary =
Something of the same miue2
visible in the manner in whick
showed also a grotesque awkwarines
those who were accustomed © e rmoerved in ez’
of princes.

“Who art thou, in the &=
ing with which Chales
envoy.

*¥ am Rouge Sangler,” roovmed 227

*® Fora remacan.e momoes o o, ven
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atarms of William de la Marck, by the grace of God, and
the election of the Chapter, Prince Bishop of Licge.”

“«Hal” exclaimed Charles; but, as if subduing his own
passion, he made a sign to him to proceed.

% And, in right of his wife, the Honourable Countess
Hameline; of Croye, Count of Croye, and Lord of Bracque-
mont.” ‘

The utter astonishment of Duke Charles at the extremity
of boldness with which these titles were announced in his
presence, seemed to strike him dumb; and the herald, con-
ceiving, doubtless, that he had made a suitable impression
by the annunciation of his character, proceeded to state
his errand, :

“ Annuncio vobis gaudium magnum,” he said; “I let you,
Charles of Burgundy and Earl of Flanders, to know, in my
tnaster’s name, that under favour of a dispensation of our
Holy Father of Rome, presently expected, and appointing a
fitting substitute ad sacra, he proposes to exercise at once
the office of Prince Bishop, and maintain the rights of Count
of Croye.”

The Duke of Burgundy, at this and other pauses in the
herald’s speech, only ejaculated “Ha!” or some similar in-
terjection, without making any answer; and the tone of ex-
clamation was that of one who, though surprised and moved,
is willing to hear all that is to be said ere he commits him-
self by making an answer. To the further astonishment of
all who were present, he forbore from his usual abrupt and
violent gesticulations, remaining with the nail of his thumb
pressed against his teeth, which was his favourite attitude
when giving attention, and keeping his cyes bent on the
ground, as if unwilling to betray the passion which might
gleam in them.

The envoy, therefore, proceeded boldly and unabashed in
the delivery of his message, “In the name, therefore, of
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the worst cow's hide that ever died of the murrain, than in that
fellow’s painted coat! The poor man goes on like drunk-
ards, who only look to the other pot, and not to the score
which mine host chalks up behind the lattice.”

* Have you yet done?” said the Duke to the herald.

“#QOne word more,” answered Rouge Sanglier, “from my
noble and vencrable lord aforesaid, respecting his worthy
and trusty ally, the Most Christian King:

“TEa1” exclaimed the Duke, starting, and in a fiercer
tone than he had yet used ; but checking himself, he instantly
composed himself again to attention.

#Which Most Christian King’s royal person it is rumoured
that you, Charles of Burgundy, have placed under restraint,
contrary to your duty as a vassal of the Crown of France,
and to the faith observed among Christian Sovereigns. For
which reason, my said noble and venerable master, by my

_ mouth, charges you to put his Roy'\l and Most Christian
“ally forthwith at frecdom, or to receive the defiance which
I am authorised to pronounce to you.”

“Have you yet done?” said the Duke.

“T have,” answered the herald, “and await your Grace's
answer, trusting it may be such as will save the effusion of
Christian blood.”

“Now, by Saint George of Burgundy,”—said the Duke;
—but ere he could proceed further, Louis arose, and struck
in with a tone of so much dignity and authority, that Charles
could not interrupt him.

“Under your favour, fair cousin of Burgundy,” said the
King, “we ourselves crave priority of voice in replying to
this insolent fellow.—Sirrah herald, or whatever thou art,
carty back notice to the perjured outlaw and murderer,
William de la Marck, that the King of France will be pre-
sently before Liege, for the purpose of punishing the sacri-
legious murderer of his late beloved kinsman, Louis of
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Bourbon; and that he proposes to gibbet De Is Marck
alive, for the insolence of terming himself his ally, ard
prtung his royal mame into the mouth of one of his own
Lase messengers.”

“ Add whatever else on my part,” said Charles, “which it
may not misbecome a pringe 1o send to a common thizf,
and murderer, —~ And begone l—Yet stay, — Never herald
went from the Court of Burgundy without having cause to
e, Largesse f~Let him be scourged till the banes are haid
barel”

% Nay, but if it please your Graee,” said Crivecmer and
T'Hymbercourt together, “he is 2 herald, and so far pusi-
feged.”

“It is you, Messires,” replied the Duke, “who are such
owls, 25 to think that the tabard makes the hemld. I
see by that lellow’s blazoaing he is 2 mere impostor.
Let Toison d'Or step forward, and question him in your
presence.”

In spite of his natumi efitontery, the envoy of the Wild
Boar of Ardennes now became male; and that notwithe
standing some touches of paint with which he had adomed
his countenance. Tauson d'Or, the chief herald, as we have
elsewhere said, of the Duke, and Kingatarms within hus
dominions, stepped forward with the solemnity of one who
knew what was due to his office, and asked ks supposed
brother, in what College he had studied the saence which

he professed.
“1 s bred a pursurvant. at the Heraldic College of
Ratist Reuge Sangher, “and receved the

diploma of Ehrenhald from that sam= leamned {ratemity.”
“You could not darive it from a source more worthy,”
answered Toison @'Or, bowing still lower than he had done
befare ; “and if I presume to confer with you on the
mysieies of our sublime saience, 1n obedience to the orders
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of the most gracious Duke, it is not in hopes of giving, but
of receiving knowledge.” :

“Go to,” said the Duke impatiently. *“Leave off cere-
mony, and ask him some question that may try his skill.”

“ ]t were injustice to ask a disciple of the worthy Cotllege
of Arms at Ratisbon, if he comprehendeth the common
terms of blazonry,” said Toison @'Or; “but I may, without
offence, crave of Rouge Sanglier to say, if’ he is instructed
in the more mysterious and secret terms of the science, by
which the more learned do emblematically, and as it were
parabolically, express to each other what is conveyed to
others in the ordinary language, taught in the very accidence
as it were of Heraldry?”

“71 understand one sort of blazonry as well as another,”
answered Rouge Sanglier boldly ; “but it may be we have
not the same terms in Germany which you have here in
Flanders.”

“ Alas, that you will say so!” replied Toison d’Or; “our
noble science, which is indeed the very banner of nobleness,
and glory of generosity, being the same in all Christian
countries, nay, known and acknowledged even by the Sara-
cens and Moors. I would, therefore, pray of you to de-
scribe what coat you will after the celestial fashion, that is,
by the planets,”

“Blazon it yourself as you will,” said Rouge Sanglier; *I
will do no such apish tricks upon commandment, as an ape
is made to come alof.”

“Show him a coat, and let him blazon it his own way,”
said the Duke; *“and if he fails, I promise him that his back
shall be gules, azure and sable.”

“Here,” said the herald of Burgundy, taking from his
pouch a piece of parchment, “is a scroll, in which certain
considerations led me to prick down, after my own poor
fashion, an ancient coat. X will pray my brother, if indeed
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he belong to the honourable College of Arms at Ratishon,
to decipher it in fitting language,”

Le Glorieux, who seemed to take great pleasure in this
discussion, had by this tune bustled himself close up 10 the
two hermlds. “I will help thee, good fellow,” said he 1o
Rouge Sanghier, as he looked hopelessly upon the scrall
“This, my lords and masters, represents the cat looking out
at the dairy-window.”

‘This sally occasioned a laugh, which was something to
the advantage of Rouge Sanglier, as it led Taison d'Or, in-
dignant at the misconstruction of his drawing, to explain 1t
as the coat-of-arms assumed by Childebert, Kang of I'rance,
after he had taken prisoner Gandemar, King of Burgundy;
teptesenting an unce, or tiger<at, the emblem of the captise
prince, behind a grating, or, a5 Towon d'Or technically de
fined it,  Sable, a musion passant Or, oppressed with a wells
gules, cloué of the sccond.”

“By my bauble,” said Le Gloricux, 1f the cat resemble
Burgundy, she has the nght side of the grating nowadzys.”

*True, good fellow,” sad Lows, laughing, whiie the rest
of the presence, and even Charles himself, seemed discon-
certed at so broad 2 jest,—*1 owe thee a prece of gold for
turning something that locked kke sad eamest, into the
merry game which I trust it will end "

#Silence, Le Glorienx,” sud the Duke : * and you, Toson
d'Qr, who are too leamed to be intelligible, stand back,~
and bring that rascal forward, some of you-—Hark e
villain,” he said, in his harshest tone, “do you know the
difference between argent and or, except in the shape of
coined maney? ™

“For pity’s sake, your Grace, be good unto me t—Noble
King Louls, speak for mel”

s Speak for thyself,” said the Duke—* In a word, art thou
herald or not?”
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“QOnly for this occasion!” acknowledged the detected
official. _

“Now, by St. George!” said the Duke, eyeing Louis
askance, “we know no king—no gentleman—save oxe, who
would have so prostituted the noble science on which royalty
and gentry rest! save that King, who sent to Edward of
England a serving man disguised as a herald.” *

“Such a stratagem,” said Louis, laughing or affecting to
laugh, “could only be justified at a Court where no heralds
were at the time, and when the emergency was urgent.  But,
though it might have passed on the blunt and thick-witted
islander, no one with brains a whit better than thosc of a
wild boar would have thought of passing such a trick upon
the accomplished Court of Burgundy.”

“Send him who will,” said the Duke fiercely, “he shall
return on their hands in poor case.—Here l—drag him to
the market-place I—slash him with bridlereins and dog-
whips until the tabard hang about him in tatters I—Upon
the Rouge Sanglier l—¢a, ¢a t—Haloo, haloo {”

Four or five large hounds, such as are painted in the
hunting-pieces upon which Rubens and Schneiders Iaboured
in conjunction, caught the well-known notes with which the
Duke concluded, and began to yell and bay as if the boar
were just roused from his lair,

“ By the rood | ” said lxmg Louis, observant to catch thc
vein of his dangerous cousin, “since the ass has put on the
boar’s hide, I would set the dogs on him to bait him out
of itt”

“Right! right!” exclaimed Duke Charles, the fancy ex-
actly chiming in with his humour at the moment—"it shall
be done t—uncouple the hounds l—Hyke a Talbot! hyke a
Beaumont I—We will course him from the door of the Castle
to the east gate.”

* Note XII,—Disguised Herald,
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and tail l—Take them off him !—He hath shown so good a
course, that, though he has made no sport at bay, wg will
not have him despatched.”

Several officers accordingly busied themselves in taking off
the dogs; and they were soon seen coupling some up, and
pursuing others which ran through the streets, shaking in
sport and triumph the tattered fragments of painted cloth
and embroidery rent from the tabard, which the unfortunate
wearer had put on in an unlucky hour.

At this moment, and while the Duke was too much en-
gaged with what passed before him to mind what was said
behind him, Oliver le Dain, gliding behind King Louis,
whispered into his ear—“It is the Bohemian, Hayraddin
Maugrabin—It were not well he should come to speech of
the Duke.”

“ He must die,” answered Louis, in the same tone—* dead
men tell no tales,”
- One instant afterwards, Tristan 'Hermite, to whom Oliver

had given the hint, stepped forward before the King and
the Duke, and said, in his blunt manner, “So please your
Majesty and your Gmce, this piece of game is mine, and I
claiim him—he is marked with my stamp-—the fleur-de-lis is
branded on his shoulder, as all men may see.—~He is a
known villain, and hatt: slain the King’s subjects, robbed
churches, deflowered virgins, slain deer in the royal
parks »

“XEnough, enough,” said Duke Charles, “he is my royal
cousin’s property by many a good title. What will your
Majesty do with him?” :

“If he is left to my disposal,” said the King, “I will at
least give him one lesson in the science of hesaldry, in which
%m is so ignorant—only explain to him practically, the mean-
ing of a cross gofente, with a noose dangling proper.”

“Not as to be by him bome, but as to bear him,.~Let
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“Well, cousin,” answered the Duke, “I do believe thou
hadst a lesson to keep faith another time.—And now for
once, without finesse and doubling, will you make good your
promise, and go with me to punish this murdering La Marck
and the Liegeois?”

“1 will march against them,” said Louis, “with the
Ban, and Arritre-Ban of France, and the Oriflamme dis-
played.”

“ Nay, nay,” said the Duke, *that is more than is needful,
or maybe advisable. The presence of your Scottish Guard,
and two hundred choice lances, will serve to show that you
are a free agent. A large army might——"

“ Make me so in effect, you would say, my fair cousm?”
said the King. “Well, you shall dictate the numbers of my
attendants.”

“And to put this fair cause of mischief out of the way,
you will agree to the Countess Isabelle of Croye wedding
with the Duke of Orleans?,”

“Fair cousin,” said the King, “you drive my courtesy to
extremity. The Duke is the betrothed bridegroom of my
daughter Joan. Be generous—yield up this matter, and let
us speak rather of the towns on the Somme.”

“My council will talk to your Majesty of these,” said
Charles; “I myself have less at heart the acquisition of
territory, than the redress of injuries. You have tampered
with my vassals, and your royal pleasure must needs dis-
pose of the hand of a ward of Burgundy. Your Majesty
must bestow it within the pale of your own royal family,
since you have meddled with it—otherwise, our conference
breaks off.”

“Were I to say I did this willingly,” said the King, “no
one would believe me; therefore do you, my fair cousin,
judge of the extent of my wish to oblige you, when 1 say,
wost reluctantly, that the parties consenting, and a dispensa-
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between Duke Charles and his Hege lord. ~ Yet still the
latter, though treated with ceremonial observance, was suffi-
ciently aware that he continued to be the object of suspicion,
though he prudently affected to overlook it, and appeared to
consider himself as entirely at his easa

Meanwhile, as frequently happens in such cases, whilst the
principal parties concerned had so far made up their differ-
ences, one of the subaltern agents concerned in their intrigues
was bitterly experiencing the truth of the political maxim,
that if the great bave frequent need of base tools, they make
amends to society by abandoning them to their fate, so soon
as they find them no Jonger useful.

This was Hayraddin Maugrabin, who, surrendered by the
Duke's officers to the King's Provost-Marshal, was by him
placed in the hands of his two trusty aides-de-camp, Trois-
Eschelles and Petit-André, to -be despatched without loss of
time. One on either side of him, and followed by a few
guards and a multitude of rabble,—this playing the Allegro,
that the Penseroso,—he was marched off (to use a modern
comparison, like Garrick between Tragedy and Comedy) to
the neighbouring forest; where, to save all further trouble
and ceremonial of a gibbet, and so forth, the disposers of
his fate proposed to knit him up to the first sufficient tree.

They were not long in finding an oak, as Petit-André
facetiously expressed it, fit to bear such an acom ; and plac-
ing the wretched criminal on a bank under a sufficient guard,
they began their extemporaneous preparations for the final
catastrophe. At that mowment, Hayraddin, gazing on the
crowd, encountered the eyes of Quentin Durward, who,
thinking he recognised the countenance of his faithless
guide in that of the detected impostor, had followed with
the crowd to witness the execution, and assure himself of
the identity.

When the executioners informed hira that s}l was ready,
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Hayraddin, with much calmness, asked a single boon at their
hands.

« Anything, my son, consistent with our office,” said Trois-
Eschelles. *

#That is,” said Hayraddn, “anything but my fe.”

“Even s0,” said Trois-Eschelles, “and something more ;
for as you seem resolved to do crednt to our mystery, and
die like a man, ssthout making wry mouths—why, though
our orders are 1o be prompt, I care not if X indulge you ten
minutes Jonger.”

“Yau are even too generous,” said Hayraddin.

#“Truly we may be blamed for it,” smd Petut-André ; « but
what of that?—X could consent almost to gwve my %ife for
such & jerry-came-tumble, such a smart, tight, firm lad, swho
proposes to come from atoft with & grace, as an honest fellow
should do.”

“So that if you want a confessor—" said Trois-Esch-
elles.

“Or a Zire of > satd his f: p

“QOr a psalm~—" said Tragedy.

“QOr a song—" said Comedy,

“Neither, my good, kmd, and most expeditious friends,”
said the Bohemian—* 1 only pray to speak a few minutes
with yonder Archer of the Seottish Guard.”

“The executioners hesitated a2 moment ; but Trois-Eschelles
recollecting that Quentin Durward was beheved, from
various citcumstances, to stand tugh m the favour of therr
master, King Lows, they resolved to permit the interniew.

When Quentin, at their summons, approached the con-
demned criminal, he could not but be shocked at his ap-
pearance, however justly his doom might have been deserved.
The remnants of his heraldic finery, rent to tatters by the
fangs of the dogs, and the clutches of the bipeds who had
rescued him from their fury to lead him 1o the gallows, g
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him at once a ludicrous and a wretched appearance. His
face was discoloured with paint, and with some remnants
of a fictitious beard, assumed for the purpose of disguise,
and there ‘was the paleness of death upon his cheek and
upon his lip ; yet, strong in passive courage, like most of his
tribe, his eye, while it glistened and wandered, as well as
the contorted smile of his mouth, seemed to bid defiance to
the death he was about to die.

Quermn was struck partly with bhorror, pmrtly with com-
passion, as he approached the miserable man, and these
feelings probably betrayed themselves in his manner, for
Petit-André called out, **Trip it more smartly, jolly Archer
—This gentleman’s leisure cannot wait for you, if you
walk as if the pebbles were eggs, and you afraid of breaking
them.”

“I must speak with him in privacy,” said the criminal,
despair seeming to croak in his accent as he uttered the
words.

*That may hardly consist with our office, my merry Leap-
the-Jadder,” said Petit-André; “we know you for a slippery
eel of old.”

“Iam tied with your horsc-girths, hand and foot,” said the
criminal—* You may keep guard around me, though out of
car-shot—the Archer is your ovn King’s servant—And if 1
gwe you ten gmldcrs

“Laid out in masses, the sum may profit his poor soul "
said Trois-Eschelles.

“Laid out in wine or brantwein, it will comfort my poor
body,” responded Petit-André.  “So let them be forthcom-
ing, my little crack-rope.”

“Pay the blood-hounds their fee,” said Hayraddin to
Durward ; “1 was plundered of every stiver when they took
me—it shall avail thee much.”

Quentin paid the executioners their gucrdon, and, like
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men of promise, they retreated out of bearing—keeping,
however, a careful eye on the criminal's motions. After
waiting an instant till the unhappy man should speak, as
he still remained silent, Quentin at length addressed him,
“And to this conclusion thou hast at length arrived?”

“Ay,” answered Hayraddin, “it required neither astro-
Toger, nor physi ist, nor chi ist, to foretell that
1 should follow the destiny of my family,”

“Brought to this early end by thy long course of crime
and treachery !” said the Scot.

“No, by the bright Aldeboran and all his brother twink-
lers1” answered the Bohemian. “I am brought hither
by my folly, in believing that the bloodthirsty cruelty of a
Frank could be restrained even by what they themselves
profess to hold most sacred. A priest’s vestment would
have been no safer garb for me than a hemld’s tabard,
however sanctimonious are your f ions of devoti
and chivalry.”

“A detected mmpostor has no right to claim the immuni-
ties of the disguise he had usutped,” said Durward.

“Detected |” said the Bobemuan, “My jargon wzs as
good 2s yonder old fool of 2 herald’s;—but let it pess
As well now as hereafter.”

“You abuse time,” said Quentin, “If you have avght to
tell me, say it quickly, and then take some care of your
soul”

“Of my soul?” said the Bohemian, with 2 hideous lavgh
*Think ye a leprosy of twenty years can be cured in 2n in-
stant P~If I have a soul, it hath been in such a course since
1 was ten years old and more, that it would tzke me ome
month to recall all my crimes and another to tell them to
the priest;—and were such space granted ms, it is £ve to
one I would employ it otherwise.”

* Hardened wretch, blaspheme not] Tell m=
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fim at once a indicrous and a wretched appearance. His
ace was discoloured with paint, and with some remnants
sf a fetitious beard, assumed for the purpose of disguise,
and there 'was the paleness of death upon his cheek and
upon his lip ; yet, strong in passive courage, like most of his
tribe, his eye, while it ghstencd and wandered, as well as
the contorted smile of his mouth, seemed to bid defiance to
the death he was about to die.

Quentm was struck partly with horror, p"uﬂy with com-
passion, as he approached the miserable man, and these
feelings prabably betrayed themselves in his manner, for
Petit-André called out, “Trip it more smartly, jolly Archer
—This gentleman’s leisure cannot wait for you, if you
walk as if the pebbles were eggs, and you afraid of breaking
them.”

“I must speak with him in privacy,” said the criminal,
despair seeming to croak in his accent as he uttered the
words.

“That may hardly consist with our office, my merry Leap-
the-ladder,” said Petit-André ; “we know you for a slippery
cel of old.”

“J am tied with your horse-girths, hand and foot,” said the
criminal-~* You may keep guard around me, though out of
car-shot~—the Archer is your own King's servant-—~And if 1
give you ten gmlders »

“Laid out in masses, the sum may profit his poor soul 4
said Trois-Eschelles,

“Laid out in wine or brantwein, it will comfort my poor
body,” responded Petit-André.  *#So let them be forthcom-
ing, my little crack-rope.”

“Pay the blood-hounds their fee,” said Hayraddin tc
Durward ; “T was plundered of every stiver when they took
me—~it shall avail thee much.”

Quentin paid the executioners their guerdon, and, lik
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men of promise, they d out of hean £
hawever, a careful eye on the criminal's motions, Aﬁer
waiting an instant till the unhappy man should speak, as
he still remained silent, Quentin at length addressed him,
#And to this conclusion thou hast at length arrived?”

“ Ay :mswercd H:\)mddm, “u rcqun'cd neither astro-
loger, nor p nor ist, to foretell that
T should follow the destiny of my family.”

# Brought to this early end by thy long course of crime
and treachery f” said the Scot.

“No, by the bright Aldeboran and ali his brother twink-
lers!” answered the Hohemian. “I am brought hither
by my folly, in believing that the bloodthirsty cruefty of a
Frank could be restrained even by what they themselves
profess to hold most sacred. A priest’s vestment would
have been no sarer garh for me than a henald’s tabard,
however jous are your p {ons of devoti
and chivalry.”

“ A detected impostor has no right to claim the immuni-
ties of the disguise he had usurped,” said Durward

“Detected 1” said the Bohemian. “My jargon was as
good as yonder old fool of a herald’s;—but let it pass.
As well now as hereafter.”

“You abuse time,” said Quentin.  “If you have aught to
tell me, say it quickly, and then take some care of your
soul.”

“Of ray soul?” said the Bohemian, with a hideous faugh.
“Think ye a leprosy of twenty years can be cured in an m-
stant ¥—If I have a soul, it bath been in such a course since
1 was ten years old and more, that it would take me one
month to recall all my erimes and znother to tell them to
the priest ;—and were such space granted me, &t is five to
one I would employ it otherwise.”

“ Hardened wretch, blaspheme not]  Tell me wbet thon
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hast to say, and I leave thee to thy fate,” said Durward, with
mingled pity and horror.

# T have a boon to ask,” said Hayraddin,—* but first T will
buy it of you; for your tribe, with all their professions of
charity, give nought for nought.”

#71 could well-nigh say thy gifts perish with thee,” answered
Quentin, * but that thou art on the very verge of eternity.—
Ask thy boon—reserve thy bounty—it can do me no good—
T remember enough of your good offices of old.”

“Why, I loved you,” said Hayraddin, “for the matter
that chanced on the banks of the Cher; and I would have
helped you to a wealthy dame. You wore her scarf, which
partly misled me; and indeed I thought that Hameline,
with her portable wealth, was more for your market-penny
than the other hen-sparrow, with her old roost at Bracque-
mont, which Charles has clutched, and is likely to keep his
claws upon.”

“Talk not so idly, unhappy man,” said Quentin ; *“yonder
officers become impatient.”

“Give them ten guilders for ten minutes more,” said the
culprit,—who, like most in his situation, mixed with his
hardihood a desire of procrastinating his fate,—*I tell thee
it shall avail thee much.”

“Use then well the minutes so purchased,” said Durward,
and easily made a new bargain with the Marshal's men.

This done, Hayraddin continued.—* Yes, I assure you I
meant you well; and Hameline would have proved an easy
and convenient spouse. Why, she has reconciled herself
even with the Boar of Ardennes, though his mode of waoing
was somewhat of the roughest, and lords it yonder in his
sty, as if she had fed on mast-husks and acorns all her life.”

“Cease this brutal and untimely jesting,” said Quentin ;
“or, once more I tell you, T will leave you to your fate.”

“You are right,” said Hayraddin, after 2 moment’s pause ;
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“what cannot be postponed must he faced I—~Well, know
then, T came hither in this accursed disguise, moved by a
great reward from De 12 Marck, and hoping 2 yet mightier
one from King Louis, not merely to bear the message of
defiance which you may have heard of, but to tell the King
an important secret.”

* It was a fearful risk,” said Durward,

“It was paid for as such, and such it hath proved,” an-
swered the Bohemmn., “De la Marck attempted before to
communicate with Lous by means of Marthon; but she
could not, it seems, approach nearer 1o bim than the astro-
Joger, to whom she told all the passages of the journey, and
of Schonwaldt; but it is & chance if her tidings ever reach
Louis, except in the shape of a prophecy. But hear my
secret, which 1s more important than aught she could tell,
William de Iz Marck has assembled a numerous and strong
force within the city of Liege, and augments it daily by
means of the old priest’s treasures. But he proposes not to
hazard a battle with the chivalry of Burgundy, and still less
to stand a siege in the dismantled town. This he will do—
he will suffer the hot-brained Charles to sit down before the
place without opposition ; and 1n the night, make an outfall
or sally upon the leaguer with is whole force. Many be
will have in French armour, who will ery France, Saint
Louis, and Denis Montjoye, as if there were a strong body
of French auxiliaties 1n the city. This cannot choose but
strike utter ion among the B: dians ; and 1f King
Louis, with his guards, attendants, and such solders s he
may have with him, shall second his efforts, the Boar of
Ardennes nothing doubts the discomfiture of the who]'c
Burgundian army.—There is my secret, and I bequeath it
to you. Forward, or prevent the enterpnse—sell the intelli-
gence to King Louis, or to Duke Charles, I care not—save
or destroy whom thou wilt; for my part, I only
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that 1 cannot spring it like a mine, to the destruction of 2
them alll” .

« Tt is indeed an important secret,” said Quentin, instantly=
comprehending how easily the national jealousy might be:
awakened in a camp consisting partly of French, partly of -
Burgundians.

“ Ay, so it is,” answered Hayraddin ; *and, now you have
it, you would fain begone, and leave me without granting
the boon for which I have paid beforehand.” ,

“Tell me thy request,” said Quentin—*1 will grant it if
it be in my power.”

“Nay, it is no mighty demand—it is only in behalf of
poor Klepper, my palfrey, the only living thing that may
miss me~—~A due mile south, you will find him feeding by
a deserted collier’s hut; whistle to him thus "—(he whistled
a peculiar note), “and call him by his name, Klepper, he
will come to you; here is his bridle under my gaberdine—
it is lucky the hounds got it not, for he obeys no other.
Take him, and make much of him-—I do not say for his
master’s sake,—but because I have placed at your disposal
the event of a mighty war. He will never fail you at need—
night and day, rough and smooth, fair and foul, warm stables
aud the winter sky, are the same to Klepper; had T cleared
the gates of Peronne, and got so far as where 1 left him, I
had not been in this case..—Will you be kind to Klepper??”

“1 swear to you that I will,” answered Quentin, affected
by what seemed a trait of tenderness in a character so
hardened.

“Then fare thee well1” said the criminal—“Yet stay—
stay—I would not willingly die in discourtesy, forgetting a
lady’s commission.—This billet is from the very gracious
and extremely silly Lady of the Wild Boar of Ardennes, to
her black-eyed niece—I see by your look I have chosen a
willing messenger.—~And one word more—I forgot to say,
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the forest, and ecasily found where Klepper wag feeding.
The creature came at his call, but was for some time un-
willing to be caught, snuffing and starting when the stranger
approached him. At length, however, Quentin's general ac-
quaintance with the habits of the animal, and perhaps some
particular knowledge of those of Klepper, which he had often
admired while Hayraddin and he travelled together, enabled
him to take possession of the Bohemian’s dying bequest.
Long ere he returned to Peronne, the Bohemian had gone
where the vanity of his dreadful creed was to be put to the
final issue—a fearful experience for one who had neither
expressed remorse for the past, nor apprehension for the
future |

Bt e—

CHAPTER XXXV,
A PRIZE FOR HONOUR.

Tis brave for Beauty when the best blade wins her.
The Conunt Falatine.

WHEN Quentin Durward reached Peronne, a council was
sitting, in the issue of which he was interested more deeply
than he could have apprehended, and which, though held
by persons of a rank with whom one of his could scarce be
supposed to have community of interest, had nevertheless
the most extraordinary influence on his fortunes.

King Louis, who, after the interlude of De 1a Marck’s
envoy, had omitted no opportunity to cultivate the return-
ing interest which that circumstance had given him in the
Duke's opinion, had been engaged in consulting him, or,
it might be almost said, receiving his opinion, upon the
number and quality of the troops, by whom, as an auxiliary
to the Duke of Burgundy, he was to be attended in their
joint expedition against Liege. He plainly saw the wish
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of Charles was to call into his camp such Frenchmen as,
from their small number and hizgh qmlity, might be con-
sidered rather as hostages than as zuxiliaries ; bet, observant
of Crivecreur's 2dvice, be assented 25 teadily to whatever
the Duke proposed, as if it had arisen from the free impulse
of his own mind.

The King filed not, however, to indemmfy himself for
his complaisance, by the indulgence of his vindictive temper
against Balue, whose counsels had led him to repese such
exuberant trust in the Duke of Burgundy. Tristan, who
bore the summons far moving wp his auxibary forrss, ked
the forther commission to carry the Cardinal to the Castle
of Loches, and there shut him up in one of those iran ceges,
which he himself is said to heve invented,

“Iet him make proof of his own devices,” said the Ring;
“he is 2 man of Holy Church—we may not shed his blood ;
but, Paspues-dies/ his bishopric, for ten years to come,
shall have an impregnable fronter to make up for its small
extent lvAnd see the troops are brought vp mstantly.”

Perhaps, by this promp: acquiescence, Lovis heped to
evade the more unpleasing condifon with which the Duke
had clogged their reconcilation. But if be so hoped, ke
greatly mistook the temper of tus cousm; for never man
Tived more tenacious of bis puwpose thzn Charles of Bur-
gundy, and least of all was ke willing to relax any supoiation
which he had made in resentment, or resenge, of a suppoced
injury.

No sooner were the necessary expresses despatched o
summon np the forces who wera selected to act 2s 2uxilanes,
than Logis was called vpen by bis bost to give publc con-
sent to the espousals of the Duke of Orleans and Tssbel=
of Croye, The King complied with a heavy #igh, ard
presently after vrged a sight expostulation, founded wpon
the necessity of observieg the wishes of the Duke himself,
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“These have not been neglected,” said the Duke of
Surgundy ; “Crevecceur hath communicated with Monsieur
d'Otleans, and finds him (strange to say) so dead to the
hondur of wedding a royal bride, that he acceded to the
proposal of marrying the Countess of Croye, as the kindest
proposal which father could have made to him.”

“He is the more ungracious and thankless,” said Louis;
“but the whole shall be as you, my cousin, will; if you can
bring it about with the consent of the parties themselves.”

“Tear not that,” said the Duke; and accordingly, not
many minutes after the affair bad been proposed, the Duke
of Orleans and the Countess of Croye—the latter attended,
as on the preceding occasion, by the Countess of Crevecaeur
and the Abbess of the Ursulines—were summoned to the
presence of the Princes, and heard from the mouth of
Charles of Burgundy, unobjected to by th>¢ of Louis, who
sat in silent and moody consciousness of diminished con-
sequence, that the union of their hands was designed
by the wisdom of both Princes, to confirm the perpetual
alliance, which in future should take place betwixt France
and Burgundy.

The Duke of Orleans had much difficulty in suppressing
the joy which he felt upon the proposal, and which delicacy
rendered improper in the presence of Louis ; and it required
his habitual awe of that monarch to enable him to rein in
his delight, so much as merely to reply, “that his duty com-
pelled him to place his choice at the disposal of his
Sovereign.”

“ Fair cousin of Orleans,” said Louis, with sullen gravity,
“since I must speak on so unpleasant an occasion, it is
needless for me to remind you, that my sense of your merits
had led me to propose for you a match into my own family.
But, since my cousin of Burgundy thinks, that the disposing
of your hand otherwise is the surest pledge of amity between
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his dominions and mine, 1 love both too well not to sacrifice
to them my own hopes and wishes.”

The Duke of Orleans threw himself en his knees, and
kissed,—and, for once, with sincerity of attachment,~the
hand which the King, with averted countenance, extended
to him. In fact, he, as well as most prmm, saw, in the
unilling acqui of this Jisk ey, who,
even with that very purpose, had suffered Bis reluctance
to be visible, a King relinquishing his favourite project,
and subjuzating his patemal feelings to the necessities
of state, and interest of his country. Even Burgundy
was moved, and Orleans’ heart smote him for the joy
which he involuntarly felt on being freed from his en-
gagement with the Princess Joan.  If ke had known how
deeply the King was cursing lim in his sou), and what
thoughts of future revenge be was agiating, 1t js probable
. his own delicacy on the occasion would not have been so
much hurt.

Charles next tutned to the young Countess, and bluntly
announced the proposed match to her, 25 2 matter which
neither admitted delay nor hesitation 3 adding, at the same
time, that it was but a too favourable comsequence of her
intractability on a former occasion.

My Lord Duke and gn,” sud Isabelle,
ing up a0 her courage, 1 observe your Grace's commands,
and submit to them.”

“Enongh, enough,” said the Duke, interrupting her, ©
will arrange the rest.—Your Mayesty,” he continued, address—
ing King Louis, “hath bad a boar's hunt m the Taomning,
what say you to rousing a wolf in the aftemoon?”

The young Countess saw the necessity of decision.—
“Your Grace kes my ing,” she said, speaki
though timidly, yet loudly and decidedly enough to &
the Duke’s attention, which, from some consmnusx{ -
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would atherwise have willingly denied to her.—My sub-
mission,” she said, “only respected those lands and estates
which your Grace’s ancestors gave to mine, and which 1
resign to the House of Burgundy, if my Sovereign thinks my
discbedience in this matter rendem me unworthy to hold
them.”

“Ha] Saint George!” said the Duke, stamping furiously
on the ground, “does the fool know in what presence she is
—And to whom she speaks?”

“My lord,” she rephed, still undismayed, “I am before
my Suzerain, and, I trust, a just one. If you deprive me
of my lands, you take away all that your ancestors’ gene-
rosity gave, and you break the only bonds which attach
us together. You gave not this poor and persecuted
form, still less the spirit which animates me—And these
it is my purpose to dedicate to Heaven in the convent
of the Ursulines, under the guxdance of this Holy Mother
Abbess.”

The rage and astonishment of the Duke can hardly be
conceived, unless we could estimate the surprise of a falcon,
against whom 2 dove should ruffle its pintons in defiance.——
“Will the Holy Mother receive you without an appanage?”
he said, in a voice of scom.

“If she doth her convent, in the first instance, so much
wrong,” said the Lady Ysabelle, “I trust there is charity
enough among the noble friends of my house, to make up
some support for the orphan of Croye.”

“It is false!” said the Duke; “it is a base pretext to
covér some secret and unworthy passion.—My Lord of Or-
leans, she shall be yours, if I drag her to the altar with my
own hands!”

The Countess of Crévecceur, a high-spirited woman, and
confident in her husband’s merits and his favour with the
Duke, could keep silent no longer.—* My lord,” she said,
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“your passiogns port you into language utterly hy
~The hand of no gentlewoman can be disposed of by
force.”

“And it i3 no part of the duty of a Christian Prince;”
added the Abbess, “to thwart the wishes of a plous soul,
who, broken with the cares and persecutions of the world, is
desirous to become the bride of Heaven.”

4 Neither can my cousin of Orleans,” said Dunois, # with
honour aceept a proposal, to which the lady has thus pub.
licly stated her objections.”

“1f I were permitted,” said Orleans, on whose facile mind
Isabelle’s beauty had made a deep imptession, “ some time
to end to place my p before the Countess
in a more favourable hight——"

*My lord,” eaid Isabelle, whose firmness was now fully

pported by the which she received from
all around, “it were to no purpose—my mind is zmade up 1o
decline this alliance, though far above my deserts.”

“#Nor have 1 time,” said the Duke, “to wait till these
whirsies are changed with the next change of the wmoon.—~
’\Ionsenmcur d¥ Odmns, she shall leam within this hour, that

b matter of >

# Not in my behalf, Sire,” answ:n:d the Prnce, who feit
that he could not, with any show of honour, asail himsell
of the Duke’s obstinate disposition ;—“to have been once
openty ¢nd positively refused, is enough for a Son of France,
He cannot prosecute his addresses further.”

‘The Duke darted ane funous glance at Qrleans, another
at Louis; and reading in the countenance of the latter,
spite of his utmost efforts to suppress his feelings, a look of
secret triumph, he became outragedus.

“Wnte, hc sad to zhe Secretary, “our docm of forfeit-
ure and imp this dient and insolert
minion! She shall o the Zuchthews, to the peniten
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herd with those whose lives have rendered them her rivals
in effrontery !” . :

There was a general murmur.

“My Lord Duke,” said the Count of Cr¥vecceur, taking
the word for the rest, “ this must be better thought on.  Wg,
your faithful vassals, cannot suffer such a dishonour to the
nobility and chivalry of Burgundy. If the Countess hath
done amiss, let her be punished-—but in the manner that
becomes her rank, and ours, who stand connected with her
house by blood and alliance.”

The Duke paused a moment, and looked full at his coun-
sellor with the stare of a bull, which, when compelled by the
neat-herd from the road which he wishes to go, deliberates
with himself whether to obey, or to rush on his driver, and
toss him into the air. Prudence, however, prevailed -over
fury—he saw the sentiment was general in his council—was
afraid of the advantages which Louis might derive from secing
dissension among his vassals; and probably—for he was
rather of a coarse and violent, than of a malignant temper—
felt ashamed of his own dishonourable proposal.

“You are right,” he said, “Crévecceur, and I spoke hastily.
Her fate shall be determined according to the rules of
chivalry. Her flight to Liege hath given the signal for the
Bishop’s murder. He that best avenges that deed, and
brings us the head of the Wild Boar of Ardennes, shall
claim her hand of us; and if she denies his right, gve can
at least grant him her fiefs, Jeaving it to his generosity to
allow her what,means he will to retire into 2 convent.”

“Nay!” said the Countess, “think I am the daughter of
Count Reinold —of your father’s old, valiant, and faithful
servant. Would you hold me out as a pnze to the best
sword-player?”

“ Your ancestress,” said the Duke, “was won at a tourney
—you shall be fought for in real méZe, Only thus far,
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for Count Reumld's sake, the successful prizer shall be a
of hed birth, and ined bearings ; *
but, be he such, and the poorest who ever drew the strap
of 2 sword-belt through the tongue of a buckle, he shall have
at least the proffer of your hand. I swear it, by St. Gearge,
by my ducal crown, and by the Order that I wear}—Ha
Messires,” he added, tuming to the nobles present, “this at
Teast is, I think, in conformity with the rules of chivalry?”

Isabelle’s remonstrances were drowned in a general and
jubilant assent, above which was heard the voice of old Lord
Crawford, regretting the weight of years that prevented his
striking for so fair a prize. The Duke was gratified by
the general applause, and his temper began to flow more
smoothly, like that of a swollen river when it hath subsided
within its natural boundaries.

“Are we, to whom fate has given dames already,” said
Créveceeur, *to be bystanders at this fair game? It does
not consist with my honour to be so, for 1 have myself a
vow to be paid at the expense of that tusked and bristled
brute, De Ia Marck.”

“Strike boldly in, Crévecceur,” smd the Duke; “win her,
and since thou canst not wear her thyself, bestow her where
thou wilt~——on Count Stephen, your nephew, if you hst.”

“Gramercy, my lord!” said Créveccenr, “I will do my
best in the battle ; and, should I be fortunate enough to be
foremost, Stephen shall try his eloquence agamst that of the
Lady Abbess.”

“I trust,” said Dunois, “that the chuvalry of France are
not excluded from this farr contest ?”

“Heaven forbid! brave Dunois,” answered the Duke,
“were it but for the sake of seeing you do your uttermost,
But,” he added, “though there be no fault 1n the Lady
Isabelle wedding a Frenchman, it will be necessary that the
Count of Croye must become a subject of Durgundy.”
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“ Enough, enough,” said Dunois, “my bar sinister may
never be surmounted by the coronet of Croye—I will live
and die French. But yet, though I should lose the lands,
I will strike a blow for the lady.”

Le Balafré dared not speak aloud in such a presence, but
he muttered to himself—

“ Now, Saunders Souplejaw, hold thine own !-—thou always
saidst the fortune of our house was to be won by marriage,
and never had you such a chance to keep your word
with us.”

“No one thinks of me,” said Le Glorieux, “who am sure
to carry off the prize from all of you.”

“Right, my sapient friend,” said Louis; “when a2 woman
is in the case, the greatest fool is ever the first in favour.”

While the princes and their nobles thus jested over her
fate, the Abbess and the Countess of Crévecceur endeavoured
in vain to console Isabelle, who had withdrawn with them
from the council-presence. The former assured her, that
the Holy Virgin would frown on every attempt to withdraw
a true votaress from the shrine of Saint Ursula; while the
Countess of Crévecceur whispered more temporal consola-
tion, that no true knight, who might succeed in the emprize
proposed, would avail himself, against her inclinations, of the
Duke’s award ; and that perhaps the successful competitor
might prove one who should find such favour in her eyes as
to reconcile her to obedience. Love, like despair, catches at
straws ; and, faint and vague as was the hope which this
insinuation conveyed, the tears of the Countess Isabelle
flowed more placidly while she dwelt upon jt.*

* The perilling the hand of an heiress upon the event of a battle, was
not so likely to take place in the fourteenth century as when the laws of

chivalry were in more general observance. Vet it was not unlikely to

occur to so absolute 2 Prince as Duke Charles, in circumstances like
those supposed. )
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CHAPTER XXXVL
THE SALLY.
The wreteh condemnn'd with e to part,
Sull, suli on hope rebes,
And every pang that rends the beat
Buds expectation nse.
Hope, ke the ghmmentg taper's Eght,
Adores snd cheers the way §
And still, the datker grows the mghe,
Exaits & brighter 52y,
Govosyrra
Frw days hndpessedcrclomshadmcuved,wx\hasmﬂe
of gratified the 1 that his
and his counsellor, the Cardinal Balue, was groaning within
2 cage of iron, so disposed as scarce to permut him to enjoy
Tepose in 20y posture except when recumbent; and of
which, be it said m passing, he remained the unpied tepant
for neasly twelve years  The awxilury forces which the Duke
had required Lows to bring up had also appeared ; and he
comforted bimself that their numbers were sufficent 1o pro-
tect his person against volence, although too imited to cope,
%ad such been his purpose, with the large army of Burgundy
He saw himself also at hberty, wher bme should su, to
resume bis project of mamage between s daughter and
the Duke of Orleans; and, although he was sensible to the
indignity of serving with hus noblest peers under the banners
of his own vassal, and against the people whose cuse he
had asbetted, he did not allow these circumstances to em-
barass him in the meantime, trusting that a future day
would bring him amends.—* For chance,” said be to s
trusty Oliver. *may indeed gain ope hit, but it 15 patience
and wisdom which win the game gt last”
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With s.ch sentiments, upon a beautiful day in the latter
end of harvest, the King mounted his horse ; and, indifferent
that he was Jooked upon rather as a part of the pageant of a
victor, than in the light of an independent Sovereign sur-
rounded by his guards and his chivalry, King Louis sallied
from under the Gothic gateway of Peronne, to join the
Burgundian army, which commenced at the same time its
march against Liege.

Most of the ladies of distinction who were in the place,
attended, dressed in their best array, upon the battlements
and defences of the gate, to see the gallant show of the
warriors setting forth on the expedition. Thither had the
Countess Crévecceur brought the Countess Isabelle. The
latter attended very reluctantly ; but the peremptory order of
Charles had been, that she who was to bestow the palm in
the tourney, should be visible to the knights who were about
to enter the lists,

As they thronged out from under the arch, many a pennon
and shield was to be seen, graced with fresh devices, ex-
pressive of the bearer’s devoted resolution to become a com-
petitor for a prize so fair. Here a charger was painted
starting for the goal,—there an arrow aimed at a mark,—one
knight bore a bleeding heart, indicative of his passion,—
another a skull and a coronet of laurels, showing his deter-
mination to win or die. Many others there were ; and some
so cunningly intricate and obscure, that they might have defied
the most ingenious interpreter. Each knight, too, it may be
presumed, put his courser to his mettle, and assumed his most
gallant seat in the saddle, as he passed for 2 moment under
the view of the fair bevy of dames and damsels, who en-
couraged their valour by their smiles, and the waving of ker-
chiefs and of veils. The Archer-guard, selected almost at will
from the flower of the Scottish nation, drew general applause,
from the gallantry and splendour of their appearance.
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And there was onie among these stranzers, who sentured
on a demonstration of acquaintance with the Lady Isabelle,
which had not been attempted even by the most roble of
the French nobility. It was Quentin Durward, wko, 2s he
passed the ladies in his rank, presented to the Countess of
Croye, on the point of his lance, the letter of her 2unt.

“Now, by my honour,” s2id the Count of Crévecceur,
“that is over insolent in an wnworthy adventurer 17

“Do not call him 50, Criwecceur,” szid Dunots; “1 have
good reason to bear testimony to his gallantry—and in
behalf of that lady, too.”

“You make words of pothing,” szid Isabelle, blaching
with shame, and partly with resentment ; it is a letter from
my unfortunate aunt—She writes cheerfully, though her
situstion must be dreadful”

“Let us hear, let us hear, what says the Boar's bnde”
said Crévercenr.

The Countess Isabelle read the letter, in which her aunt
seemed determined to make the best of 2 bud bargin, asd
to console herself for the haste and indecornm of her
nuptialy,, by the happiness of bemg wedded to one of the
bravest men of the age, who had just acquued 2 princedom
by his valour. She implored her niece rot to judge of ber
Wiltiam (as she cafled him) by the report of others, but to
wait 6l she knew him personally.  He had his faults, per-
haps, but they were such as belonged to characters whom
she had ever venerated. William was rather addicted to
wine, but so was the pallant Sir Godfrey, her grandsie ,—
he was something hasty and sangmmary in his tempes, such
had been her brother, Reinold of blessed memory ;—he was
blunt in speech, few Germans were otherwise, and a lule
wilful and peremptory, but she believed 2ll men loved to
rele. More there was to the szme prrpose ; and the whole
condluded with the hope and request, that Issbelle |



526 Ouentinn Durward.

by means of the bearer, endeavour her escape from the
tyrant of Burgundy, and come to her loving kinswoman’s
Court of Liege, where any little differences concerning their
mutual rights of succession to the earldom might be adjusted
by Isabelle’s marrying Earl Eberson—a bridegroom younger
indeed than his bride, but that, as she (the Lady Hameline)
might perhaps say from experience, was an inequality more
casy to be endured than Isabelle could be aware of.*

Here the Countess Isabelle stopped; the Abbess ob-
serving, with a prim aspect, that she had read quite enough
concerning such worldly vanities, and the Count of Créve-
coeur breaking out, ©Aroint thee, deceitful witch -—Why,
this device smells rank as the toasted cheese in a rat-trap—
Now fie, and double fie, upon the old decoy-duck 1 ”

The Countessof Créveceeur gravelyrebuked her husband for
his violence—*The Lady Hameline,” she said, *must have
been deceived by De la Marck with a show of courtesy.”

“He show courtesy !” said the Count—“T acquit him of
all such dissimulation. You may as well expect courtesy
from a literal wild boar——you may as well try to lay leaf-gold
on old rusty gibbet-irons., No—idiot as she is, she is not
quite goose enough to fall in love with the fox who has
snapped her, and that in his very den. But you women are
all alike—fair words carry it—and, I dare say, here is my
pretty cousin impatient to join her aunt in this fool’s para-
dise, and marry the Boar-Pig.”

“So far from being capable of such folly,” said Isabelle,
“I am doubly desirous of vengeance on the murderers of
the excellent Bishop, because it will, at the same time, free

my aunt from the villain's power.”

* It is almost unnecessary to add, that the marriage of William de Ia
Marck with the Lady Hameline, is asapocryphal as the lady herself, The
real bride of the Wild Boar of Ardennes was Joan D’Axschel, Baroness
of Scoonboven,
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“Ah1 there indeed spoke the voice of Croye)” exclaimed
the Count ; 2nd no more was said concerning the Jetter.

But while Isabelle read her aunt’s epistle to her friends, it
must be observed that she did not think it necessary to recite
a certain gostserigf, in which the Countess Hameline, lady-
like, gave an account of her occupations, and informed her
niece, that she had Lid aside for the present a sarcoat which
she was working for her husband, bearing the arms of Croye
and La Marck 1 conjugal fashion, parted per pale, becanse
her William had determined, for purposes of policy, in the
first action to have others dressed m his coatarmour, and
himself 10 assume the arms of Orleans, with 2 ber sinister—
in other words, those of Dunois  Thers was also 2 sBp of
paper in another hand, the contents of which the Countess
did not think it necessary to menton, bewg simply these
words—* If you hear pot of mme soon, and that by the trompet
of Fame, conclude me dead, but not enworthy.”

A thought, hitherto repelled as wildly mcredible, now
glanced with double keenness through Isabelle’s soul  As
female wit seldom fails in the contnvance of means, she so
ordered it, that ere the troops were fully on march, Quentin
Durward teceived from an unknown hand the bullet of Lady
Hameline, marked with three crosses oppostte to the post-
seript, and having these wonds subjomed :-—“ He who feared
not the arms of Orleans when o the breast of their gallant
owner, cannot dread them whrn displayed on that of a tyrant
and derer.” At ] d times was this intuma-
tion kissed and pressed 1o the bosom of the young Scott for
it marshafled him on the path where both Honour 2nd Love
1114 ont the reward, and possessed bim with a secret on-
kntren to others, by which to distinguish him whose death
could alone give life to his hopes, and which he pmdmdy
sesolved to fock up in his own bosom

But Durward saw the pecessity of acting otherwise
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ing the information communicated by Hayraddin, since the
proposed sally of De la Marck, unless heedfully guarded
against, might prove the destruction of the besieging army ;
so difficult was it, in the tumultuous warfare of those days,
to recover from a nocturnal surprise. After pondering on
the matter, he formed the additional resolution, that he
would not communicate the intelligence save personally,
and to both the Princes while together; perhaps, because
he felt that to mention so well-contrived and hopeful a
scheme to Louis whilst in private, might be too strong a
temptation to the wavering probity of that monarch, and
lead him to assist, rather than repel the intended sally. He
determined, therefore, to watch for an opportunity of reveat-
ing the secret whilst Louis and Charles were met, which, as
they were not particularly fond of the constraint imposed by
each other’s society, was not likely soon to occur.

Meanwhile the march continued, and the confederates
soon entered the territories of Liege. Here the Burgundian
soldiers, at least a part of them, composed of those bands
who had acquired the title of Ecorchenrs, or flayers, showed
by the usage which they gave the inhabitants, under pretext
of avenging the Bishop’s death, that they well deserved that
honourable title; while their conduct greatly prejudiced
the cause of Charles, the aggrieved inhabitants, who might
otherwise have been passive in the quarrel, assuming arms
in self-defence, harassing his march, by cutting off small
pflrties, and falling back before the main body upon the
city itself, thus augmenting the numbers and desperation of
those who had resolved to defend it. The French, few in
number, and those the choice soldiers of the country, kept,
according to the King’s orders, close by their respective
standards, and observed the strictest discipline; a contrast
which increased the suspicions of Charles, who could not
help remarking that the troops of Louis demeaned them-
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Rejecting this offer briefly, he would have put himself at the
head of his own Guards, to extricate those engaged in the
incautious advance; but D’Hymbercourt and Crévecceur
entreated him to leave the service to them, and marching
into the scene of action at two points, with more order and
proper arrangement for mutual support, these two celebrated
captains succeeded in repulsing the Liegeois, and in extri-
cating the vanguard, who lost, besides prisoners, no fewer
than eight hundred men, of whom about a hundred were
men-at-arms, The prisoners, however, were not numerous,
most of them having been rescued by D’Hymbercourt, who
now proceeded to occupy the contested suburb, and to place
guards opposite to the town, from which it was divided by
an open space, or esplanade, of five or six hundred yards,
left free of buildings for the purposes of defence. There
was no moat betwixt the subutb and town, the ground
being rocky in that place. A gate fronted the suburb, from
which sallies might be easily made, and the wall was pierced
by two or three of those breaches which Duke Charles had
caused to be made after the battle of Saint Tron, and which
had been hastily repaired with mere barricades of timber.
D'Hymbercourt turned two culverins on the gate, and placed
two others opposite to the principal breach, to repel any
sally from the city, and then returned to the Burgundlan
army, which he found in great disorder.

In fact, the main body and rear of the numerous army of
the Duke had continued to advance, while the broken and
repulsed vanguard was in the act of retreating; and they
had come into collision with each other, to the great con-
fusion of both. The necessary absence of D’Hymbercourt,
who discharged all the duties of Maréchal du Camp, or,
as we should now say, of Quartermaster-General, augmented
the disorder; and to complete the whole, the night sunk
down dark as a wolf’s mouth: there fell a thick and heavy
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“he beleaguering army must
needs take up their position, was muddy, and intersected
with many canals, It iz scarcs possible to forw an idea of
the confusion which prevailed in the dian arry, whete
leaders were separated from their soldiers, 2nd soldicrs from
their standards and officers.  Every one, from the highest
to the lowest, was sceking shelter end accommodatien where
he could individually find it ; while the wearied and wounded,
who had been engaged in the battle, were calling in vain for
shelter and refreshment ; and while those who knew nothing
of the disaster, were pressing on to have their share in the
sack of the place, which they had no doubt was proceeding
mernily.

When D'Hymbercourt retumed, he had a task to perform
of incredible difficulty, and embittered by the reproaches of
his master, who made no allowance for the still more neces-
tary duty in which he had been engaged, until the temper
of the gallant soldier began to give way under the Duke’s
unreasonable reproaches-~“1 went hence to restore some
order in the van* he sid, “and left the main body under
your Grace’s own guidance ; and now, on my return, I can
neither find that we have front, flank, nor rear, so utter is
the confusion.”

«We are the more like & barre] of herrings,” answered
Le Glorieux, “which ia the most natural resemblance for 2

Flemish anmy.”
The jester's speech made the Duke huﬂh, and perhaps
! a farther p of th jon betwixt
him and his general.

By dint of great exertion, a small Just-haus, or country
villa of some wealthy citizen of Liege, was secured and
cleared of other ) for the dation of the
Duke and his immediate attendants; and the authcm:y of
D'Hymb end Cré at leagth cstabl a
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guard in the vicinity, of about forty men-at-arms, who
lighted a very large fire, made with the timber of the out-
houses, which they pulled down for the purpose.

A little to the left of this villa, and betwixt it and the
suburb, which, as we have said, was opposite to the city
gate, and occupied by the Burgundian vanguard, lay another
pleasure-house, surrounded by a garden and courtyard, and
having two or three small enclosures or fields in the rear of
it. In this the King of France established his own head-
quarters. He did not himself pretend to be a soldier, further
than a natural indifference to danger and much sagacity
qualified him to be called such; but he was always careful
to employ the most skilful in that profession, and reposed
in them the confidence they merited. Louis and his im-
mediate attendants occupied this second villa; a part of
his Scottish Guard were placed in the court, where there
were outhouses and sheds to shelter them from the weather;
the rest were stationed in the garden. The remainder of
the French men-at-arms were quartered closely together and
in good order, with alarm-posts stationed, in case of their
having to sustain an attack.

Dunois and Crawford, assisted by several old officers and
soldiers, amongst whom Le Balafré was conspicuous for
his diligence, contrived, by breaking down walls, making
openings through hedges, filling up ditches, and the like,
to facilitate the communication of the troops with each
other, and the orderly combination of the whole in case
of necessity.

Meanwhile, the King judged it proper to go without
farther ceremony to the quarters of the Duke of Burgundy,
to ascertain what was to be the order of proceeding, and
what co-operation was expected from him. His presence
occasioned a sort of council of war to be held, of which
Charles might not otherwise have dreamed.



Quentin Dusward. £33

It was then that Quentin Durward prayed eamnestly to be
admitted, 25 having something of importance to deliver to
the two Princes. ‘This was obtained without much difficulty,
and great was the astonishment of Louis, when he heard
him calmly and distinctly relate the purpose of Willam de
1a Marck, to make a sally upon the camp of the besiegers,
under the dress and banners of the French. Louis would
probably have been much better pleased to have had such
important news communicated in private ; but as the whole
story had been publicly told in presence of the Duke of
Burgundy, he only observed, “that, whether true or false,
such a report concerned them most materially.”

“Not 2 whitl—not a whit!” said the Duke carelessly.
“Had there been such a purpose as this young man an-
ncuncees, it had not been communicated to me by an Archer
of the Scottish Guard.”

*However that may be,” answered Louis, “I pray you,
fair cousin, you and your captains, to attend, that to prevent
the unpleasing consequences of such an attack, should it be
made unexpectedly, I will cause my soldiers to wear white
scatfs over their armour—Dunois, see it given out on the
instant—that is,” he added, *if our brother and general
approves of it.”

“I see no objection,” replied the Duke, #if the chivalry
of France are willing to run the risk of having the name of
Knights of the Smock-sleeve bestowed on them in future.”

It would be a right well adapted title, friend Charles,”
said Le Glorieuy, * considering that a woman is the reward
of the most valiant.”

“Well spoken, Sagacity,” said Lows—" Cousin, good-
night, I will go arm me.—By the way, what if I win the
Countess with mine own hand ?”

“Your Majesty,” said the Duke, in an altered tooe of
voice, ¢ must then become a true Fleming.”
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“1 cannot,” answered Louis, in a tone of the most sincere
confidence, “be more so than I am already, could I but
bring you, my dear cousin, to believe it.”

The Duke only replied by wishing the King good-night,
in a tone resembling the snort of a shy horse, starting from
the caress of the rider when he is about to mount, and is
soothing him to stand still.

“1 could pardon all his duplicity,” said the Duke to
Crévecceur, “but cannot forgive his supposing me capable
of the gross folly of being duped by his professions.”

Louis, too, had his confidences with Oliver le Dain when
he returned to his own quarters.—* This Scot,” he said, “is
such a mixture of shrewdness and simplicity, that I know
not what to make of him. Pasgues-diex! think of his un-
pardonable folly in bringing out honest De la Marck’s plan
of a sally before the face of Burgundy, Crévecceur, and all
of them, instead of rounding it in my ear, and giving me at
least the choice of abetting or defeating it!”

*7t is better as it is, Sire,” said Oliver; “there are many
in your present train who would scruple to assail Burgundy
undefied, or to ally themselves with De la Marck”

“Thou art right, Oliver. Such fools there are in the
world, and we have no time to reconcile their scruples by a
little dose of self-interest. We must be true men, Oliver,
and good allies of Burgundy, for this night at least,~—time
may give us a chance of 2 better game. Go, tell no man to
unarm himself; and let them shoot, in case of necessity, as
sharply on those who cry France and St Dennis! as if they
cried Hell and Satan! T will myself sleep in my armour.
Let Crawford place Quentin Durward on the extreme point
of our ling of sentinels, next to the city, Let him e’en have
the first benefit of the sally which he has announced to us—
if his luck bear him out, it is the better for him. But take
an especial care of Martius Galeotti, and see he remain ip
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the rear, in 2 place of the most sbsolute safety—he is even
but too venturous ; and, like a fool, would be both swords-
man and philosopher. See to these things, Oliver, and
good-night—Our Iady of Clery, and Monseigneur Saint
Martin of Tours, be gracious to my slumbers1”*

CHAPTER XXXVIL
THE SALLY.

He lock’d, and saw what numbers nomberless
The city-gates out-pour'd.
Poradise Regained.
A DEAD silence soon reigned over that great host which lay
in leaguer before Liege. For a long time the cries of the
soldiers repeating their signals, and seeking to join their
several banners, sounded like the howling of bewildered
dogs seeking their masters. But at length overcome with
weariness by the fatigues of the day, the dispersed soldiers
crowded under such shelter as they could meet with, and
those who could find none, sunk down through very fatigue,
under walls, hedges, and such temporary protection, there
to wait for moming,—a morning which some of them were
never to behold. A dead sleep fell on almost all, except-
ing those who kept a faint and weary watch by the lodg-
ings of the King and Duke. The dangers and hopes of
the morrow—even the schemes of glory which many of the
young nobility had founded upon the splendid prize held
cut to him who should avenge the murdered Bishop of
Liege—glided from their llection as they lay fied
with fatigue and sleep. But not so with Quenun Durward.
The knowledge that he alone was possessed of the means

* Note XIUL—Attack upon Liegn
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of distinguishing La Marck in the contest—the recollection
by whom that information had been communicated, and the
fair augury which might be drawn from her conveying it to
him —the thought that his fortune had brought him to a
most perilous and doubtful crisis indeed, but one where
there was still, at least, a chance of his coming off trium-
phant, banished every desire to sleep, and strung his nerves
with vigour which defied fatigue.

Posted, by the King’s express order, on the extreme point
between the French quarters and the town, a good way to the
right of the suburb which we have mentioned, he sharpened
his eye to penetrate the mass which lay before him, and
excited his ears, to catch the slightest sound which might
announce any commotion in the beleaguered city. But
its huge clocks had successively knelled three hours after
midnight, and all continued still and silent as the grave.

At length, and just when Quentin began to think the
attack would be deferred till daybreak, and joyfully recol-
lected that there would be then light enough to descry the
Bar Sinister across the Fleur-de-lis of Orleans, he thought
he heard in the city 2 humming murmur, like that of dis-
turbed bees mustering for the defence of theirghives. He
listened — the noise continued ; but it was of a character
so undistinguished by any peculiar or precise sound, that it
might be the murmur of a wind rising among the boughs
of a distant grove, or perhaps some stream swollen by the
late rain, which was discharging itself into the sluggish Maes
with more than usual clamour. Quentin was prevented by
these considerations from instantly giving the alarm, which,
if done carelessly, would have been a heavy offence.

But when the noise rose louder, and seemed pouring at
the same time towards his own post, and towards the suburb,
he deemed it his duty to fall back as silently as possible, and
call his uncle, who commanded the smail body of Archers
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destined to his support.  All were on their feet in a moment,
and with as little noise as possible. In less thana second
Lord Crawford was at their head, and, despatching an archer
to alarm the King and his household, drew back his Iittle
party to some distance behind their watch-fire, that they
might not be seen by its light. The rushing sound, which
had approached them more nearly, scemed suddenly to have
ceased ; but they still heard distinctly the more distant heavy
tread of a large body of men approaching the suburb.

#The lazy Burgundians are asleep on their post,” whispered
Crawford ; “make for the suburb, Cunningham, and awake
the stupid oxen.” 3

“Keep well to the rear as you go,” said Durward; “if
ever T heard the tread of mortal men, there is 2 strong body
interposed between us and the suburb.”

“\Well said, Quentin, my damnty callant,” said Crawford ;
“thou art a soldier beyond thy years, They only make halt
il the others come forward.—1 would I had some know-
ledge where they are 1”

“1 will creep forward, my lord,” sud Quentin, *“and en-
deavour to bring you information.”

“Do so, my bonny chield ; thou hast sharp ears and eyes,
and good-will—But take heed—I would not lose thee for
two and a plack.”*

Quentin, with his harquebuss ready prepared, stole for-
ward, through ground which he had reconnortred carefully
in the twilight of the preceding evening, untl he was not
only certain that he was in the neighbourhood of a very
irge body of men, who were standing fast betwixt the King’s
quarters and the suburbs, but also that there was a detached

party of smaller number in advance, and very close to him.
‘They seemed to whisper together, as if uncertam what to do
next. At last, the steps of two or three Enfans perdus, de-
* A bomely Scottish expression for something you value,
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tached from that smaller party, approached him so near as
twice a pike's length, Seeing it impossible to retreat undis-
covered, Quentin called out aloud, * Qui vive?” and was
answered by “ Vive Li—Li—ege—cesta dire” (added he who
spoke, correcting himself), © Vive le France /"—Quentin in-
stantly fired his harquebuss—a man groaned and fell, and he
himself, under the instant but vague discharge of a number
of pieces, the fire of which ran in a disorderly manner along
the column, and showed it to be very numerous, hastened
back to the main guard. ‘

“ Admirably done, my brave boy ! ” said Crawford.~—“Now,
callants, draw in within the courtyard—they are too many to
mell with in the open field.”

They drew within the courtyard and garden accordingly,
where they found all in great order, and the King prepared

. to mount his horse.

*Whither away, Sire?” said Crawford; “you are safest
here with your own people.”

“Not so,” said Louis; “I must instantly to the. Duke.
He must be convinced of our good faith at this critical
momient, or we shall have both Liegeois and Burgundians
upon us at once.” And springing on his horse, he bade
Dunois command the French troops without the house, and
Crawford the Archer-guard and other household troops to
defend the lust-haus and its enclosures. He commanded
them to bring up two sakers, and as many falconets (pleces
of cannon for the field), which had been left about half a
mile in the rear; and, in the meantime, to make good their
posts, but by no means to advance, whatever success they
might obtain; and having given these orders, he rode off,
with a small escort, to the Duke’s quarters.

The delay which permitted these arfangements to be
carried fully into effect, was owing to Quentin’s having
fortunately shot the proprietor of the house, who acted as
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guide to the column which was designed to attack it, and
whose attack, had it been made instantly, mxght have bad 2
chance of being successful.

Durward, who, by the King’s order, ancndcd him to the
Duke’s, found the latter in a state of choleric distempera-
ture, which almost prevented his discharging the duties of
a genenal, which were never more necessary; for, besides
the noise of a close and furious combat which had now
taken place in the suburb upon the left of their whole army,
~—besides the attack upon the King's quarters, which was
fiercely maiutained in the centre,—a third column of Liege-
ofs, of even superior humbets, had filed out from a morc
distant breach, and, marching by lanes, vineyards, and passes,
known to themselves, had fallen upon the right flank of the
Burgundian army, who, alarmed at their war-cries of Vive /o
France! and Dennis Montjoie! which mingled with those
of Lizge and Reuge Sangher, and at the idea thus mspired
of treachery on the part of the French confederates, made a
very desultory and imperfect resistance; while the Duke,
foaming, and swearing, and cursing his licge Lord and all
that belonged to him, called out to shoot with bow and gun
on all that was French, whether black or white,—alluding
to the sleeves with which Louiy's soldiers had designated
themselves.

The arrival of the King, attended only by Le Balafré and
Quentin, and half a score of Archers, restored confidence
between France and Burgundy, D'Hymbercourt, Crévecceur,
and others of the Burgundian leaders, whose npames were
then the praise and dread of war, rushed devotedly into the
conflict; and, while some commanders bastened to brng
up more distant troops, to whom the panic had not extended,
others threw themselves into the tumult, reammated the
instinct of discipline, and while the Duke toiled in the front,
shouting, hacking, and hewing, like an ordmary man-atarms,
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brought their men by degrees into array, and dismayed the
assailants by the use of their artillery. The conduct of Louis,
on the other -hand, was that of a calm, collected, sagacious
leader, who neither sought nor avoided danger, but showed
so much self-possession and sagacity, that the Burgundian
leaders readily obeyed the orders which he issued.

The scene was now become in the utmost degree animated
and horrible. On the left the suburb, after a fierce contest,
had been set on fire, and a wide and dreadful conflagration
did not prevent the burning ruins from being still disputed.
On the centre, the French troops, though pressed by immense
odds, kept up zo close and constant a fire, that the little
pleasure-house shone bright with the glancing flashes, as if
surrounded with a martyr's crown of flames. On the left,
the battle swayed backwards and forwards with varied success,
as fresh reinforcements poured out of the town, or were
brought forward from the rear of the Burgundian host; and
the strife continued with unremitting fury for three mortal
hours, which at length brought the dawn, so much desired
by the besiegers. The enemy, at this period, seemed to be
slackening their efforts upon the right and in the centre, and
several discharges of cannon were heard from the lust-haus.

“#Go,” said the King, to Le Balafré and Quentin, the
instant his ear had caught the sound; “they have got up
the sakers and falconets—the pleasure-house is safe, blessed
be the Holy Virgin I—Tell Dunois to move this way, but
rather nearer the walls of Liege, with all our men-at-arms,
excepting what he may leave for the defence of the house,
and cut in between those thick-headed Liegeois on the right
and the city, from which they are supplied with recruits.”

The uncle and the nephew galioped off to Dunois and
Crawford, who, tired of their defensive war, joyfully obeyed
the summons, and, filing out at the head of a gallant body
of about two hundred French gentlemen, besides squires,
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tod gained during the mght; while the Burgundians, with
seturning day, had begun to show the qualitics which belang
to superior discipline, The great mass of Liegeols were
compelied to tetreat, and at length to fly ; and, falling back
on those who were engaged with the French men-atarms,
the whole became a confused tide of fighters, fiiers, and
pursuers, which rolled iiself towards the city walls, and ot
last was poured into the ample and undefended breach
through which the Liegeois had sallied.

Quentin made more than human exertions to overtake
the special object of his pursut, who was still in his sight,
striving, by voice and example, to renew the battle, and
bravely supported by a chosen party of lanzknechts. Le
Balafré, and several of his comrades, attached themselves
to Quentin, much matvelling at the extraordinary gallantry
displayed by so young a saldier. On the very bnnk of the
breach, De o Marck~—for it was hemseli- ded in
effecting a momentary stand, and repelling some of the most
farward of the pursuers. He had a mace of won in hus
hand, before which everything seemed 1o go down, and was
50 much covered with blood, that 1t was almast impossible
to discern those bearings on hus shield which had so much
incensed Dunois.

Quentin now found little difficulty m singling him out;
for the commanding situation of which he had possessed
himself, and the use he made of his terrble mace, caused
many of the assailants to seck safer points of attack than
that where sa desperate a defender presented himsell. Dut

. Quentin, to whom the imponance attached to victory aver
this formidable antagonist was better known, sprung from
his horse at the bottom of the breach, and, letung the noble
anima), the gift of the Duke of Orleans, run loose through
the tumult, ascended the runs to measure swords with the
Boor of Ardennes.  The latter, as 1f he had seen his wmter
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tion, turned towards Durward with mace uplifted ; and they
were on the point of encounter, when a dreadful shout of,
triumph, of tumult, and of despair, announced that the'
besiegers were entering the city at another point, and in
the rear of those who defended the breach. Assembling
around him, by voice and bugle, the desperate partners of
his desperate fortune, De la Marck, at those appalling
sounds, abandoned the breach, and endeavoured to effect
his retreat towards a part of the city from which he might
escape to the other side of the Maes. His immediate
followers formed a deep body of well~disciplined men, who,
never having given quarter, were resolved now not to ask
it, and who, in that hour of despair, threw themselves into
such firm order, that their front occupied the whole breadth
of the street, through which they slowly retired, making head
from time to time, and checking the pursuwers, many of
whom began to seek a safer occupation, by breaking intc
the houses for plunder. It is therefore probable that De Iz
Marck might have effected his escape, his disguise conceal.
ing him from those who promised themselves to win honow
and grandeur upon his head, but for the stanch pursuit o
Quentin, his uncle Le Balafré, and some of his comrades
At every pause which was made by the lanzknechts, s
furious combat took place betwixt them and the Archers,
and in every mé/fe Quentin sought De la Marck; but the
latter, whose present object was to retreat, seemed to evade
the young Scot’s purpose of bringing him to single combat.
The confusion was general in every direction. The shrieks
and cries of women, the yelling of the terrified inhabitants
now subjected to the extremity of military license, sounde
borribly shrill amid the shouts of battle,—like the voice o
misery and despair contending with that of fury and vi
lence, which should be heard farthest and loudest.

It was just when De la Marck, retiring through t
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infernal scene, had passed the door of 2 small chapel of
peculisr sanctity, that the shouts of #France! France{—
Burgundy ! Burgundy 1” apprized him that a pant of the
besiegers were entering the farther end of the street, which
Wwas & natrow one, and that his retreat was cut off— Con-
rade,” he said, “take all the men with you—~Charge yonder
fellows roundly, and break through if you can—with me it
is over: T am man enough, now that T am brought to bay,
to send some of these vagabond Scots 1o hell hefore me®

His lieutenant obeyed, and, with most of the few lanz.
knechts who remained alive, bumned 1o the farther end of the
strect, for the purpose of charging those Burgundians whe
were advancing, and so forcing their way, 50 as to escape.
About six of De la Marcks best men remained to perish
with their master, and franted the Archers, who were not
many snore in number.—* Sangher! Sanglier! Hola! gentle.
men of Scotland,” sid the ruffian but undaunted chief,
waving his mace, #who fongs to gain a coronet,—who strikes
at the Boar of Ardennes ?—You, young man, have, methinks,
2 hankering ; but you must win ere you wear it.”

Quentin heard but imperfectly the words, which were
partly Jost in the hollow helmet; but the action could not
be mistaken, and he had but time to id hus uncle and
comrades, as they wete gentlemen, to stand back, when De
ia Marck sprang upon him with a bound like a tiger, aiming
at the same time a blow with his mace, so as to make his
hand and foot keep time together, and giving his stroke
full adsantage of the descent of Wis leap 3 bu, light of foot
and quick of eye, Quentin leaped aside, and disppointed
an ajm which would have been fatal had it taken effect.

They then closed, tike the wolf and the wolfdog, ther
comrades on either side remaining inactive spectatars, for
Le Ralafré reared out for fair play, adding, “ that he would

" venture bis nepbew on bim, were he as wight as Wallace”
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Neither was the experienced soldier’s confidence unjusti-
fied ; for, although the blows of the despairing robber fell
like those of the hammer on the anvil, yet the quick'motions,
and dexterous swordsmanship of the young Archer, enabled
him to escape, and to requite them with the point of his less
noisy, though more fatal weapon ; and that-so often and so
effectually, that the huge strength of his antagonist began to
give way to fatigue, while the ground on which he stood
became a puddle of blood. Vet, still unabated in courage
and ire, the wild Boar of Ardennes fought on with as much |
mental energy as at first, and Quentin’s victory seemed
dubious and distant, when a female voice behind him called
him by his name, ejaculating, “Help! help! for the sake of
the blessed Virgin?”

He turned his head, and with 2 single glance beheld
Gertrude Pavillon, her mantle stripped from her shoulders,

™, dragged forcibly along by a French soldier; one of seve-
ral, who, breaking into the chapel close by, had seized, as
their prey, on the terrified females who had taken refuge
there.

“Wait for me but one moment,” exclaimed Quentin to
De la Marck, and sprang to extricate his benefactress from
a situation of which he conjectured all the dangers.

“J wait no man’s pleasure,” said De la Marck, flourishing

" his mace, and beginning to retreat—glad, no doubt, of being
free of so formidable an assailant.

- You shall wait mine, though, by your leave,” said Balafré ;
“I will not have my nephew baulked.”—So saying, he in-
stantly assaulted De la Marck with his two-handed sword.

Quentin found, in the meanwhile, that the rescue of
Gertrude was a task more difficult than could be finished
in one moment. Her captor, supported by his comrades,
refused to relinquish his prize; and whilst Durward, aided
by one or two of his countrymen, endeavoured to compel
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him to do s0, the former bebeld the chance which Fortene
had so kindly afforded him for fortune and happisess, glide
out of his reach; so that when be stood 2t leogth in the
street with the liberated Gertrude, there w2s no one near
them. Totally forgetting the defencel Steation of his
companion, ke was about to spring away in purstit of the
Boar of Ardenues, a5 the greyhound tracks the deer,
when, clinging to him in her despair, she exclaimed, “ For
the sake of your mother’s honour, lesve me not herel—As
you are 2 gentleman, protect me to my father’s house, which
once sheltered you and the Lady Imbelle t—For Ler ske
leave me not1*

Her call was ising, but it was imresistible; and bid-
ding a mental adien, with anutterable hittemness of feeling,
to all the gay hopes which had stimnlated his exertion,
carried him through that bloody day, and which 2t one
moment seemed to approach consummation, Quentin, ke
an uvnwilling spirit, who obeys a talisman which he ecannot
resist, protected Gertrude to Pavillon’s house, and amved in
time to defend that and the Syndic himself agaunst the fury
of the licentious soldiery.

Meantime, the King and the Duke of Burgundy entered
the city on horseback, and through one of the breaches.
They were both in complete armotz, but the Litter, covered
with blood from the plume 10 the spur, drove his steed
furiously up the breach, which Lows surmounted with the
stately pace of one who iexds 2 procession. They de-
spatched orders to stop the sack of the aty, which had
akeady d, and to bl their d troces
The princes themselves proceeded towards the great chxf:":
both for the protection of many of the distnguished &
bitants who bad taken refuge there, and 1n order_to A% 2
sart of military council after they had heard Hip' \’\

Busied Bke other ofcers of bis rank in o
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under his command, Lord Crawford, at the turning of one
of the streets which leads to the Maes, met Le Balafré
sauntering composedly towards the river, holding in his
hand, by the gory locks, 2 human head, with as much in-
difference as a fowler carries a game-pouch.

#*How now, Ludovic!” said his commander; “what are
ye doing with that carrion?”

“Tt is all that is left of a bit of work which my nephew
shaped out, and nearly finished, and T put the last hand to,”
said Le Balafré—*a good fellow that I despatched yonder,
and who prayed me to throw his head into the Maes.—Men
have queer fancies when old Small-Back * is gripping them ;
but Small-Back must lead down the dance with us all in
our time.”

“ And you are going to throw that head into the Maes?”

., said Crawford, looking more attentively on the ghastly me-
“morial of mortality.

* Ay, truly am 1,” said Ludovic Lesly. “If you refuse a
dying man his boon, you are likely to be haunted by his
ghost, and I love to sleep sound at nights,”

“You must take your chance of the ghaist, man,” said
Crawford ; “for, by my soul, there is more lies on that dead
pow than you think for. Come along with me—not a word
more—Come along with me.”

“Nay, for that matter,” said Le Balafré, “T made bim no
promise ; for, in truth, T had off his head before the tongue
had well done wagging ; and as I feared him not living, by,
Saint Martin of Tours, I fear him as little when he is dead.
Besides, my little gossip, the merry Friar of St. Martin’s, will
lend me a pot of holy water.”

When High Mass had been said in the Cathedral Church
of Liege, and the terrified town was restored to some

* A cant expression in Scotland for Death, usually dehneated as a
skeleton,
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moderate degree of order, Louis and Charles, with their
peers around, proceeded to hear the claims of those who
had any to make for services performed during the battle,
Those which sespected the County of Croye and its fair
mistress were first received, and, to the disappointment of
sundry claimants who had thought themselves sure of the
rich prize, there scemed doubt and mystery to involve their
several pretensions.  Crivecceur showed a boar's hide such
as De fa Marck usuafly wore; Dunais produced a cloven
shield, with his armorial bearings; and there were others,
who claimed the merit of having despatched the murderer of
the Bishop, producing similar tokens—the tich reward fixed
on De 1a Marek’s head having brought death to all who were
armed in his resemblance,

‘There was much noise and contest amonyg the competitors,
and Charles, intemally regretting the rash promise which had
placed the hand and wealth of his fair vassal on such 2 hazard,
was in hopes he might find means of evading all these con-
flicting claims, when Crawford pressed forward into the cicle,
dragging Le Balafré after hum, who, awkward and bashful,
followed like an unwilling mastff towed on in a leash, as his
leader exclaimed,—" Away with your hoofs and hdes, and
painted iron I~No one, save he who slew the Roar, can show
the tusks

So saying, he flung on the floor the bloody head, eastly
known as that of De la Marck, by the singular conformation
of the jaws, which in realty had a certain resemblance to
those of the animal whose name he bore, and which was
instantly recogmsed by all who had seen him.*

* We have slready noticed the anachronism respecting the cnimes of
this atrocious taron; and it is scarce necessuy to repeat, that if heia
teality murdered the Dishop of Liege 1n 1482, the mef\t of la s
could not be slain in the defence of Liege four years eselier, In 5/
Wild Boar of Ardenpes, a3 be was usvally termed, was of B~
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« Crawford,” said Louis; while Charles sat silent, in gloomy
and displeased surprise, “I trust it is one of my faithful
Scots who has won this prize?” . : :

«Jt is Ludovic Lesly, Sire, whom we call Le Balafré,”
replied the old soldier. . e

“But is he noble?” said-the Duke; “is he of gentle
blood P~otherwise our promise is void.”

“He is a cross ungainly piece of wood enough,” said
Crawford, looking at the tall, awkward, embarrassed figure
of the Archer; “but I will warrant him a branch of the
tree of Rothes for all that—and they have been as noble
as any house in France or Burgundy, ever since it is told
of their founder, that—

¢ Between the less-lee® and the mair,
He slew the Knight, and left him there*”

“There is then no help for it,” said the Duke, “and the
fairest and richest heiress in Burgundy must be the wife
of a rude mercenary soldier like this, or die secluded in a
convent—and she the only child of our faithful Reginald
de Croye !-I have been too rash.”

And a clond settled on his brow, to the surprise of his
peers, who seldom saw him evince the slightest token of
regret for the necessary consequences of an adopted reso-
lution. ,

“Hold, but an instant,” said the Lord Crawford, “it

being the third son of John L, Count of La Marck and Aremberg, and
ancestor of the branch called Barons of Lumain. He did not escape
the punishment, due to his atrocity, though it did not take place at the
‘time, or in the manner, narrated in the text. Maximilian, Emperor of
Austria, caused him to be arrested at Utrecht, where he was beheaded in
the year 1485, three years after the Bishop of Liege’s death.

* An old rhyme, by which the Leslies vindicate their descent from an
ancient knight, who is said to have slain a gigantic Hungarian champion,
and to bave formed a proper name for himself by a play of words upon
the place where he fought his adversary, :
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may be better than your Grace conjectures. Hear but
what this cavalier has to say-—~Speak out, man, and a mur.
ain to thee,” he 2dded, apart to Le Bakafré,

But that blunt soldier, though he could make a shift to
express himself intelligibly enough to King Louis, to whose
familiarity be was habuuated, yet found himself incapable
of enunciating his resolution before so splendid an assembly
as that in presence of which he then stood ; and after having
tumed his shoulder to the princes, and pretuded with a2
hoarse chuckling laugh, and two or three tremendous cons
tortions of countenance, he was only able to pronounce
the words, * Saunders Souplejaw "——and then stuck fast,

“May it please your Majesty, and your Grace,” said
Crawlard, “I must speak for my countryman and old
comrade. You shail understand, that he has had it pro-
phesied to him by a Scer in his own land, that the fortune
of ‘his house is to be made by marriage; but as he is,
like myself, something the worse for the wear,—loves the
winehouse better than a lady’s summer-parlour, and, in
short, having some barrack tastes and likings, which sould
make greatness in hus own person rather an encumbrance
to him, he hath acted by my advice, and resigns the preten-
sions acquired by the fate of slaying Witham de fa Marck,
to him by whom the Wild Boar was actually brought to
bay, who is his matemal nephew.”

«1 will vouch for that youth’s serwices and prudence,”
said King Louis, overjoyed to see that fate had thrown so
gallant a prize to one over whom he had some nfluence,
“Without hus prudence and vigilance, we had been ruined
It was he who made us aware of the night-sally.”

“Y then,” said Charles, “owe him some reparation for
doubting his s eracity.”

“And [ can attest his gallantry as a man<tarms,”
Dunois. ‘
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“Rut,” interrupted Crévecceur, “though the uncle be a
Scottish gentillitre, that makes not the nephew neces-
sarily so.” .

“He is of the House of Durward,” said Crawford ; * de-
scended from that Allan Durward, who was High Steward of
Scotland.” ’ :

“Nay, if it be young Durward,” said Crevecceur, “1 say
no more. Fortune has declared herself on his side too
plainly, for me to struggle farther with her humoursome
ladyship jebut §t is strange, from lord to horse-boy, how
wonderfully these Scots stick by each other.”

“ Highlanders, shoulder to shoulder!” answered Lord
Crawford, langhing at the mortification of the proud Bur-
gundian,

“We have yet to inquire,” said Charles thoughtfully,
“what the fair lady’s sentiments may be towards this fortu-
nate adventurer,”

“By the mass!” said Crévecoeur, “I have but too much
reason to believe your Grace will find her more amenable
to authority than on former occasions.—But why should I
grudge this youth his preferment? since, after all, it is sense,
firmness, and gallantry, which bave put him in possession of
WEALTH, RANK, and BravTy |”

I had already sent these sheets to the press, concluding,
as I thought, with a moral of excellent tendency for the
encouragement of all fair-haired, blue-eyed, long-legged, stout:
hearted emigrants from my native country, who might be
willing in stirring times to take up the gallant profession o
Cavalieros of Fortune. But a friendly monitor, one of thost
who like the lump of sugar which is found at the bottom o
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2 tea<up, a8 well as the flavour of the sonchong itself, has
entered a bitter temonstrance, and insists thar 1 should give
a precise and particular account of the espousals of the young
heir of Glen-boulakin and the fovely Flemish Countess, and
tell what tonmaments were held, and how many lances were
broken, upon 80 interesting an oceasion ; nor withhold from
the curious reader the number of sturdy boys, who inherited
the valour of Quentin Durward, and of bright damsels, in
whom were renewed the charms of Tsabelle de Crope. 1
replied in course of post, that times were changed, and
public weddings were entirely out of fashion.  In days, traces
of which I myself can remember, not only were the “fifteen
friends” of the happy pair invited to witness their union,
but the bridal minstrelsy stll continued, 2s in the © Ancient
Mariner,” to *nod their heads™ 11} morning shone on them.
The sack-posset was eaten in the nuptial chamber—~the
stocking was thrown—and the bride’s garter was struggled
for in presence of the happy couple whom Hymen had
made one flesh, The authors of the period were faudably
accurate in following its fashions, They spared you not a
Blush of the bride, not 2 rpturous glance of the bridegroom,
not a diamond in her hair, not a button on his embrowdered
waisteoat ; until at length, with Astrea, “they faisly put their
characters to bed.” But how little does this agree with the
modest privacy which induces our modem brides—sweet
bashful dartings 1-to steal from pomp and plate, and admir-
tion and fattery, and, like honest Shenstone,

Seek for freedom at a0 inn 1™

To these, unquestionably, an exp of the
of publicity with which a bridal in the fificenth century way
always celebrated, must appear in the highest degree disgust-
ing. Yssbelle de Croye world be manked in their s“(?f\
far below the maid who mitks, and does the meanest
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for even she, were it in the church-porch, would reject the
hand of her jourmneymdn shoemaker, should he propose
“ faire des noces,” as it is called on Parisian signs, instead of
going down on the top of the long coach to spend the
honeymoon #ncognito at Deptford or Greenwich, I will not,
therefore, tell more of this matter, but will steal away from
the Wedding as Ariosto {rom that of Angelica, leaving it to
whom it may please to add farther particulars, after th&
fashion of their own 1magmatxon.

¢ Some better bard shall sing, in feudal state
How Braquemont’s Castle op’d its Gothic gate,
When on the wand’ring Scot, its lovely heir
Bestow’d her beauty and an earldom fair.” *

* ¢“E come 2 ritornare in sua contrada
Trovasse e buon naviglio e miglior tempo
E dell’ India 2 Medor desse lo scettro
Forse altri cantera con miglior plettro.”
ORLANDO FURr1050, Canto XXX, Stanza 16.



NOTES,

Note 1. p 85—G1rsizs ox BOmRMIAN.

In 2 former solume of this edition of the Waverley Novels (Guy
Mannering), the reader will find some semarks on the gipsics as they
are found in Scotland, But 3t 13 well known that this extraordinary
vanely of the human race exnts in neasly the same primitive siate,
speaking the same language, in almost all the kingdoms of Earope, asd
confornung in certain respects to the mansers of the people around them,
Lut yet remaining separated from [them by certun matens) distincticns,
In which they correspond with each other, and thas mauntain their pre-
tensions to be considered as a dssunct race. Thewr first sppeasance in
Furope took platc in the beginning of the fftcenth centary, when various
tunds of this mnguitr people appeared in the different coanuries of
Europe. They claimed s Fpgyptian descent, and their features sttested
- =+ = 77 = eme—n The scrount piven by these mingular

. .. - 1+ 1 oenance, to trave! for

. « C amw o w s Wby sclected as beirg

' - Lol . - 3 which they visted

e meneamance. however, Miu vt b, v igly contradicted the
N - o .o T

N e . [ 0 . =ad squatid ; those

. ' f B o 1sech sheays ap-

KR ~ e v of the most showy

Folours, such as scarlet o7 ugu pitt.,  * v ounted; essumed

the title of dules and counts, and affected consderable consequence.
“The rest of the tribe were most miserable 1n their diet and appare), fod
without hesstation on ammals which had died of dusease, anid were clad
I Glthy and seanty rags, which hardly sufficed for the erdinary purposes
of common decency. Thewr complexion was posutely Eauter, ap-
proaching to that of the Hindoos.
Therr mansers were as depraved as their eppexrance was poor and
Legparly, The men were in peneral thieves, and the women of the most
The foew srts which they studied with suscess,
weere of & slight and {dle, though tagenfons deserfption,  They pra -
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working in iron, but never upon any great scale. Many were g.o?d
sportsmen, good musicians, and masters, in o word, of all those mvx:}l
arts, the practice of which is little better than mere idleness. Bu.t t_hf:xr
ingenuity never ascended into industry. Two or three other peculiarities
seem to have distinguished them in all countries. Their pretensions to
read fortunes, by palmistry and by astrology, acquired them sometimes
respect, but oftener drew them under suspicion as sorcerers ; and lastly,
the universal accusation that they augmented their horde by stealing
children, subjected them to doubt and execration. From this it happened,
that the pretension set up by these wanderers, of being pilgrims in the
act of penance, although it was at first admitted, and in many instances
obtained them protection from the governments of the countries through
which they travelled, was afterwards totally disbelieved, and they were
considered as incorrigible rogues and vagrants; they incurred almost
everywhere sentence of banishment, and, where suffered to remain, were
rather objects of persecution than of protection from the law.

There is a curious and accurate account of their arrival in France in
the Journal of 2 Doctor of Theology, which is preserved and published
by the learned Pasquier. The following is an extract :—*“On August
27th, 1427, came to Paris twelve penitents, Penanciers (penance doers),
as they called themselves, viz. & duke, an earl, and ten men, all on
" horseback, and calling themselves good Christians. They were of Lower
Egypt, and gave out that, not long before, the Christians bad subdued
their country, and obliged them to embrace Christianity on pain of being
put to death, Those who were baptized were great lords in their own
country, and had a king and queen there. Soon after their conversion,
the Saracens overran the country, and obliged them to renounce Chris-
tianity. When the Emperor of Germany, the King of Poland, and other
Christian princes, heard of this, they fell upon them, and obliged jthe
whole of them, both great and small, to quit the country, and go to the
Pope at Rome, who enjoined them seven years’ penance to wander over
the world, without lying in a bed.

** They bad been wandering five years when they came to Paris first;
the principal people, and soon after the commonalty, about 100 or 120,
reduced (according to their own account) from 1000 or 1200, when they
went from home, the rest being dead, with their king and queen. They
were lodged by the police at some distance from the city, at Cbapel Saint
Denis.

¢ Nearly all of them had their ears bored, and wore two silver rings in
cach, which they said were esteemed ornaments in their country. The
men were black, their hair curled ; the women remarkably black, their
only clothes a large old duffle garment, tied over the shoulders with a
cloth or cord, and under it a miserable rocket, In short, they were the
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iwst poor miserable creatutes that had ever been seent In Franeey snd,
atwithstanding; thieir poverty, there weee among them wemen whe, by
soking fato people’s hands, told thefr fortnes, and what was worse,
hey picked peaple’s packets of their tontey, #nd got It fnto their own,
2y teling these things through sicy magic, et cxtera
Notwithsanding the Ingenions account of thomselves rendered by
ihese gipsies, the Rishop of Paris prdered a friar, called Lo Petit Jacokin,
1o preach o sermon, excommunicating »f] the men and women who had
hadd recoutse to these Rohemuans on the subject of the fiture, snd shown
their hands for that purpose.  They departed from Parls for Ponteise in
the month of September,
Tasquier remuarks gpon this singulze journal, that however the story of
1 v~ swouts of & track, these people wandered vp and down France,
» % 'edeaof the magistrates, for more than

. .. s 2 aentence of benushment
. s .

. . P * x ple were called) fa

. . f DT = v« in which Timur or

' . . . = e choste between
the Koty wo * e e at these wanderery
eonsisted ongnally of the Hindostauee wass, * rplaced, and Bying
{rom the sabres of the Mahommedans, undertook this specres of wander-
ing life, without well knowing whither they were gomg 1t s natural
10 zuppase the band, 23 it now exsty, i3 much mingled with Furopeans ;
but most of thess have been brought up from childhood among them, and
learned all thew practces.

Tt is strong ewidence of thus, that when they ate in closest tontact with
the ordinary peasants wraund them, they still keep thewr lanpuage &
mystery. There s fntle doubt, hawever, that 1t is & dislect of the Hindo-
stance, from the specimens produced by Grellmas, Yoplnd, and others,
who have written on the subject  But the author has, besudes theu
authonty, persanal occasion ta know that an individml, out of mere
curioaity, end availing hireself with patienee and ssudoity of sach appot-
tanities as offered, has made humself cagable of convessing with any gipsy
whom he meets, or can, like the ropal Tal, dnnk with any tnker 1n hut
own language.  The astonishment exeited among these vagrants on find
ing » stranger partiopant of thew mystery, oceasions very ludictou
scenes 1t i to be hoped ths gentieman will publich the knowledge b
possesses on so singular a topie,

Thete sre pradential reasons for postponing this disclosure st preses
Bor slthough much more rectnciled to society since they have been fe
the objects of legsl persecution, the gipties e still ‘s ferocions %
vindictive people.
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But notwithstanding this s cestalnly the caee, T cannot but add, from
my own obsereation of neatly ity yeass, that the manners qf these
vagrant tribes are much ameliorated ;—that I have known individuals
amongst them who have united themselves to civilised society, and
maintain respectable characters, and that o great alteration has been
wronght in their cleanliness and general mode of life,

Hote I p. 201~Garzorrs”

Martius Galeotti was a native of Narni, in Umbria, He wassecretary
to Matthiss Corvinus, King of Hungary, and tutor to his son, John
Corvinus.  While at his court, he composed a work, De jocose dictis et
Jactis Regis Matthie Corvini, He left Hungary in 1477, and was made
prisoner at Venice on a charge of having propagated heterodox opinions
in & treatise entitled, De komine interiore ¢t corpore ejus. e was obliged
to recant some of these doctrines, and might have suffered seriously buat for
the protection of Sextus IV, then Pope, who had been one of his scholars,
He went to France, attached himsalf to Louis X1,, and died in his service.

Note IfL. p. 229.~RELICION oF THE BOHEMIANS,

It was & remarkable feature of the character of these wanderers, that
they did not, Jike the Jews, whom they otherwise resembled in some
particnlars, possess or profess any particular religion, whether in form or
principle. They readily conformed, as far as might be required, with
the religion of any country in which they happened to sojonrn, nor did
they ever practise i more than was demanded of them. It is certain
that in India they embraced neither the tenets of the religion of Bramah
nor of Mahomet. They have hence been considered as belonging to the
outcast East Indian tribes of Nuts or Parias.  Their want of religion is
supplied by a good deal of superstition. Such of their ritaal as can be
discovered, for example that belonging to marriage, is savage in the
extreme, and represents the customs of the Hottentots more than of any
civilised people. They adopt various observances, picked up from the
religion of the country in which they live. It is, or rather was, the
custom of the trihes on the Borders of England and Scatland, to attribute
success to those journeys which are commenced by passing through the
patish church s and they usually try to obtain permission from the beadle
to do o when the church is empty, for the performance of divine service
Is not considered as essential to the omen. They are, therefore, totally
devoid of may effectual sense of religicn; and the YWehes, o mors ine
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fled from the Bishop’s banner, and he was left with his own handful of
adherents. At this moment De la Marck charged at the head of his
banditti with the expected success, The Bishop was brought before t_he
profligate Knight, who first cut him over the face, then murdered him
with his own hand, and caused his body to be exposed naked in the great
square of Liege before Saint Lambert’s cathedral.

Such is the actual narrative of a tragedy which struck with horror the
people of the time. The murder of the Bishop has been fifteen years
antedated in the text, for reasons which the reader of romances will
easily appreciate.

Note V. p. 346.—SCHWARZ-REITERS,

Fynes Morrison describes this species of soldiery as follows: ““He
that at this day looks upon their Schwars-reifers (that is, black horsemen),
must confess, that, to make their horses and boots shine, they make
themselves as black as colliers. These horsemen wear black clothes, and
poor though they be, spend no small time in brushing them, The most
of them have black horses, which, while they painfully dress, and (as 1
have said) delight to have their boots and shoes shine with blacking-stuff,
their hands and faces become black, and thereof they have their foresaid
name, Yet I have heard Germans say, that they do thus make themselves
black to seem more terrible to their enemies,”—FyYNES MORRISON’S
Ztinerary, Edition 1617, p. 165.

Note VI p. 367~—~PHiL1P DES COMINES,

Philip des Comines was described in the former editions of this, work
as a little man, fitted rather for counsel than action.  This was a descrip-
tion made at a venture, to vary the military portraits with which the age
and work abound. Sleidan the historian, upon the authority of Matthieu
d’Arves, who knew Philip des Comines, and had served in his household,
says he was 2 man of tall stature, and a noble presence, Thé learned
Monsieur Petitot, editor of the edition of Memoirs relative to the History
of France, a work of great valune, intimates that Philip des Comines made
2 figure at the games of chivalry and pageants exhibited on the wedding
of Charles of Burgundy with Margaret of England in 1468, See the
Chronicle of Jean de Troyes, in Petitot’s edition of the Memoirs Relatifs
& I Histoire de France, vol, xiil. p. 375, Note. I have locked into
Oliver de 1a Marck, who, in lib, ii., chapter iv., of his Memoirs, gives an
ample account of these “fierce vanities,” containing as many miscellaneous
articles ag the reticule of the old merchant of Peter Schleml, who bought
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fled from the Bishop’s banner, and he was left with his own handfil of
adherents. At this moment De la Marck charged at the head of his
banditti with the expected success. The Bishop was brought before the
profligate Knight, who first cut him over the face, then murdered him
with his own hand, and caused his body to be exposed naked in the great
square of Liege before Saint Lambert’s cathedral.

Such is the actual narrative of a tragedy which struck with horror the
people of the time. The murder of the Bishop has been fifteen years
antedated in the text, for reasons which the reader of romances will
easily appreciate.

Note V. p. 346.—SCHWARZ-REITERS,

Fynes Morrison describes this species- of soldiery as follows: ““He
that at this day looks upon their Schwarz-resters (that is, black horsemen),
must confess, that, to make their horses and boots shine, they make
themselves as black as colliers. These horsemen wear black clothes, and
poor though they be, spend no small time in brushing them. The most
of them have black horses, which, while they painfully dress, and (as I
have said) delight to have their boots and shoes shine with blacking-stuff,
their hands and faces become black, and thereof they have their foresaid
. name. Yet T have heard Germans say, that they do thus make themselves
black to seem more terrible to their enemies.”—FyYNES MORRISON’S
Jtinerary. Edition 1617, p. 165,

Note VI. p. 367.~PriLir DES COMINES,

Thilip des Comines was described in the former editions of this, work
asa little man, fitted rather for counsel than action. This was a descrip-
tion made at a venture, to vary the military portraits with which the age
and work abound.  Sleidan the historian, upon the authority of Matthieu
d’Arves, who knew Philip des Comines, and had served in his household,
says he was a man of tall stature, and a noble presence. Thé learned
Mansieur Petitot, editor of the edition of Memoirs relative to the History
of France, a work of great value, intimates that Philip des Comines made
a figure at the games of chivalry and pageants exhibited on the wedding
of Chz.ules of Burgundy with Margaret of England in 1468, See the
Chronlxcle of Jean de Troyes, in Petitat’s edition of the Memoirs Relatifs
a4 I Histoire de France, vol, xiii. p. 375. Note. I have looked into
Oliver de I Marck, who, in lib. ii., chapter iv., of his Memoirs, gives an
ample account of these “ fierce vanities,” containing as many miscellaneous
articles a3 the reticule of the old merchant of Peter Schleml, who bought
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orchards, fountaing, spears broken and whole, and the twelve fabouss of
Hercules.  In such a brilliant medley I had some trouble in finding ilip
des Comines. He is the first named, however, of a gallant band of
sssailants, knights and noblemen, to the number of twenty, who, with
the Prince of Orange as their leader, encountered In & general tourney,
with a party of the same number under the profiigate Adolf of Cleves, who
acted as challenger, by the romantic title of Arire d'or, The encounter,
thongh with arms of courtesy, was very fierce, and separsted Ly mais
force, not without difficulty, Phalip des Comines ha, thesefiac, o title
tobe accounted lam Marts guam Mercuris, though, when we cimsder
the obscurity which has settled on the sest of Qus frouse dorle, we are 3t
06 Joss to estimate the most valuzble of his qualfications,
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instead of being thrawn over'the yocks into the sea, as had béen the
tyrant’s first intention, he was taken great care of for the rest of his life,
—Taciti Annal., 1ib, vi. cap. 22. "

The circumstances in which Louis XT. received a similar reply from an
astrologer are as follows :—The soothsayer in question had presaged that
a female favourite, to whom the Xing was very much attached, should
die in 2 week, As he proved a true prophet, the King was as much
incensed as if the astrologer cowld have prevented the evil he predicted,
e sent for the philosopber, and had a party stationed to assassinate him
as he retired from the royal presence.  Being asked by the King concern-
ing his own fortunes, he confessed that he perceived signs of some immi-
nent danger, Being farther questioned concerning the day of his own
dearh, he was shrewd enough to answer with compostre, that it would be
exactly three days before that of his Majesty. There was, of course, care
taken that he should escape his destined fate ; and he was ever after
much protected by the King as a man of real science, and intimately con-
nected with the royal destinies.

Although almost all the historians of Louis represent him as a dupe to
the common but splendid imposture of judicial astrology, yet his credulity
.. could nat be deep-rooted, if the following anecdote, reported by Bayle,
+be correct.

Upon one occasion, Louis intending to hunt, and doubtful of the
weather, inquired of an astrologer near his person whether it would be
fair. The sage, having recourse to his astrolabe, answered with confi-
dence in thé affirmative. At the entrance of the forest the royal cortdge
was met by a charcoal-man, who expressed to some menials of the train
his surprise that the King should have thought of hunting on a day which
t}}reatened tempest. The collier’s prediction proved true. The King and
his court were driven from their sport well drenched 3 and Louis, having
heard what the collier had said, ordered the man before him. ** How
Were you more accurate in foretelling the weather, my friend,” said he,
*“than this learned man?”—*Iam an jgnorant man, Sire,” answered
the collier, *“was never at school, and cannot read or write. But I have
an astrologer of my own, who shall foretell weather with any of them.
It is, with reverence, the ass who carries my charcoal, who always, when
bad weather is approaching, points forward his ears, watks more slowly
t!xan usual, and tries to rub himself against walls ; and it was from these
signs .thnt I.foretold yesterday’s storm.” The King burst into a fit of
laughing, ('_imnissed she astrological biped, and assigned the collier &
small pension to maintain the quadruped, swearing he would never in
fature t'rust to any ather astrologer than the charcoal-man’s ass. '

But if there is any truth in this story, the credulity of Louis was not of
a matare to be remaved by the filure there mentioned. He is sid to
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have believed in the prediction of Angelo Cattho, his physician, and the
friend of Comunes, who foretold the death of Charles of Burgundy in the
very time and hour when it took place at the battle of Morat. Upon
stave of his physicians. Coctier, or Cottier, one of their number, besides
the retaining fee of ten thousand crowns, extorted from his royal patient
great sums 0 lands and money, and, in addition to all, the Bishopric of
Amiens for bis nephew. He maintained over Louis unbounded jnfia-
ence, by using to him the most disrespectful harshness and insolence.
T know,” he said to the suffering King, * that one morning you will
tarn me adnft Lke so many others. But, by Heaven, you had better
beware, for you will not hve eight days after you have done s01” Itis
unnecessary to dwell longer on the fears and superstitions of a prince,
whom the wretched love of Lfe induced to submit to such indignities.

Note XI. p. 465.

There is Litle doubt that, during.the interesting scene at Peronne,
Philip des Comines first fearned intmately to know the great powers of
mind of Louis XL, by which he was so much dazzled that 1t 1s irepossible,
in reading his Memours, not to be senuble that he was blinded by them
to the more odious shades of his character. He entertaned from this
time forward a partiality to France, The histonan passed into France
about 1472, and rose high in the good graces of Louis XL He after-
wards became the propnetor of the Lordship of Argenton and others, a
title which was given him by anticipation in the former editions of this
work. He cid not obtzin it ill he was in the French service. ~ After the
death of Lonis, Philip des Comines feli under the suspicion of the
PR Ry

A rrw ¥ 23 Af DaneTmse g b manlowe g mprhsan

missions, where talents were required. Loms XII also transferred bl
favour ta the historian, but did not employ bum.  He died at bis Castle
of Argenton in 1509, and was regretted as one of the most pmﬁamd
Statesmen, and certainly the best bustorian of hisage, In a poem to Lis
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memory by the poet Ronsard, he received the distinguished praise that he
was the first to show the lustre which valour and noble blood derived
from being united with learning, -

Note XII pp. 493 and 500.—~D1sGUISED HERALD.

The heralds of the middle ages, like the feciales of the Romans, were
jnvested with a character which was held almost sacred. To strike a
herald was a crime which inferred a capital punishment ; and to counter-
feit the character of such an august official was a degree of treason
towards those men who were accounted the depositaries of the secrets of
monarchs and the honour of nobles. Vet a prince so unscrupulous as
Louis XI. did not hesitate to practise such an imposition, when he wished
to enter into communication with Edward IV, of England. .

Exercising that knowledge of mankind for which he was so eminent,
he selected, as an agent fit for his purpose, a simple valet. This man,
whose address had been known to him, he dispuised as a herald, with ail
the insignia of his office, and sent him in that capacity to open a com-
munication with the English army. Two things are remarkable in this
transaction.  First, that the stratagem, though of so fraudulent a nature,
. does not seem to have been necessarily called for, since all that King
Louis could gain by it would be, that he did not commit himself by send-
ing a more responsible messenger. The other circumstance worthy of
notice, is, that Comines, though he mentions the affair at great Iength, is
so pleased with the King’s shrewdness in selecting, and dexterity at
indoctrinating, his pseudo-herald, that he forgets all remark on the
impudence and fraud of the imposition, as well as the great risk of
discovery. From both which circumstances, we are led to the conclusion
that the solemn character which the heralds endeavoured to arrogate to
themselves, had already begun to lose regard among statesmen and men
of the great world, .

Even Ferne, zealous enough for the dignity of the herald, seems to
impute this intrusion on their rights in some degree to necessity. I
have heard some,” he says, * but with shame enough, allow of the action
of Louis XI. of the kingdom of France, who had so unknightly s regard
both of his own honour, and also of armes, that he seldom had about his
court any officer-at-armes. And therefore, at such time as Edward IV.,
King of England, had entered France with a hostile power, and lay
before the town of St. Quentin, the same French King, for want of a
herald to carry his mind to the English King, was constrained to suborn
a vadelict, or common serving-man, with a trumpet-banner, baving 2
hole made through the middest for this preposterous herauld to put his
head through, and to cast it over his shoulders instead of a better coats
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de Vilde, who, assaulting them in front and rear, threw them into great
disorder, and killed more than eight hundred men, of whom one hundred
were men-at-arms,

When Charles and the King of France came up, they took up their
quatters in two villas situated near to the wall of the city, In the two
or three days which followed, Louis was distinguished for the quiet and
regulated composure with which he pressed the siege, and provided for
defence in case of sallies ; while the Duke of Burgundy, no way deficient
in courage, and who showed the ‘rashness and want of order which was
his prineipal characteristic, seemed also extremely suspicious that the
King would desert him and join with the Liegeois.

They lay before the town for five or six days, and at length fixed the
30th of October, 1468, for a genersl storm. The {citizens, who had
probably information of their intent, resolved to prevent their purpose,
and determined on anticipating it by a desperate sally through the breaches
in their walls, They placed at their head six hundred of the men of the
little territory of Franchemont, belonging to the Bishopric of Liege, and
reckoned the most valiant of their troops. They burst out of the town on
a sudden, surprised the Duke of Burgundy’s quarters ere his guards could
put on their armour, which they had Jaid off to enjoy some repose before
the assault. The King of France’s lodgings were also attacked and en-
dangered. A great confusion ensued, augmented incalculably by the
mutual jealousy and suspicions of the French and Burgundians, The
people of Liege were, however, unable to maintain their hardy enterprise,
when the men-at-arms of the King and Duke began to recover from their
confusion, and were finally forced to retire within their walls, after
narrowly missing the chance of surprising both King Louis and the Duke
of Burgundy, the most powerful Princes of their time, At daybreak the
storm took place, as had been originally intended, and the citizens, dis-
heartened and fatigued by the nocturnal sally, did not make so much
resistance as was expected. Liege was taken, and miserably pillaged,
without regard to sex or age, things sacred or things profane. These
particolars are fully related by Comines in his Memoirs, liv. ii., chaps. 11,
12, 13, and do not differ much from our account of the same events in
Chaps, XXXV, and XXXVI,

THE END.
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